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TO THE | 
Right Honourable the Lady | 


DLR WORTLEY 
 MOUNTAGUE. 


MADAM» 


= OUR Lad vſhip's 
F/&l known Goodneſs 
gives my Preſump- 
tion the Hopes of 
a Pardon, for pre- 
exit; to this ſhght Work the 
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DEDICATION. 

. Ne ame of a Lady, whoſe accu- 
| rate Judgment has long been the 
Glory of her own Sex, and the 
Wonder of ours: Eſpecially, 
ſince it aroſe from a. Vanity, to 
which your Indulgence, on the 
firſt Peruſal of it, gave Birth. 

I wou'd not inſinuate to the 
World that this Play paſt free 
from your Cenſure; ſince [know | 
it not free from Faults, not one of 

which eſcaped your immediate 

Penetration. Immediate indeed! 

for your Judgment keeps Pace 

with your Eye, and You com- 

prehend almoſt faſter than others 

_ overlook. 

| This is a Perfection very viſi- 

ble to all who are admitted to 

the Honour of your Converſa- 
tion: 


DEDICATION. 


tion: Since, from thoſe ſhort 


Intervals You can be ſuppoſed to 


have had to yourſelf, amid the 
Importunities of all the polite 


Admirers and Profeſſors of Wit 


and Learning, You are capable of 
inſtructing the Pedant, and are 
at once a living Confutation of 
thoſe moroſe Schoolmen who 


 wou'd confine Knowledge to the 


Male Part of the Species, and a 
ſhining Inſtance of all thoſe Per- 
fections and ſofter Graces which 


Nature has confin' d to the Fe- 
male. 


But I offend your Ladyſnip, 
whilſt I pleaſe my ſelf and the 


Readcr; therefore I ſhall only 


beg your Leave to give a Sanction 


to this Comedy, by informing 
the 
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DEDICATION. 


the World that its Repreſenta- 


tion was twice honoured with 
your Ladyſhip's Preſence, and 
am, with the * . 


M, adams 
Tour Ladyſbips moſt obedient 


moſt humble Servant, 


HENRY FIELDING. 
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Believe few Plays have ever adven- 
«Dag Zared into the World under greater 
Sz D:/advantages than this. Firſt, as it 
BR /ucceeded a Comedy, which, for the con- 

tinued Space of twenty eight Nights, 
received as great (and as juſt) Applauſes, as 
were ever beſtowed on the Englith Theatre. And 
Secondly, as it is cotemporary with an Euter- 
tainment which engroſſes the whole Talk and 
Aamiration of the Tun. | 
Theſe were Difficulties which ſeemed rather 
to require the ſuperior Force of a Wycherly, 
or a Congreve, than of a raw and unexpert- 
enced Pen (for I believe 1 may boaſt that none 
ever appeared ſ early on the Stage.) However 
ſuch was the Cundour of the Audience, the 
Play was rebrived with greater Satisfattion 
than I ſhould have promiſed myſelf from its 
hang cues preceded the Provok'd Hus- 

and. . 


But after having returned Thanks to the 
SpetFators, I cannot reſt till I have been in 
ſome meaſure grateful to the Performers. As 
for Mr. Wilks, and My Cibber, I cannot ſuf- 
fictently acknowledge their civil and kind Beha- 
viour, previous to its Repreſentation. Hiw ad- 
vantagiouſly both they and the other Per ſon- 

Op oy + Os 


FACE. 


ages ſet off their reſpective Parts at that Time, 
has been ſpoken of by much politer and better 
Judges than myſelf. pr Re C 
Laſtly, I can never expreſs my grateful Senſe 
of the Good nature of Mrs. Oldfield; who, tho 
ſhe had contrafted a ſlight Indiſpoſition by her 
violent Fatigue in the Part of Lady Townly, 
was prevailed on to grace that of Lady Match- 
leſs; which placed her in a Light ſo far inferior 
to that which ſhe had in the other. Nor do J 
owe leſs to her excellent Judgment, ſhewn in 
ſome Correfwns, which I ſhall, for my own 
Sake, conceal. But the raviſhing Perfections 
of this Lady are ſo much the Admiration of 
every Eye, and every Ear, that they will re- 
main fixed in the Memory of Many, when theſe 
light Scenes ſhall be forgotten. | | 
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PROLOGUE 


Occaſioned by this Comedy's ſucceeding that of the 
; PRoyokd HusBanD. 


Spoken by Mr. MILLS. 


A when a Raphael's Maſter- Piece has been 
By the aftoniſh'd Fudge, with Rapture ſeen 
Shou'd ſome young Artiſt next his Pifture ſhow, 
Hie ſpeaks his Colours faint, his Fancy low 3 
Though it ſome Beauties has, it ſtill muſt fall; 
Compar'd to that, which has excelÞd in All. 

So when, by an admiring, raviſh'd Ae, 
A finiſh'd Piete is plauded on the Stage, 
What Fate, alas! muſt a young Author ſhare 
Who, deaf to all Entreaties, ventures there? 
Yet, too too certain of his weaker Cauſe, 
He claims nor equal Merit, nor Applauſe. 

Compare em not: Shou'd Favour do its moſs 
He, owns by the Compariſon, he's loſt. HEE Cr 
Light, Airy Scenes, his Comick Muſe diſplays, = 

Far from the Buskin's higher Vein he ſtrays, 

By Humour only catching at the Bays: 

Humour, till free from an indecent Flame, ET 
Fhich, fhou'd it raiſe your Mirth, muſt raiſe your Shame. 
Indecency's the Bane to Ridicule, 

And only charms the Libertine, or Fool. 

Nought ſhall offend the Fair One's Ears to-day, 

Which they might bluſh to hear, or bluſh to ſay. 

No private Character theſe Stenes expoſe, . | 

Oar Bard, at Vice, not at the Vicious, throws. 
If any by his pointed Arrows ſmart, 8 
Hhy did he bear the Mark within his Heart? 
Since innocently, thus, to pleaſe he aims, 
Some Aevit, ſurely, the Intention claims : 
With Candor, Criticks, to his Cauſe attend 5 | 
Let Pity to his lighter Errors bend, | 
Forgive, at leaſt; but, if you * Commend. 
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MEN. 

Wifemore. Mr. Mills. 
Merital. Mr. Wilks. 
Malvil. Muli. Bridgwater. 
Lord Formal. Mr. Gr iſſin. 
Rattle. Mr. Cibber. 
Sir Poſitive Trap. Mr. Harper. 
Sir Apiſh Simple. Mr. Miller. 

WOMEN. 
Lady Matehleſs. Mrs. Oldfield. 
Vermilia. Mrs. Porter. 
Helena. | Mrs. Booth. 
Lady Trap. Mrs. Moor. 
Catchit. Mrs. Mills. 
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40 1 1 SCENE I 


SCE N E, the Pia gz. 
ME RITAL, MALVII. 


MERITAL. 
R. Malvil, good motrow ; I thought the Spitit of 
Champagne wou'd have lengthen'd your Repoſe 
dis Morning. 
BESS Mats. No, Sir, the Spirit of ſomething elſediſtutbs 
my Mind too much: an unforturiate Lover and 
Repoſe are as oppoſite as any Lover and Senſe. + 
Mer. Malapert fimile ! What is there in Life? what Joys ? 
what Tranſports which flow not from the Spring of Love? 
The Birth of Love is the Birth of Happineſs, nay even of Life; 
to breathe withont it, is to drag on a phlegmatick inſipid Being, 
and 5 ggle imperfect in the Womb of Nature. 
v. What in the name of Fuſtian's here? 
Ms. Did you not ſee the Lady Marcbleſs laſt night? what 
Ecſtaſies did ſhe impart even at a diſtance to her Beholders ! 
E Malv. A beautiful, rich, young Widow in a Front- box, makes 
as much Noiſe, as a Blazing · ſtar in the Sky ; draws as many Eyes on 


her, and is is as much criticifed on in the polite World, as the 
| 9 3 other 
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other in the Learned. With what envious Glances was the ar- 
tacked by the whole circle of Belles! and what amorous ones 
by the Gentlemen Propriecors, of the Toupet, Snuff box, and 
Sword-k not 

Aer. Nor cou'd all this 3 her to the leaſt Pride or 
Haughtineſs ; ; but ſhe carried it with an Air not conſcious of the 
Envy and Adoration ſhe contracted. That becoming Modeſty 
in her Eyes! that lovely, eaſy Sweetneſs in her Smile! that 


Gracefulneſs in her Mein! that Nobleneſs, without Affectation 


in her Looks! in ſhort, that one compleat Charm in her Per- 
ſon !- Such a Woman as this does as much Miſchief amongſt 
the Men of Senſe 

Malv. As ſome Beaus do amongſt the Women of none. But, 
by your ſpeakiug fo feelingly, I fhow'd ſuſpect ſome Miſchief 
here. [)Claps Merital's Breaſt. 

Mer. Why that Fort is not impregnable to the Batteries of a 
fair Eye; but there is a certain beautiful, rich, young Virgin 
who keeps guard there. 


Malo. Ha! ſhe is a Blazing- ſtar, indeed; where does ſhe live? 


or rather, where 1s ſhe worſhipped * ? and in what Street is or 
Temple? 

Mer. I have deſcribed her, and ſure my Picture i is not is ba 
as to require its name under it. 


Malv. But it is ſo good, that Jam afraid you hardly t cook Na- 


ture for a Pattern, 
Mer. Thou art always endeavouring to be ſatirical on the * 


dies: pr'ythee, deſiſt; for the name of an ill-natured Wit will 


ſlightly ballance the Loſs of their Favour. Who wow'd not 
prefer a dear Smile from a pretty Face? 

Malv. To a Frown from an 510 one- 
ſeen this Ineſtimable? 

Mer. No, Sir, nor the Sun has never 3 her but by peeping 
through a Window ; ſhe is kept as cloſe, as a jealous Spaniard 
keeps his Wife, or a City-Uſurer his Treaſure ;, and is now 
brought to T own to be married to that $89 Knight, Sir Apiſi 
Simple. 

Malu. You have a Rival then, there's one Difficulty. 


Aer. Ay, and many Difficulties, which, in Love, are ſo ma- 


ay 


But ip I never. 
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ny Charms, In the firſt Place, the young Lady's Guardian, Sir 
Poſitive Trap by Name, is an old, preciſe Knight, made up of 
Avarice, Folly, an ill-bred Surlineſs of Temper, and an odd, 
fantaſtick Pride built on the Antiquity of his Family, into which 
he enrolls moſt of the great Men he ever heard of. The next is 
his Lady, who is his abſolute Empreſs; for tho'-he be monſtrouſ- 
1y moroſe to the reſt of the World, he is as fooliſhly eaſy, and 
credulous to his Wife. 

Malv. And ſhe, I ſuppoſe, is as eaſy to the reſt of the World, 
as imperious to him. 

Mer. Then my Miſtreſs is made up of nin Spirit, Wit and 
Fire; all theſe ſhe has improved by an intimate Converſation 
with Plays, Poems, Romances, and ſuch gay Studies, by which 
ſhe has acquired a perfect Knowledge of the Polite World with- 
out ever ſeeing it, ' and turned the Confinement of her Perſon in- 
to the Enlargement of her Mind. Laſtly; my Rival,--- but his 
Character you know already. And theſe are my Obſtacles. 

Malv. But what Objection does the old Knight mare to your 
Pretenſions ? 

Mer. Several. My Eſtate is too ſmall, my Father was no 
Baronet, and I am— no Fool. 

Mato. Thoſe are weighty Objections, I muſt confeſs : To 
evade the firſt you muſt bribe his Lawyer, to conquer the ſecond 
purchaſe a Title— and utterly to remove the laſt, plead Lover. 

Mer. Kindly adviſed. But what Succeſs are you like to reap 
from that Plea with Vermilia? 

Malo, Why faith! our Affair is grown dull as a Chancery- 
Suit; but, if it be much more prolix, my Stock of Love will 
be ſo far exhauſted, that I ſhall be like a conteſted Heir who 
ſpends his Eſtate in the Purſuit of it, and, when his litigious Ad- 
verſary is overthrown, finds his Poſſeſſions reduced to a long 
Lawyer's Bill for more then he is able to pay. 

Mer. But then your Fates will be different, the one condem- 
ned to ſtarve in a Priſon, and the other to ſurfeit in Matrimony. 
Tno', by what J ſee, you are in little danger of bringing Mat- 
ters to that Iſſue. 

Malo. Haſt Thou ſeen? Come, perhaps you have diſcoyered 
what, indeed, her late Coldneſs gives me reaſon ta fear. 
B 3 iter, 


c Tork is ſears „ 


Mer. What? 

Malu. A Rival. | 

Mer. Ha, ha, ha! you certainly are the moſt „ in 
your Temper, and moſt an Enemy to yourſelf of any Man in 
the World. Be aſſured, Jack, that if after what has paſſed be- | 
tween you, ſo long a Service, and ſo many apparent Signs of 
the ſincereſt Paſſion on your ſide, and ſuch a manifeſt Reception 
of it on hers, ſhe yet jilts you'; ſhe has rid you of the en 
Peſt in Nature. 

Malv. Sdeath! cou'd I reaſon thus with myſelf, I might think | 
ſo, but I love her above my Reaſon. I ſee my Folly, and deſpiſe 
it, and yet cannot ſhun it. 

Mer. Well, you are the firſt in the Claſs of Romantick | 
Lovers. But, for my Part, I wou'd as ſoon turn Chymiſt and 
ſearch for the Philoſophers Stone, as a Lover to run OR | 
after an Ignis Futuus, that flies the faſter the more it is purſued. 

Malv. Theſe are the known Sentiments of you light, gay, | 
fluttering Fellows; who, like the Weather-cack, never fix long 
to a Point, *till you are good for nothing. 

Mer. And you Platonick Lovers, like the Compaſs, are ever 
pointing to the ſame Pole, but never touch it. 

Malv. You are a ſort of Sports-men who are always hunting 
in a Park of Coquettes, where your Sport is ſo plenty, that you 
ſtart freſh Game before you have run down the old. 

Mer. And you are a ſort of Anglers ever fiſhing for Prudes, 
who cautiouſly ſteal, and pamper up their Vanity wi your Baits, 
but never ſwallow the Hook. 

Malv. But haſt thou then diſcoyered any Thing in Vermilia's 
Conduct, that? 

Mer. That makes me confident you will never gain her, ſo! 
adviſe you to raiſe the Siege; for you muſt carry that Garriſon 
by Storm, and, I know, you have not ſo much Bravery in Love-- 
Ha, Amazement ! Is not that #7 iſemare * 2 
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; SCENE II. 
WISEMORE, MERITAL, MALVIL. 
Wiſem. Mr. Merizal, Mr. Malvil, your humble Servant; I 

am fortunate, indeed, at my firſt Arrival to embrace my Friends. 

Mato. Dear Wiſemore, a thouſand Welcomes ; what propiti- 
ous Wind has drove thee to Town? 
MNiſem. No Wind propitious to my Inclination, I aſſure ye, 

Gentlemen; I had taken leave of this Place long ago, its Vani- 


ties, Hurries, and ſuperficial, empty, ill-digeſted Pleaſures. 
Mer. But you have ſeen your Error, and, like a relenting Nun 


who had too raſhly taken Leave of the World, art returned to 


enjoy thy Pleaſures again. 

HWiſem, No, tis Buſineſs, Buneſß, Gentlemen, that drags me 
hither; my Pleaſures lie another Way, a Way. little known to you 
Gentlemen of the Town. 

Malv. Not ſo little known as you imagine, Ned, nor have 
you been ſuppoſed alone theſe three years in the Country. Tis 
no Secret that you have had the Converſation of — 

 Hiſen. ——The Wiſe, the Learned, the Virtuous. Books, 
Sir, have been moſtly my Companions, a Society preferable to 
that of this Age. Who wou'd converſe with Fools and Fops, 
whilſt they might enjoy a Cicero or an Epicketus, a Plato or an 

Ariſtotle? Who wou'd waſte his Afternoons in a Coffee-Houſe, 
or at a Tea- Table, to be entertained with Scandal, Lies, Balls, 
Operas, Intrigues, Faſhions, Flattery, Nonſenſe, and that Swarm 
of Impertinences which compoſe the common-place Chat of the 
World? Who would bear all this, did he know the Sweets of 
Retirement ? 

Mer. Let me ſurvey thee a little, that I may be certain you are 
my old Friend metamorphoſed, and no Apparition. 

Wiſem. Look ye, Sirs, of all Places in the World, my Spirit 
wou'd never haunt this. London is to me, what the Country is 
to a gay, giddy Girl, pampered up with the Love of Admira- 
tion; or a young Heir juſt leapt into his Eſtate and Chariot. 
It is a Miſtreſs, whoſe ImperfeQions I have diſcovered, and caſt 

| B 4 off. 
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off. I know it; I have been a Spectator of all its Scenes. I 


have ſeen Hypocriſy paſs for Religion, Madneſs for Senſe, Noiſe 
and Scurrility for Wit, and Riches for the whole Train of Vir- 
tues. Then I have ſeen Folly beloved for its Youth and Beauty, 
and reverenced for its Age. I have diſcovered Knavery in more 
Forms then ever Proreus had, and traced him through them all, 


*till I haye lodged him behind a Counter, with the Statute of : 
Bankruptcy in his Hand, and a Pair of gilded: n in his 


Pocket. 
Mer, 
Male. 5a, ha, ha! 


Wiſem. I know the Folly, F oppery, and Childiſhneſs of vols 


Diverfions— I know your Vices too. | 
Malv. And haſt practiſed them, to my Knowledge. 


INS 


Wiſem. So much the more have they contracted my Hate. 


ſhall get out of the World in four. 


Mer. But what earneſt Buſineſs has drove thee hither now, ſo 


much againſt thy Will? 


Oons! If I do not get out of this vile Town in three Days, * 


Malv. He is married, his Wife has drawn him hither, and he 


is jealous. 
Mer. Or are you in Law, and have been rid down this Morn 


ing by a fat Serjeant or Sollicitor? 


Malv. He has been vrigug Philoſophy, and i is come to Town 


to publiſh it. 


Wiſem. I have been ſtudying Folly, and am come to Town 


to publiſh it. I know that Title will ſell any Productions, or 
ſome of your modern Poets, who hardly merit that Name by 


their Works, wou'd merit it by ſtarving. | 
Mer. But they deal not ſo openly. with the World, for they 6 


promiſe much tho? they perform little. Nay, I've ſometimes ſeen 


Treatiſes where the Author has put all his Wit in the Title- Page. 


Wiſem. Why, faith, and politick enough; for few Readers 
now look farther than the Title- Page. 


Mer. But pr'ythee what is this Errand of F olly, as you s are 
_ to term it? 


Wiſem, O beyond Conception; I ſhudder with the Apprehen- 
fion of its being known. But why do I _ it? Folly or Vice 


muſt 


md K 
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muſt be of a prodigious Height to over - top the Crowd; but if 
it did, the tall, over-growyn Monſter would be admired, and, like 
other Monſters, enrich the Poſſeſſor. I ſee your Women have 
gone through with the Transformation and Dreſs like us, nay, 
they frequent Coffee-Houſes too; I was frightned from one Juſt 
now by two Girls in Paduaſuay Coats, and Breeches. 

Malv. Ha, ha, ha! thoſe were two Beaus, Ned. 

Miſem. So much the greater Transformation, for they had, ap- 
parently, more of the Woman than the Man about them. But, 
perhaps, by Them this amphibious Dreſs may be a fi ignificant Cal- 
culation, for I have known a Bean with every thing of a Wo- 
man but the Sex, and nothing of a Man beſides it. 

Malv. They will eſteem you for that Aſſertion. | 

Wiſem. Why ay, it may recommend them to the Tea- Tables. 
For the natural Perfections of our Sex, and the unnatural Ac- 
quiſitions of her own, muſt be a rare Compound to make a 
Woman's Idol. 

Mer. Sure, never was Man ſo altered! Do not affect Singu- 
larity this way, for in Town, we look on none to be ſo great 
a Fool as a Philoſopher, and there is no Fool ſo out of Faſhion. 

Wifem. A certain Sign Fools are in Faſhion- Philoſophy, is 
a true Glaſs, which ſhews the Imperfections of the Mind as 
plain as the other of the Body; and, no more than a true Glaſs, 
can be agreeable to a Town-Conſftitution. 

Mer. So, here comes one who will hit your Taſte— 
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SCENE III. 5 
To them, RATTLE. 
Rattle. Merital, Malvil,” a Buſs dear Boys. Ha! hum! what 
Figure is that? 3 
Mer. Mr. ' Rattle, pray know my Friend, Mr. Wiſe more? 


Rattle. That I will gladly. Sir, I am your moſt} — 
humble Servant, Sir. 


Wi Jem. Sir, I am 1 very much yours. 


Rattle I 
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Rattle. Well, I know you will be witty upon me, but ſince 


the Town will blab, I will put on the Armour of Aſſurance, 
and declare boldly, that I am very, very deeply in Love, 

Malv. A bold Declaration, indeed ! And what may require 
ſome Aſſurance to maintain, ſince it is ten to four, Thou haſt 
never ſpoke to this new Miſtreſs, nay, perhaps, never ſeen more 
of her than her Picture. | 

Rattle. Her Picture! ha, ha, ha; who ean draw the Sun in 
its Meridian Glories? Neither Painting, Poetry, nor Imagination 
can form her lrnage. She is young and blooming as the Spring, 
gay and teeming as the Summer, ripe and rich as the Autumn. 

Malo. Thy Chymiſtry has from that one Virtue extracted all 
the reſt, I very modeſtly ſuppoſe. 

Mer. You know, Harry, Malvil allows the Sex no Virtues, 

Rattle. That's becauſe they allow him no Favours. But to 
expreſs my Miſtreſs's Worth, in a Word, and prove it too 
She is the Lady Mazchleſs. | 

 Wiſem. Ha! [ Aſide, 

Mer. But what Hopes can you have of — againſt the 
Multitudes which ſwarm in her Drawing-room? 

Rattle, Pugh! Tom, you know I have ſucceeded againſt great- 
er Multitudes before now-— and ſhe is a Woman of excel- 
lent Senſe, 

Wiſem. You fix your hopes on a very found Foundation, Sir: 
for a Woman of Senſe will, undoubtedly, ſet a juſt Value on a 
laced Coat, which Qualification is undeniably yours. | 

Rattle. Sir, as I take it, there are other Qualifications apper· 
taining to — 


Wiſem. But none doable in the Eyes of ſome Women, 
and the Perſons of ſome Men, Sir. 


_ Rattle, I believe ſhe will find ſome preferable | in the Perſon of 


your humble Servant, Sir. 


. Wiſem. Say you ſo! Then know, Sir, I am your Rival 
$i 

Rattle. Rival, Sir! and do yau think to ſupplant me, Sir? 

Wiſem. I think ta maintain my Ground, Sir. 

Mer. And is this the Folly you are come to Town to publiſh? 
Fora Philoſopher to * a Widow. hunting is a Folly with a Ven- 
geance. Wiſem. 
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Wiſem. LAlide.] Am I become a Jeſt? I deſerve it. Why 
did I come hither, but to be laughed at by all the World! My 
Friends will deride me out of Love, my Enemies out of Re- 
venge, wiſe Men. from their -Scorn, and Fools from their 
Triumph to ſee me become as great a Fool as themſelves. 
[To them.] I ſee, by your Mirth, Gentlemen, my Company 
grows. tedious, 10 l'm your humble Servant. 


— 


— 


. 
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SCENE IV. 


MERITAL, MALVIL, RATTLE: 


Mer. Nay, dear Ned. 

Rattle. What queer Bundle of Ruſticity is that ? | 

Mer. A Man of admirable Senſe, I aſſure you. Your Hopes 
in the Widow now are not- worth much. 

Rattle. Pugh! there's a Rival, indeed! Beſi des, I am ſenſible 
that I am the happy He whom ſhe has choſen out of our whole 
Sex. She is ſtark mad in Love, poor Soul! and let me alone 
when I have made an Impreflion, I tell yee, Sirs, I have had 
Opportunities, I have had Encouragements, I have had Kiſſes 
and Embraces, Lads; but, mum. Now, if you tell one Word, 
Devil take me, if ever I truſt you with a Secret again. 

Malv. You will pardon me, Harry; but if I deere one Word 
of i it, may I never know Secret again. 

Rattle. I am glad of that; my Joy makes me blab, but it may 
be for the Lady's Honour not to have it believ'd. 

Malv. Ay, faith, and for the Honour of her Senſe too. 

Rattle. I pumped Sir. Ap:/h,.as you deſired; it ſeems, all Mat- 
ters are agreed on with the old Folks, he has Hocking now but 
to get his Miſtreſs's own Conſent. 


Malv. That's only a Ferm; Miſs ſays Yes, now after her Fa- 
ther as readily as after the Parſon. 


Rattle. Well, well, I thank Fate my Miſtreſs. is at her own 
Diſpoſal. 
Mer. And you did not tell Sir Apifo I was his Rival? you 
gan keep a "_— 
Rattle. 
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Rattle. E inviolably to ſerve a Friend, and provided there be 
an Intrigue in the Caſe. I love Intrigues ſo well I almoſt think 
myſelf the Son of one. | 

Malv. And to publiſh them ſo well, that had you been ſo and 
known it, your ſuppoſed Father wou'd have known his Bleſ- 
fing, and the World his Title. | 5 

Rattle. But why ſnou'd you think I can't keep a Secret? N ow, 
upon Honour, I never publiſh any one's Intrigues but my own. 

Malv. And your Character is ſo publick that you hurt no-bo- 
dy's Name but your own. 

Rattle. Nay, curſe take me, if Lam aſhamed of being pub- 
lickly known to have an Affair with a Lady, at all. 

Malv. No? but you ſhou'd be aſham'd of boaſting of Affairs 
with Ladies whom it is known you never ſpoke to. 

Mer. There you are too hard on him, for Rattle has Affairs. 

Rattle. And with Women of Rank. | 

Malv. Of very high Rank, if their Quality be as high. as their 
Lodgings are. 

Rattle. Pr ythee, Malvil, TER this ſatirical, ill- natur'd way, 
or, upon my Word, we pretty F cllows ſhall not care to be ſeen 
in your Company. 

Mer. You muſt ela him, he is only envious of your Suc- 
ceſs, and as the Smiles of a Miſtreſs raiſe your Gayety, ſo the 
Frowns of a Miſtreſs cauſe his Spleen. 

Rattle. Do they ? But you and I, Tom, know better : for, 
curſe me, if it be in the Power of the Frowns of the whole Sex 
to give me an uneaſy Moment. Neither do I value their Smiles 
at a Pinch of Snuff. And yet, I believe, I have as few of the 
firſt, and as many of the laſt, as 

Mer. How! how! not value the Widow's Smiles ? 

Kattle. Humph! they are Golden ones. 

Malv. Here's a Rogue wou'd perſuade us he is in Love, and 


all the Charms he can find in his Miſtreſs are in her Pocket. 


Rattle. Agad, and that Opinion is not fingular. I have known 
2 fine Gentleman marry a rich Heireſs with a vaſt deal of Paſ; 


fion, and bury her at the e Month's End with a perfect Reſigna- 
tion. 


Malu. 
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Malo. Then his Reſignation ſcems to me much more apparent 
than his Paſſion. , 

Rattle. You fix his Paſſion on the wrong Object; it was her 
Fortune he was ſo violently enamour'd with, and had that been 
demanded of him, agad, he wou'd have had no more 8 
tion than a Lawyer to refund his Fee. 

Mer. I am of Razzle's Opinion; for if this was not the gene- | 
ral Notion, how wou'd ſome celebrated Toaſts maintain their 
Eclat, who, conſidered out of the Light of their Fortune, have 
no more Charms, than Beau Erin out of his Embroidery. 

Rattle. Or my Lady Hinkle out of her Paint. 

Mer. And again, others be neglected who have every Charm 
but Wealth. In ſhort, Beauty is now confi dered as a Qualifi- 
cation only for a Miſtreſs, and Fortune for a Wife. 

Malv. The Ladies are pretty even with us, for they have 
learnt to value good Qualities only in a Gallant, and to look for 
nothing but an Eſtate in a Husband. 

Rattle. Theſe are rare Sentiments in a.Platonick Lover. 

Mer. Well put. How can a Man love, who has ſo ill an Opi- 
nion of the Sex? 

Malv. Merital, you are always touching the Wounds of your 
Friend, which are too tender to endure it. | 

Mer. Well, Gentlemen, are you for the Mall this Morning? 

Rattle. With all my Heart, 

Malv. I have Buſineſs, but will meet you there. 

Rattle. Gad, that's well thought on, I muſt call on ſome La- 
dies, but they lie in our Way. 

Malv. Ay, your Ladies commonly lie in every Body 8 Way. 
Mer. You will find me in the Mali, or at St. James 9. 


» 


2 


SCENE V. 
MERIT AL, Lord FORMAL. 


Mer. Ha! here's a Fool coming, and he is unavoidable. My 
Lord, your humble Servant; to ſee you at this End of the Town 
is a a Miracle, and-at ſo early an Hour. 


| L. Forms. 
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L. Form. Why, poſitively, Mr. Merital, this is an Hout : 
wherein I ſeldom make any Excurſions farther than my Draw- 


ing-Room. But, being a Day of Buſineſs, I have rid down two 


Brace of Chairmen this Morning. I have been, Sir, at three 


Milliners, two Perfumers, my Bookſeller's, and a Fan-ſhop. 
Mer. Ha, ha, ha! a very tireſome Circuit. 


L. Form, It has exagitated my Complexion to that Exorbitan- 


ey of Vermeille, that I ſhall. hardly reduce it to any tolerable Con- 
filtency undet a Fortnight's Courſe of Acids. 

Mer. 1 think, my Lord, it is hardly worth while to be con- 
cerned about Natural Colours, now we are atrived at ſuch a Pers 
feQion in Artificial. 

L. Form. Pardon me. We have, FIR made ſome Pro- 
greſs in red, but for your pale Colours, they muſt be acquired 
naturally, your white Wafhes will not ſubdue Cherry-Cheeks. 

Mer. O if that be the Malady, I wou'd preſcribe to the Gen- 
tlemen a Courfe of Rakery, and to the Ladies a Courſe of Va- 
pours. 


L. Form. Well, poſitively, going into a Bookſeller's Shop is 


to me the laſt of Fatigues, and yet it is a neceſſary one: for 
fince the Ladies have divided their Time between Cards and Read- 
ing, a Man, to be agreeable to them, muſt underſtand ſomething 
of Books, as well as Quadrille. 

Mer. I am afraid, if this Humour continue, it will be as ne- 
ceſſary in the Edueation of a pretty Gentleman to learn to read, 
as to learn to dance. 

L. Form. Why, 1'lt tell you how I do. By going to a Book- 
ſeller's Shop once a Month, I know the Titles and Authors of 
all the new Books: So when I name one in Company, it is, 
you know, of conſequence ſuppoſed I have read it ; immediate- 
ly ſome Lady pronounces Sentence, either favourable, or not, 
according as the Fame of the Author and her Ladyſhip' s Cards 
tun high or low, — then good Manners enrols me in her O- 
pinion. 

Mer. A very equitable Court of Juſtice truly 

L. Form. Reading, Sir, is the worſt Thing in the World for 
the Eyes; I once gave into it, and had in a very few Months 
gone through almoſt a dozen Pages in Caſſandra, But I found 

it 
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it vaſtly impaired the Luſtre of my Eyes. I had, Sir, in that ſhort 
Time perfeQly loſt the direct Ogle —— But 1 loſe Time —— 
for 'm going to make a Viſit juſt by — a l preſume, you 
hear that I intend ſhortly to quarter my Coat of Arms? 

Mer. The World, my Lord, is rather amazed how my Lord 
Formal has ſo long withſtood ſuch Temptations. 

L. Form. Why truly I have had as many Temptations as any 
Man. But I have ever laid it down as a Maxim that a Wife 
ſhou'd be very rich. Men who do not know the World will 
talk of Virtue and Beauty. Now, in my Opinion, Virtue is fo 
ſcarce, it is not worth the looking after; and Beauty ſo com- 
mon, it is not worth the keeping. 

Mer. Do you think a fine Woman ſo trifling a Poſſeſſion, my 
Lord? 

L. Form. Why a fine Woman — is a very fine Thing 
and ſo— is a fine Houſe, I mean to entertain your Friends 
with: for they, commonly, enjoy both, with the additional Plea- 
ſure of Novelty, whilſt they pall on your own Tafte. 

Mer. This from you, my Lord, is ſurprizing. Sure, you will 
allow ſome Women to be virtuous, 

L. Form. O yes. I will allow an ugly Woman to be as vir- 
tuous as ſhe pleaſes, juſt as I will a poor Man to be covetous. 
But Beauty in the Hands of a virtuous Woman, like Gold in 
thoſe of a Miſer, prevents the Circulation of Trade. | 

Mer. It is rather like Riches in the Poſſeſſion of the Prudent. 
A virtuous Woman beſtows her Favours on the Deſerving, and 
makes them a real Bleſſing to the Man who enjoys her; whilſt 
the vicious one, like a ſquandring Prodigal, ſcatters them away ; 
and, like a Prodigal, is often moſt deſpiſed by thoſe to whom 
fhe has been moſt k ind. 


L. Form. This from the gay Mr. Merital is, really, very ſur- 
prizing. 

Mer. Yes, my Lord, the gay Mr. Merizal now ſtands Can- 
didate for a Husband. So you cannot wonder that I wou'd per- 
fuade the Ladies of my good Principles, which may engage ſome 
or other to chuſe me. 

L. Form. It will as ſoon engage a Country Borough to chuſe 
you Parliament - Man. But I muſt take an abrupt Leave, For 


the 
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he Sweetneſs of your Converſation has perfumed my Senſes to 
the Forgetfulneſs of an Affair, which being of a conſequential 
Eſſence, obliges me to aſſure you that I am your humble Servant. 


SCENE VL. 
MERITA L alone. 


| Prince of Coxcombs!*sDeath !'tis in the Mouths of ſuch Fel- 
lows as theſe, that the Reputations of Women ſuffer; for Wo- 
men are like Books. Malice and Envy will eaſily lead you to 


the Detection of their Faults ; but their Beauties good Judgment 
only can diſcover, and Good-nature reliſh. And Woman, that 


noble Volume of our greateſt Happincls, ; 


Which to the Wiſe affords a rich Repaſt, 
Fools only cenſure from their Want of Taſte. 
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ACT II. SCENE . 
SCENE Th Matchleſs's Houſe. 
Lady MATCHLESS, VERMILIA, 1 


Lady MATCHLESS. 


PPON my Word, Vermilia, you wrong me, if you think 
Noiſe, Equipage or Flattery give me any real Pleaſure; 
it is, indeed, a pleafing Triumph for a Priſoner eloped, 

to refle& on her paſt Confinement, and preſent Freedom; freed 

from that Torment, an injurious Husband: One who - — but he 
is gone, and, I hope, to Heaven. 

Derm. That s a generous Wiſh, my Dear; and yet I believe ic 
is the Wiſh of many whoſe Husbands deſerve a worſe Place. 

La. Match. You mean, during the Life of a bad Husband ; but 
thoſe Prayers, then, flow more from Self-intereſt than Generoſity; 
for who wou'd not wiſh her Spouſe in Heaven, when it was 
the only way to deliver herſelf out of a Hell ? Ts 

Perm. True, indeed. But yours are the Efforts of pure Good- 
nature, you pray for the Happineſs of your Tyrant now you are 
delivered out of his Power. 

La. Match. Ah! poor Man! Since I can ſay nothing to his 
Advantage, let him ſleep in Peace; my Revenge ſhall not be on. 
his Memory, but his Sex; that Part of it which I know wou'd 
follow his Example, were they but in his Place. 

Verm. You have Opportunities enough of Revenge, and Ob-. 

jefs enough to execute it upon; for, I think, you have as many 

| blaves in your Aſſemblies, as the French King in his Galleys. 

3 La. Match. Why, really, I ſometimes look on my Drawing-. 
C T Room as a little Parliament of Fools, to which every ha 
"Wh dy 


Lord, who addreſſes me with a formal, well-bred Diſſimulation. 
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Body ſends its Repreſentatives. Beaus of all ſorts. The courtly 


The airy Sir Plume, who always walks in the Minuet-Step, and 
converſes in Recitativo. 

Verm. And is a Nartiſſus in every thing but Beauty. 

La, Match. Then the robuſt Warrior, who proceeds by way 
of Storm or Siege. The Lawyer, who attacks me, as he wou'd 
a Jury, with a Cringe, and a Lie at the Tip of his Tongue. The 
Cit, who wou'd cheat me by way of Bargain and Sale. And---- 
your ſettling Country Eſquire, who won'd put my Life into half 
his Eſtate, provided I wou'd put his whole Family's into all mine. 

Ferm. There is a more dangerous, tho? a more ridiculous Fool 
than any of theſe, and that is a fine Gentleman, who becomes 
the Diſguiſe of a Lover worſe than any you have named. 

Lua. Match. O, ay; a Man of Senſe acts a Lover, juſt as a 
Dutchman wou'd a Harlequin. He ſtumbles at every Straw we 
throw in his way, which a Fop wou'd skip over with Eaſe. 

Verm. But pray, my Dear, what Deſign have you in View te 
from all theſe Lovers ? | 

La. Match. The very Deſign Nature had when ſhe formed Ml 
them, to make Fools of them. tc 

Perm. But you will not be ſarprized, if I admire that you give W 
the leaſt Encouragement to the fineſt Gentlemen. 

La. Match. Indeed, I approve your Remark. Why, it proceeds 
from this Reaſon; that of Love, like other Fevers, is only dan- 
gerous to a rich Conſtitution, and therefore I am cautious of 

giving a Diſtemper which I do not intend to cure for I have 
no abſolate Intention ever to marry again. 

Verm. Nor abſolute Reſolution againſt it, I dare ſwear. 

La. Match. To ſay the Truth, I cannot poſitively affirm I have: 
nor, if I had, am I confident I ſhou'd be able to keep it. Fot 
when Sir William died, I made a ſecret Reſolution never to run 
a ſecond Hazard: but---a---at the Year's End, I don't know how 
-- I had like to have fallen into the Snare 8gain. 

. Perm. Well, and by what lucky Chance delivered? 

La. Match. The very Night before our intended Marriage, I 
flew away to London, and left my poor diſappointed * to 
vent his Paffion to the Wind. 


err, mm .on 


Perm. 
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Perm. O what a Profuſion was there of Sighs, Vows, Prayers, 
Oaths, Tears and Curſes! — And fo you are fled to London 
as a Place of Security againſt Lave-Debts? I know not why it 
is, but certainly a Woman is the leaſt liable to play the Fool 
here; perhaps, the Hurry of Diverſions and Company keep the 
Mind in too perpetual a Motion to let it fix on one Obje&. 
Whereas in the Country, our Ideas are more fixed and more Ro- 
mantick. Courts and Cities have tew Heroes or Heroines in 
Love. 

La. Match. Ah! Vermilia, let the jealous Husband learn 
from Me, there is more Danger in Woods and purling Streams, 
than in an Aſſembly or a Play-Houfe. When a beauteous Grove 
js your Theatre, a murmuring Caſcade your Muſick, Nature's 
flowry Landskips your Scene, Heaven only the Spectator, and 
a pretty Fellow the Ador —— the Lord knows what the Play 
will be. 

Perm. But I hope this five Months Abſence has reſtored you 
to 2 perfect Starz quo. 

La. Match. Had he purſued his Conqueſt then, I am afraid I 
ſhou'd have fallen before him; but he has given Reſolution Time 
to rally, and I am now ſo fortified againſt him that all his Attacks 
wou'd prove in vain. 

Verm. Be not too confident, for I have heard Military Men 
2 that a Garriſon, to be ſecure, ſhou'd have its Works well 

ann'd as well as ſtrong. 
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SCENE IL. 


Tothem CATCHIT. 


Catch. Madam, your Ladyſhip's Coach is at the Door. 

La. Match. Come, my Dear, by this, I believe, the Park begins 
to fill. 

Perm. I am ready to wait on you, my Dear. Carchit, if Mr. 
Malvil comes you may tell him where I'm gone. 

Catch. Yes, Madam. 


s al 9 * 


C2 SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
CATCHIT ale. 
Well, ſure Nature has not a more ridiculous Creature than 


' 8 jealous Lover. Never did a Lady in my Profeſſion get more 


by forging Smiles and favourable Expreſſions from a Miſtreſs, 
than I, by making Mr. Malvil believe mine values him leſs than 
ſhe Joes. He has promiſed me a Diamond Ring to diſcover 
his Rival. Ay, but how ſhall I diſcover his Rival, when he has 
none? Hum! Suppoſe I make him one! Ay, but that may 
make Miſchief; well, but that muſt make for me. Well then. 
But who ſhall this Rival be? Ha! Mr. Merital is a Favourite of 
my Lady, and is often here, There is an Appointment too be- 
tween him and Helena to meet here at five — my Lady will be 
at Home too. Now if I cou'd but perſuade Malvil that that 
Aſſignation was meant with him! Stands con ſidering. 


SCENES 
MALVIL, CATCHIT. 


Malo. Your Servant, Aa Mrs. Catchit. What is that pretty 
Head of yours meditating on? 

Catch. Whatever it be, Sir, it is for your Service; you will 
be the Death of me, you will. I am always contriving, and 


plotting, and ſtudying, and lying, and ſwearing, for you, 


Malu. And you ſhall ſee no End of my Gratitude. 

Catch. Nor no Beginning either, I am afraid: you are in my 
Debt at leaſt five hundred Pound at the Rate of a Guinea a Per- 
Jury: if I had carried them to Weſtminfler-Hall I had made 3 
better Bargain. 

Mal. Let me enjoy that dear cold Miſtreſs of thine, and thou 
malt be paid. 

Catch. | fear that's an uncertain Condon. 

Malu. Ha! what ſay you? 


Catch, 


hi 


LOVE in ſeveral Maſques. 21 

Catch. Why, Sir, I ſay that—1I ſay, Sir, that you have the 
prettieſt Ring on your Finger there. 

Malv. Sdeath! do not torture me. 

Catch. It ſparkles fo ſweetly. 

Malv. Come, you have diſcoyered ſomething. I have aRival 
then. Fermilia is a Tilt. 

Catch. Yes, marry, have you. 

Malv. Be quick, dear Tormenter. 

Catch. Well, it is the prettieſt Ring I ever ſaw. 

Malv. Here, take it, take any thing, tell me but all thou 
knoweſt. 

Catch. O your Servant, Sir; well, you are a charming Man, 
and one can deny you nothing. have made ſuch a Diſcovery. 

Malv. O dear, dear Rogue! 

Catch. This very Morning, has my Lady been praiſing a cer- 
tain Gentleman with ſuch Raptures; running him over from 
Head to Foot with ſo much Admiration and Fondneſs! Then 
every now and then, Catchit, (ſays ſhe) don't you think him 
an Angel? Hum! a very dark one (ſays I.) Did you ever ſee 
ſuch Eyes, ſuch Teeth, ſuch a Mouth? (fays ſhe.) In my Opini- 
nion, they are all very poor (ſays I.) Then ſach a Shape! ſuch 
an Air (lays ſhe.) Why, ay, the Man wou'd do for a Dancing- 
Maſter (ſays I.) Lud! Madam, (ſays I) wou'd you wou'dthink 
of poor Mr. Malvil. (And, to be ſure, the Tears ſtood in my 
retty Eyes when I ſaid it.) O no (ſays ſhe ) I will think of none but 

Merital. Then (fays I) —— 


will Malv. Torments and Furies! Merital! 
, and Catch. My Miſtreſs doats on him, and has appointed to meet 
him. 
Malv. How ? where? when > 
n my Catch. Here, at five. | 


a Per- Matv, *Sdeath! tis impoſſible. 
jade 3 Catch. It may be impoſſible, perhaps; but it is true. 
Malv. Merital a Villain! Vermilia a Jilt! Then the whole 
d thou World's an Illuſion. [ Waiks and ſpeaks diſorderly. 
D'ye hear; do not diſcloſe a Word of this to auy one. 
Catch. You may depend on me, Sir. 
Malv. But where's Vermilia? 


Catch, G3 Catch, 
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Catch. Gone to the Park with Lady Matcbleſs. 


Mal. Be ſecret, and oo diligent, you ſhall not — your 


Pains. 

Catch. Not whilſt you have Jealouſie in your Head, and Mo- 
ney in your Pocket, Signior. Well, how this Affair will end 
I know not; but, I am ſure, the 3 has been good. 

[ K:ſſes * Ring, 


— 


SCENE V. 
SCENE Sir Poſitive Trap's Houſe. 
Lady TRAP, HELENA. 


Hel. To be ſold ! to be put up at Auction! to be difpoſed 
of, as a piece of Goods, by way of Bargain and Sale ! 

La. Trap. Neice, Neice, you are dealt with, as a piece of 
rich Goods; you are to be diſpoſed of at a high Price ; Sir Po- 
ſitive underſtands the World, and will make good Conditions 
for you. You will have a young Gentleman, and a pretty Gen- 
tleman. 

Hel. Yes ; if a good Eſtate can make a pretty Gentleman. 

La. Trap. Sooner than a pretty Gentleman can make a good 
Eſtate. The pretty Gentlemen of our Age know better how to 
ſpend, than to get one. 

Hel. Well, well, Madam, my own Fortune is ſufficient to 
make the Man I love happy. And he ſhall be one whoſe Merit 
is his only Riches, not whoſe Riches are his only Merit. 

La. Trap. The Man you love! O Impudence ! I wou'd be 
aſhamed, was I a young Woman, to be even thought to have an 
indecent Paſſion for a particular young Fellow. 

Hel. J would, indeed, be aſhamed, was I an old Woman, to 
be known to have an indecent Pailion for all Fellows in ge- 
neral. 

La. Trap. Audacious! dare you reflect on Me! on Me for 
Fellows! who am notorious for my Abhorrence of that beaſtly 
Sex. The young Women of our Age, really, are enough to 
put one out of Couutenance. 


Hel. 
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" Hel. Youth, Madam, always will put Age out of Counte- 
nance in Beauty, as Age will Youth in Wiſdom: therefore pray, 
Aunt, don't you pretend to the one, and P11 reſign all Preten- 
ſions to the other. 

La. Trap. Do you think you have ſo much Beauty ehen, 
Miſs? 

Hel. I think I have enough to do ſo ſmall an Execution; 
and, I am ſure, I have enough to pleaſe my ſelf, and him I de- 
fire to pleaſe ; let the reſt of the World think what they will, 
*tis not worth my care ; I have no Ambition to be toaſted in 
2 Company of Men, and roaſted in every Aſſembly of Wo- 

: for the Envy of the Women is a neceſlary D NN 
of t the Admiration of the Men. 
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SCENE VL 


To them, Sir POSITIVE TRAP. 
Sir Poſ. What Lie are you telling? ha! 

La. Trap. Juſtifie me, Deary, juſtifie me; your Neice fays I 
have an indecent Paſſion for your whole Sex. 

Sir Peſ. That I will, by the Family of the Traps. So far 
from that, Huſſy, ſhe hates our whole Sex; ſhe has hardly a de- 
cent Paſſion for her own Husband, becauſe he's a Man. 

Hel. You have hit the Nail on the Head, my dear Uncle. 

Sir Poſ. Huſſy, Huſſy, you are a Diſzrace to the Family of 
the Traps. I can hardly believe Sir Nirodemus Trap to have 
been your Grand-father, Sir Gregory your Father, and Sir Po« 
fitve your Uncle. 

Hel. Surfeiting Genealogy! ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Poſ. Do you ridicule your Anceſtors, the illuſtrious Race 
of Traps? 

Hel. No, Sir, I honour them fo far, that I am reſolved not 
to take a Fool into the Family. 

Sir Poſ. Do you mean Sir Apiſp, Minx ? Do you call a Ba- 
ronet a Fool, and one of ſo ancient a Houſe? Huſſy, the Sim- 
ples and the Traps are the two ancienteſt Houſes in England. 
Don't provoke me, don't provoke me, I ſay; ll ſend for Sir 


C 4 Apiſh 
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thought her ripe for any thing; I proteſt ſhe wn", 
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 Apiſ immediately : You ſhall be wedded, bedded, and executed 


in half an Hour. 
Hel. Indeed . O barbarous 
Sir Poſ. Theſe Girls love Plain-dealing. She wants it in 


puris naturalibus. | [ Half aſide. 


La. Trap. Had you heard her juſt now, you wou'd have 
e bluſh. 
Sir Poſ. O monſtrous! make my Lady Wife bluſh! 

" Hel. She who did that, I am ſure, was ripe for any thing. 

Sir Poſ. Huſſy, you are no Trap; you have nothing of the 
Traps in you. The Midwife put a Cheat on Sir Gregory. 
La. Trap. I have wonder'd how a Creature of ſuch Princi- 
ples, cou'd ſpring up in a Family ſo noted for the 5 of its 
Women. 

Sir Poſ. She ſhall change her Name to-morrow, prepare to re- 
ceive Sir Api/h, for this is the laſt day of your Virginity. 

Hel. Do you look on my Conſent as unneceſſary then ? For 
he has never made any Addreſſes tome, 

Sir Poſ. Addreſſes to you! Why I never ſaw my Lady there 
®till an Hour before our Marriage. I made my Addreſſes to her 
Father, her Father to his Lawyer, the Lawyer to my Eſtate, 
which being found a Smithfield Equivalent the Bargain was 
ſtruck. Addreſſing quotha! What need have young People of 
Addrefling, or any thing, *till they come to Undrefling ? 

La. Trap. Ay, this Courtſhip is an abominable, diabolical 
Practice, and the Parent of nothing but Lies and Flattery. The 
firſt who uſed it was the Serpent to beguile Eve. 

Sir Poſ. Oons! and it hath beguiled above half the Women 
ſince. I hope to ſee the time, when a Man may carry his Daugh- 
ter to Market with the ſame lawful Authority, as any other of 
his Cattle. But for you, Madam, to-morrow's your Wedding- 
day. I have ſaid it, and I am poſitive. 

Hel. Yes. But know, Uncle of mine, that I am a Woman, 
and may be as poſitive as you, and ſo your Servant. 

La. Trap. After her, Honey; don't leave her to herſelf in 
this Rage. 


Sir Peſ. I'll bring her to ROAR, by the Right-hand of the 


T raps, 
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SCENE VII. 
Lady TRAP ale. 


If Helena be Sir Simple's to-morrow, I have but this Day for 
my Deſign on Merital. Some way he muſt know my Love: 
But ſhou'd he reje& it and betray me! Why, if he does, tis but 
denying it bravely, and my reſerv'd Behaviour has raiſed me ſuch 
a Reputation of Virtue, that he wou'd not be believed. Yet 


u 


| how to let him know! Shou'd I write! that were too ſure a 


Teſtimony againſt me; and yet that's the only way. My Neice 
goes to Lady Matchleſs's this Evening. I'll make him an Aſſig- 
nation, in her Name, to meet by dark, in the Dining-room. But 
how to make it in her Name! [ Pazxſes, 
Ha! I have thought of a Way, and will about it .inſtantly. 


. 4 


— 


SCENE VIII. 


HELENA, and Sir POSITIVE TRA P. 


Hel. Don't teaze meſo, dear Uncle. I can never like al 00], 
I abhor a Fop. 


Sir Poſ. But there are three thouſand Pounds a \ Tow, and a 
Title. Do you abhor thoſe, Huſly ? 

Hel. His Eſtate I don't want, and his Title I deſpiſe. 

Sir Poſ. Very fine! very fine! Deſpiſe a Title! Huſſy, you 
are no Trap; Oons ! I believe you are no Woman either. What, 
wou'd you take a mann, ſneaking Miſter, one who can't 
make you a Lady ? 


Hel. Since nothing elfe will do, I am engaged by all the 
ſtrength of Vows and Honour. 

Sir Poſ. Engaged! Why was not the Widow Jilt engaged 
to Mr. Good-laud, and left him immediately on the Arrival of Sir 
Harry Rich, whom ſhe left again for my Lord Richmore? Ne- 
ver tell me of Engagements, ContraQts, and I don't know what. 
Mere Bug-bears to trighten Children with; all Women of Senſe 


7 laugh 
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laugh at them. You are no more obliged to ſtand to your Word 
when you have promiſed a Man, than when you have refuſed 
him. The Law diſſolves all Contracts without a valuable Con- 
fideration; or, if it did not, a valuable Conſideration would diſ- 
ſolve the Law. 

Hel. Perhaps, Sir, I'll never marry at all. 

Sir Poſ. Huſſy, Huſſy, you have a ſanguine Conſtitution. 
Vou will either marry, or do worſe. 

Hel. ln my Opinion, I can't do worſe, than to marry a 

Fool. | | | 

Sir Poſ. A very fine Notion, indeed. muſt ſell her ſoon, 
or ſhe will go off but as apiece of Second-hand Goods. [ Afide. 


_—_ —_— 
— * * 


SCENE IX. 
To them, Lady TRAP with a Letter. 


La. Trap. O my Dear, ſee what good luck has preſented us 
with. A Letter from your Neice to Merital. 


Sir Pofitive reads. 
Denar Sir, 

This Afternoon my Uncle will be abroad, te-morrow I am in 
tended for Sir Apiſh. I need ſay no more, than at fix this Even- 
ing, yon will find in the Dining-room Tours, 

Helena; 


P. S. I fall be alone, and in the Dark: Ark uo Queſtions, 
bur come up diredly. 


But, Deary, this is not her Hand. | 

La. Trap. Do you think, Child, ſhe would not diſguiſe it as 
much as poſſible? | 

Sir Paſ. I ſmell it. I ſee it. I read it. Tis her Hand with 
a Witneſs. See here, thou vile Daughter of Sir Gregory. An 
Aſſignation to a Man. 

Hel. Inſupportable! to confront me with a Forgery ! 

Sir Poſ. Your own Forgery, Hufly. 


La. Trap. 


d ug 
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La. Trap. But, really, it does not look very like her Hand. 

Sir Poſ./ Let me ſee, Hum! *tis not exactly, very, very like. 
Methinks, *tis not like at all. [ Looking through Spectacles. 

La. Trap. This may be ſome Counterfeit. I wou'd engage 
my Honour ſhe is innocent. Copy it over before your Uncle, 
my Dear, that will be a Conviction. 

Sir Poſ. Copy it over before Sir Poſitive, Huſſy. | a 

Hel. Bring Pen, Ink, and Paper there. You ſhall not have 
the leaſt Pretence to accuſe me. 

Sir Poſ. I would not have thee guilty for the World. I 
wou'd not have ſuch a Diſgrace fall on our noble and ancient 
Family. It might render us ridiculous to every Upſtart. 

| flere @ Servant brings Pen, &c. Helena writes. 
La. Trap. O horrible! write to a Man! Had I held a Pen, 
at her Age, with that Deſign, my Hand wou'd have ſhook ſa, 
that I ſhould have ſpilt my Ink, with the bare Apprehenſion. 

Hel. Now, Sir, be convinced, and juſtifie me. 

[Grving the Fain with the Copy to Sir Poi. 

Sir Poſ. There is, indeed, no Reſemblance. 

La. Trap. Are you blind? they are both alike to a Tittle. 

[Taking theme. 

Sir Poſ. To a dot. Her Hand to a dot. I'll ſend for Sir 
Apiſh immediately. I ſmell it, a rank Plot! I ſmell it. 

Hel. You have out-faced me bravely before Sir Poſitive. You 
may not, perhaps, do ſo before an impartial Judge. 


S CH:NME A 


Lady TRAP alone. 


It is ſtrange that Women ſhou'd contend for Wit in a Huſ- 
band, when they may enjoy ſuch an Advantage from having 
a F gol. . 


828856 
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SCENE XI. 5. James's Park. 


La MATCHLESS, VERMILIA, MERITAL, 
' -- RATTLE. 


Mer. Indeed, Vermilia, it is very barbarous in you to tor- 
ment poor Malvil ſo. Don't you think, if you ſhou'd drive him 
to any deſperate Extremity, you wou'd have a great deal to 
anſwer for ? And I aſſure you, by Words he has lately wo I 
fear he has ſome ſuch Defi ign. 

Rartle. Don't you imagine, Widow, that an humble Ser- 
vant of yours is in as much Danger? 

La. Match. If he be, I wiſh him a ſafe Deliverance. 

Per. Wou'd he have me believe him mad enough to run his 
Neck into one Nooſe, becauſe I am not mad enough to run 
mine into a worſe. No, no. You all uſe thoſe Words, Ropes, 
Daggers, Swords and Piſtols, only as Embelliſhments of Speech; 


or, if you have any Deſi ien by chem, it is to frighten us, not in- 


jure yourſelves. 

La. Match. But Jam reſolved not to be alarmed with 
Threats. Let me ſee a Gallant fairly ſwinging — And then— 
Fl ſay, poor Srrephon, alas! He did love. 

Mer. You might juſtly ſay, he had more Love than Reaſon. 


Ver. Why do you attempt then to perſuade us into ſo deſpi- 
cable an Opinion of your Reaſon ? 


Mer. Malvil ſays, that's the ſureſt way to your Love: and 
that the lower we are in your Opinion of our Senſe, the higher 
we are in your Favour. He compares thole to two Scales, of 
which as the one riſes the other falls. 

La. Match. And, upon my Word, he is in the right : for 
who expects Wit in a Lover, any more than good Muſick i in 
an Engliſ Opera, or common Senſe in an Halian one! — 


They are all three abſolute Farces — Not but I wou'd have 
the Creature be a little rational, and able to divert one in the 


Sulleneſs of a Monkey or a Paroquet. So as to ſing half a fa- 


vourite Song, or read a new Play, or fill up a Party at Qu. 
drille, 


Mer. 
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Mer. As a Chair does ata Country- Dance, or a Country Ju- 
ſtice a Chair at a Quarter -Seſſions. | 

La. Match. Right. A Lover, when he is admitted to Cards, 
ought to be ſolemnly filent, and obſerve the Motions of his 
Miſtreſs. He muſt laugh when ſhe lavghs, ſigh when ſhe ſighs. In 
ſhort, he ſhou'd be the Shadow of her Mind. A Lady, in the 
Preſence of her Lover, ſnou'd never want a Looking-glaſs, 
as a Beau, in the Preſence of his Looking-glaſs, never wants 
a Miſtreſs. 

Mer. Since a Lover is ſuch a Aten 3 een 
turn one into a Husband. 

La. Match. Auh! The very Name chad me into the Va- 
pour 

Rattle. It is a Receipt, which has cured many a vapoured 
Lady of my Acquaintance. 

Mer. But, Lady Matchleſs, what wou'd you ſay to a Lover 
who ſhou'd addreſs himſelf to your Reaſon, and try to con- 


vince you of the principal End in the Formation of Woman, 


and the Benefits of Matrimony, from the Lights of Nature and 
Religion, diſcloſe to you the Syſtem of Platonick Love, and 
draw his Pretenſions from his 2 * his Arguments 
from his Philoſophy. 

La. Match. If he had more Philoſophy Re Love, I ſhou'd 
adviſe him to ſeek his Cure from that. But if he had more 
Love than Philoſophy Mercy upon him. 

Mer. Then you have juſt ſuch a Lover arrived. 

La. Match. Bleſs us! Tis not Seneca's Ghoſt, I hope. 

Mer. No, 'tis the Ghoſt of a departed Beau, in the Habit of 


2 Country Squire, with the Sentiments of an Atheniau Philoſb- 


pher, and the Paſſion of an Arcadian Swain. 

La. Match. This muſt be Wiſemore. | [ Afede. 

Ver. A motly Piece, indeed. I fancy, my Dear, there is as 
ridiculous a Variety in this One, as in all the reſt of your Ad- 
mirers. : ; 

Rattle. Variety enough : For by his Dreſs you wou'd ima- 
gine he came from North Friexland, and his Mauners ſeem 
piping hot from the Cape of Gooa- Hope, 

La. Match. Fie! you rally. | 

| . Mer. 
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Mer. Why, poſitively, the poor Man is an apter Object of 
Pity than of Rallery, and wou'd better become an Elegy than 
2 Lampoon. He look'd as melancholly, as ill-natured and as 
abfurd, as I've ſeen a "yang Poet who cou'd not out- live 
the third Night. 

Rattle. Or an old Bride-groom who has out-liv'd the 
third Night. 

Ver. r ee los us turn; for I fee one — whom 
] wou'd avoid. | 

Mer. You won't be ſo eruel! I'll diſcover you. 

Ver. Do: and I will revenge myſelf on you to Helena. 


— 


——— 


SCENE XII. 


MALVIL, MERITAL. 


Malv. Who were thoſe 'fine Ladies you parted from? 
Mer. Some of Rattle's Acquaintance. 

Malu. Was not Permilia there? 

Mer. She was. | 

Malv. Do you act friendly, Merital? 

Mer. Ay, faith! and very friendly ; for I have been pleading 
your Cauſe with the ſame Earneſtneſs as if I had been your 
Council in the Aﬀair. I have been a ſort of Proxy to you. 

Malo. Confuſion ! [ Aſede. 

Mer. Why, thou art Jealous, I believe. Come, do we dine 
together ? 

Malo. I am engaged, but will meet at five. 

Mer. Nay, then I am engaged, and to meet a Miſtreſs. 

Malv. A Miſtreſs at five! 

Mer. Ay, Sir, and ſuch a Miſtreſs. — But I ſee ſomething has 
put you out of Humour: So I will not expatiate on my Happi- 
neſs: for I know Lovers are, of all Creatures, the moſt ſubje& 
to Envy. So, Servant. 


SCENE 
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A. ll. 


— — — — — — — 
SCENE XIII. 


MALVIL lone. 

Malv. And thou ſhalt find they are ſubje& to Rage too. Do 
you laugh at your ſucceſsful Villany! Vet his open Carriage 
wou'd perſuade me he has no ill Deſign. This Morning too 

he he ah me of another Miſtreſs. But that may be falſe, and only 
intended to blind my Suſpicions. It muſt be ſo. Yermilia's 
fond Expreſſions, her Appointment, his denying her. O they 
are glaring Proofs! and I am now convinced. Yet all theſe 


Appearances may be Delufions. Well, I will once more ſee 


her. If I find her innocent, 1 am happy; if not, the knowing 
her Guilt may cure my Love. But Anxiety is the greateſt of 


In Doubt, as in the Dark, Things ſad appear, 
More diſmal, and more horrid than they are. 


ACT m. SCENE: LE 


SCENE Lady Matchleſs's Houſe. 


MALVIL, VERMILIA. 


Malv. OW have I deſerved this Uſage, Madam ? By 

H what Behaviour of mine, have I provoked you 

to make me that deſpicable thing the Dangler 

after a Woman who is carrying on an Affair with another 
Man ? 

Perm. An Affair, Sir! | 

Malv. You know too well the Juſtice of my Accuſation,nor 

am I Stranger to your ſoft, languiſhing Fondneſs, your wanton 

Praiſes of my Rival, of Merital, your walking in the Park, 


your Appointment with him. 


Perm, 
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Perm. O Jealouſie, thou Child and Bane of Love! Rath 


dreaming Mad-man, cou'd you awake from your Errors, and 
ſee how groſsly you abuſe me, if you had the leaſt Spark of 


Humanity left, it wou'd raiſe a Flame of Horrour in your Soul. 


Malv. O, it were worſe than ten thouſand Deaths to find I 
have. wrong'd you, and I wou'd nn, them all to prove you 
innocent. 

Verm.. To think you innocent 1 muſt think you mad. Inven- 
tion cannot counterfeit any other Excuſe. 

Malv. A Reflection on your own Conduct, Madam, will 
juſtify every Part of mine, but my Love. 

Verm. Name not that noble Paſſion. A Salvage is as capable 


of it as thou art. And do you tax me with my Love to Merital ? 


He has as many Virtues as thou haſt Blemiſhes. The proudeſt of 
our. Sex might glory in his Addreſſes, the meaneſt might be 
aſhamed of thine. Go, curſe thy Fate, and Nature, which has 
made thee an Object of our Scorn: but thank thy Jealouſie, 
which has diſcovered to thee 'that thou art the Deriſion of a 
ſucceſsful Rival, and my Averſion, al 


- — Ä 
SCENE II. 
MALVIL, CAT CHIT. CMalvil fand, as in amaze. 


Catch. O Gemini! Sir, what's the matter? I met my Miltreſs 
in the greateſt Rage. 

Malv. You know enough, not to have asked that. Here, 
take this Letter, and when Merital comes to his Appointment, 
you will find an Opportunity to deliver it him. Be ſure to 
do it before he ſees your Miſtreſs; for I have contrived a Scheme 
in it that will ruin him for ever with her. You will de- 
liver it carefully? WT 

Catch. Yes, indeed, Sir. 


Malv. And learn what you can, and come to my Lodgings 


To-morrow Morning take this Kiſs, as an Earneſt of 
what I'll do for you. | 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
CATCHIT alone. 
| Catch: Methinks, I long to know what this Scheme is. I 


muſt know, and I will know. Tis but Wafer-ſealed. I'll open 
it and read it. But here are the Ladies. 


: o 


— i. * * 


SCENE 1. 


Lay MATCHLESS, vERMILI A. 


La. Match. Ha, ha, ha! and ſo the Creature has taken a Fit 
of Jealouſy into his Head, and has been raving moſt tragically ! 
Don't look ſo dull, Dear; what, becauſe he gives himſelf Airs, 
will you give yourſelf the 'Vapours? 

Perm. I am concerned only that I ſhould ever have favonted 
him in my Opinion. 

La. Match. Indeed, you have no Cauſe : for you have Re- 
venge in your own Hand, ſince nothing but Matrimony will 
cure his Phrenzy. 

Verm. Which Cure when I afford him, may 1 

La. March. O no Oaths, no Imprecations. But, if any, let 
it be this. When next you are inclined to forgive him, may he 
be ſo ſtubborn not to ask it; that, I am ſure, is Curſe enough. 

erm. Nay, but, dear Matchleſs, do not rally me on that 
Subject. 

La. Match. Is there any Subject fitter for Raillery ? The 
Wiſe, you know, have always made a Jeit of Love. 

Verm. Yes, and Love has made a Jeſt of the Wiſe, who 
ſeem to have no other-Quarrel to it, but that they are the leaſt 
ſucceſstul in it. 

La. March. Nay, if you are an Advocate 22 Love, I ſhall 
thin 

Verm. What? 

La. March. That you are in Love. 

D 22 wg Verm. 


— 
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Perm. Well, you are a cenſorious, ill-natur'd, teazing —— 
La. Match. Don' t be out of Humour, Child. I tell yon 
the Fellow's your own. 


1 . : 2 * = 20'S ti r 1 r 


SCENE V. 
To them RATTLE. 

| Rattle. Ladies, your humble Servant. 

La. Match. O, you are moſt opportunely come, for poor 
Vermilia is horridly in the Vapours, and you are, we know, 
a skilful Phyſician. 

Rattle. But what ſignifies Skill in the Phyſician, when the 
Patient will not take his Advice ? 

Perm. When he miſtakes the Diſeaſe, his Advice i is not like 
to be ſafe. And, I aſſure you, I never was leſs in the Vapours 
than now. 

La. Match. That's a dangerous Symptom: for when a ſick 
Lady thinks herſelf well, her Fever muſt be very high. 

Rattle. Pox take her, wou'd ſhe was dead: for ſhe's always 
in my way. [ Aſide. 

Perm. This is ang Phyſicians, indeed, to perſuade me into 
a Diſtemper. 

Rattle. I believe, Madam, you are in very little Danger. But, 
Widow, the whole Town wonders you are not ſurfeited with 
ſo much Courtſhip. 

Perm. Courtſhip, Mr. Rattle is a Diſh adapted to the Palate 
of our Sex. 

Rattle. But there is a ſecond Courſe more agreeable, and bet- 
ter adapted to a Lady's Palate. Courtſhip is but a long, dull 
Grace to a rich Entertainment, both equally, Bancs to ſharp-ſet 
Appetite, and equally, out of Faſhion ; the Beau-monde ſay 
only Benedicite, and then fall on. 

La. March. No. Courtſhip is to Marriage, like a fine Ave- 
nue to an old falling Manſion beautified with a painted Front; 
but no ſooner is the Door ſhut on us, than we diſcover an old, 
ſhabby, out-of-faſhion'd Hall, whoſe only Ornaments are a 

ſet 
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Set of branching Stag's Horns — lamentable Emblems of Ma- 


. trimony. 


1 


„„ E.. - 1 
Lady MATCHLESS, Lord FORMAL, VERMITLIA, 
RATTLE. 

L. Form. Ladies, I am your moſt obedient, and obſequious 

humble Servant. Mr. Razzle, I am your devoted. 

Rattle. That's an over-ſtrained Compliment, my Lord: we 
all know you are entirely devoted to the Ladies. 

La. Match. That's an over-ſtrain'd Compliment to us; for 
we mult be all proud of ſo elegant a Devote! 

L. Form. Your Ladyſhip has infuſed more Pride into the In- 
gredients of my Nature, by that one Word, than was ever in 
them ſince their firſt mingling into Man. And if my Title, or 
the Opinion which the World has (I will not ſay juſtly) con- 
ceived of me, can render me agreeable to the Fountain of Beau- 
ty, I wow'd, with Pleaſure, throw off all other Canals, and let 
the pure Current of my Joys flow from her alone. 

La. Match. That were to draw the Envy of the whole World 
on me; and wou'd be as unreaſonable, as a Deſire to monopo- 
lize the Light of the Sun. 

L. Form. As your Ladyſhip ſays, I have been compared to 
the Sun. But the Compariſon will break, if purſued: for the 
Sun ſhines on all alike; whereas my Influence wou'd be ſtrictly 
confin'd to one Cantos, 

Rattle, Methinks, my Lord, you who profeſs Good- -breeding 
ſhou'd be leſs particular before Ladies. 

Perm. O, we may excuſe Particularity in a Lover; beſ des, 
Lord Formal is ſo perfect a Maſter of Good- breeding, that if he 
launched a little out of the common Road, the World wou'd 
eſteem it a Precedent, and not an Error. 

La. Match. O, we ſhall never out-ſhine the Court of Fance, 
till Lord Formal is at the Head of Les Affaires de Beau Monde. 

L. Form. Your Ladyſhip's Compliments are ſach an Inunda- 
tion, that they hurry the weak Return of mine down their 
Stream. But, really, I have been at ſome Pains to inculcate 


IF 2 Prin- 
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Principles of Good-breeding, and have laid down ſome Rules 
concerning Diſtance, Submiſſion, Ceremonies, Laughing, Sigh- 
ing, Ogling, Viſits, Affronts, Reſpect, Pride, Love. 

Verm. Has your Lordſhip publiſhed this Book? It muſt be 
mightily read, for it promiſes much — And then the Name of 
the Anthor 

Rattle. | Afide.) Promiſes nothing. 

L. Form. Why, I am not determined to print it at all ; for 
there are an ill-bred Set of People called Criticks whom 1 have 
no great Notion of encountring | 


* 


—_— 


SCENE VII. 


75 them, Sir POSITIVE TRAP, Sir APISH SIMPLE, 
HELENA. 


Sir Poſ. Ladies, your humble Servant; your Servant, Gen- 
tlemen. | 

La. Match. You are a great Stranger, Sir Poſitive. 

Sir Poſ. Ay, Couſin, you muſt not take our not viſiting you 
oftner amiſs, for I am full of Buſineſs, and ſhe there, poor Girl, 
is never eaſy but when ſhe is at home. The Traps are no gad- 

ding Family, our Women ſtay at Home and do Buſineſs. 

Rattle. | Aſide.) Their Husbands Buſineſs, I believe. 

Sir Poſ. They are none of your fidgeting, flirting, flanting 
Laſſes, that ſleep all the Morning, dreſs all the Afternoon, and 
Card it all Night. Our Daughters riſe before the Sun, and go 
to Bed with Him: The Traps are Houſe-wifes, Couſin. We 
teach our Daughters to make a Pye, inſtead of a Curtſie, and 
that good old Exgl;f Art of Clear-ſtarching, inſtead of that Hea- 

theniſh Gambol, called Dancing. 


L. Form. Sir, give me Leave to preſume to ask your Pardon. 


Sir Apiſp. Why, Sir Father of mine, you will not ſpeak a- 
gainſt Dancing before the Ladies. Clear-ftarching, indeed ! You 
will pardon him, Madam, Sir Poſitive is a little a la Campaigne. 

vir Poſ. Dancing begets Warmth, which is the Parent of 
Wantonneſß. It is, Sir, the Great- Grandfather of Cuckoldom. 


L. Form. 
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L. Form. O inhuman! it is the moſt glorions Invention that 
has been conceived by the Imagination of Mankind, and the moſt 
perfect Mark that diſtinguiſhes us from the Brutes. 

Sir Poſ. Ay, Sir, it may ſerve fome, perhaps; but the Traps 
have always had Reaſon to diſtinguiſh Them. 

L. Form. You ſeem to have miſunderſtood me, Sir; I mean 
the polite World from the Savage. 

L. Match, Have you ſeen the new Opera, Coufin Helena? 

Hel. I never ſaw an Opers, Couſin, and, indeed, 1 have a 
great Curioſity — + 

L. Form. May I preſume on the Honour of waiting on you? 

Sir Poſ. Sic, Sir, my Neice has an Antipathy to Muſick, it 
always makes her Head ake. 

Sir Apiſh. Ha, ha, ha! Muſick make a Lady's Head ake ! 

Sir Poſ. Ay, and her Husband's Heart ake too, by the Right 
Hand of the Traps. 
L. Form. Pray, Sir, who are the Traps? : 

Sir Poſ. Why Sir, the Traps are a venerable Family. We 

have had, at leaſt, fifty Knights of the Shire, Deputy-Lieute- 
nants, and Colonels of the Militia in it. Perhaps, the Grand- 
Mogul has not a nobler Coat of Arms. It is, Sir, a Lion 
Rampant, with a Wolf Couchant, and a Cat Currant, in a 
Field Gules. 


L. Form. It wants nothing bat Supporters to be very noble, 
truly. 


Sir Poſ. Supporters, Sir ! It has Six thouſand a Year to ſup- 


port its Nobility, and Six thouſand Years to ſupport its Anti- 
quity. 

L. Form, You will give me Levi to preſume, Sir, with all 
the Deference imaginable to your Superiotity of Judgment, to 
doubt whether it be practicable to confer the Title of Noble on 
any Coat of Arms that labours under the deplorable Deficiency 
of a Coronet. 

Sir Poſ. How, Sir ! Do you detra& from the Nobility of my 
Coat of Arms? if yon do, Sir, I muſt tell you, you labour un- 
der a Deficiency of common Senſe. 


La. Match. O fie, Sir Po Ive, you are too ſevere on his 
Lordſbip. 


D 3 Sir Poſe 
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Sir Poſ. He is a Lord then, and what of that! an old Engliſh 
Baronet is above a Lord. A Title of Yeſterday ! an Innovation ! 
Who were Lords, I wonder, in the Time of Sir Julius Ceſar? 
And, it is plain, he was a Earonet, by his being called by his 
Chriſtian Name. 

VDerm. Chriſten'd Name! I apprehended, Sir, that Cæſar lived 
before the Time of Chriſtianity. 

Sir Poſ. And what then, Madam ? He might be a Baronet 
without being a Chriſtian, hope. But I don't ſuppoſe our An- 


tiquity will recommend us to you; for Women love Upſtarts, 
by the Right Hand of the Traps. 


—— 


— 
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SCENE VIII. 
Y | To them, WISEMORE. 


Wiſem. Ha! Grant me Patience, Heaven. Madam, if five 
Months Abſence has not effaced the Remembrance of what has 
paſſed between us, You will recolle& me with bluſhing Checks. 
Not to bluſh now, were to forſake your Sex. 

La. Match. You have forſaken your Humanity, Sir, to af- 
front me thus publickly. 

Wiſem. How was I deceived by my Opinion of your good 
Senſe! But London wou'd ſeduce a Saint. A Widow no ſooner 
comes to this vile Town, than ſhe keeps open Houſe for all 
Gueſts. All, all are welcome. Your Hatchments were at firſt 
intended to repel Viſ tants; but they are now hung out for the 
ſame hoſpitable End, as the Bills, Lodgings to Let, with this 


Difference only, that the one invites to a Mercenary, the other 


to a free Tenement. 

Rattle. This Behaviour, Sir, will not be ſuffered here. 

Sir Apiſp. No, Sir, this Behaviour, Sir, will not be ſuffered 
here, Sir. 

L. Form. Upon my Title, it is not altogether conſonant to 
the Rules of conſummate Good · breeding. 

La. Match. Pray, Gentlemen, take no Notice. 

Wiſem. Madam, I may have been too rude; I hope you'll 
pardon me: the ſudden Surprize of ſuch a Sight hurried away 
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my Senſes, as if I ſympathized with the Objects I beheld. But 
I have recovered them. My Reaſon cools, and I can now paint - 
out your Errors. Start not at that Word, nor be offended that 
I do it before ſo many of your Admirers: for tho* my Colours 
be never ſo lively, the weak Eye of their Underſtanding is too 
dim to diſtinguiſh them. They will take them for Beauties. They 
will adore you for them. You may have a Coronet doubtleſs. 
A large Jointure is as good a Title to a Lord, as a Coronet is 
to a fine Lady. 

La. Match. Ha, ha, ha ! witty, I proteſt, and true ; for, in 
my Opinion, a Lord is the prettieſt Thing in the World. | 

L. Form. And your Ladyſhip may make him the happieſt 
Thing in the World. 

IViſem.' O Nature, Nature, why didſt thou form Woman, in 
Beauty the Maſter-piece of the Creation, and give her a Soul 
capable of being caught with the tinſel Outſide of ſuch a Fop as 
this! This empty, gaudy, nameleſs Thing! 

L. Form. Let me preſume to tell you, that nameleſs Thing 
Will be agreeable to the Ladies, in ſpight of your Envy. 

Wiſem. Madam, by all that's heavenly, I love you more than 
Life, wou'd I might not ſay than Wiſdom ; if it be not in my 
Power to merit a Return, let me obtain this Grant, that you 
wou'd baniſh from you theſe Knaves, theſe Vulturs; Wolves 
are more merciful than They. What is their Deſire, but to riot 
in your Plenty? to ſacrifice your boundleſs Stores to their licen- 
tious Appetites? to pay their deſponding Creditors with your 
Gold? to ravage you, ruin you ; nay, to make you curſe that 
auſpicious Day, which gave you Birth. 

L. Form. This is the rudeſt Gentleman that ever offended my 
Ears ſince they firſt enjoyed the Faculty of Hearing. [ Aſrde, 

Perm. This is very unaccountable, methinks. 

La. Match. Lord, my Dear, don't you know he has been 
formerly a Beau? and was, indeed, very well reccived in his 
Time: *till going down into the Country, and ſhutting himſelf 
up, in a Study, among a Set of Paper-Philofophers, He, who 
went in a Butter- fly, came out a Book-worm. Ha, ha, ha! 


Ones. Ha, ha, ha! 
D 4 Miſem. 
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iſem. When once a Lady's Raillery is ſet a running, it ve- 
ry ſeldom ſtops till it has exhauſted all her Wit. 


| Rattle. Agad | I wou'd adviſe you to wade off before the 

Stream's too high: for your Philoſophy will be ſure to fink you. 

Sir Poſ. Ay, ay, fink ſure enough: For, by the Right Hand 
of the Traps, a Lady's Wit is ſeldom any Thing but Froth. 

Rattle. I have ſeen it make many a wiſe Eſquire froth at the 
Mouth before now. 

Perm. That mult be a very likely Sign of a Lover, indeed. 

WWiſem. O very, very likely; for it is a certain Sign of a Mad- 
man. 

L. Form. If thoſe are ſynonymous Terms, I have long ſince 
entered into a State of Diſtraction. 

Wiſem. If I ſtay, I ſhall be mad, indeed. Madam, farewel ; 
may Heaven open your Eyes before you are ſhut into Perdition. 


——_— 
-0 * 


SCENE IX. 
Lady MATCH LESS, VERMILIA, HELENA, 
Lord FORMAL, Sir POSITIVE, Sir APISH, 
and RATTLE. | 
La. Match. Ha, ha, hs, Ruſtick ' Did you ever ſee much a 
Creature 
L. Form No, upon my Title, nor am I perfectly determin- 
ed what Species of Animals to aſſign him to, unleſs he be one 
of thoſe barbarous InſeQs the Polite call Country -Squires. 
Sir Poſ. Barbarous! Sir, I'd have you to know there are not 
better-natured People alive. 
Hel. [ Aſide.] I am uneaſy at this Diſappointment of Meri- 
tal — Sir, my Aunt will be at home before us. 
Sir Poſ. So ſhe will, Chucky. Lookee, Couſin, you ſee the 
Traps don't love padding. 
L. Form. May I preſume to lead yon to your Coach? 
Sir Pof. Sir, I always lead my Neice myſelf; it's the Cuſtom 
of the Traps. 


L. Form. Sir, your moſt obꝛdient and Gini humble 
Servant. 


SCENE 


br 
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n 
Lady MAT C HL ESS, VERMILI A, Lod 
FORMAL, Sir APIS H and RATTLE. 


L. Form. If they are all like you, the Traps are the worſt 
bred Family in Europe. [Al de. 


_ I preſume that Gentleman has ſome Heireſs with him. 
Sir Apiſh. Why, ſhe is to be my Wife to-morrow morning. 
La. Match. How, Sir Apiſh ! This is ſurprizing. 

Sir Apiſp. Why, indeed, I do not like Country Education; 
but then I conſider that the Town Air will produce Town-breed- 
ing: for there was Lady Rig, who, when firſt the came to Town, 
nothing was ever ſo aukward. But now ſhe ſwims a Minuet, 
and fits you eight and forty Hours at Quadrille. 

L. Form. Her Ladyſhip is indebted to my Inſtructions, for 
'tis Well known, before I had the Honour of her Acquaintance, 
| ſhe has publickly ſpoke againſt that divine Collection of polite 

Learning written by Mr. Gulliver; but now, the very Mo- 
ment it is named, ſhe breaks out into the prettieſt Exclamation, 
and cries, O the dear, ſweet, pretty, little Creatures, Oh! Ge- 
mini! wow'd I had been born a Lilliputiau. 

La. Match. But methinks, Sir Apiſp, a Lady who has ſen 
the World ſhou'd be more agreeable to one of your refined 
Taſte; beſides, I have heard you ſay, you like a Widow, 

Sir Apiſp. Ah! PAmour! a perfect Declaration! She is in love 
with me, Marate ! lAlde. 

Ah! Madam, if I durlt declare it, there is a certain Perſon in 
| the World, who, in a certain Perſon's Eye, is a more agreeable 

Perſon, than any Perſon, amongſt all the Perſons, whom Per- 
ſons think agreeable Perſons. 


La. Match. Whoever that Perſgn is, ſhe, certainly, is a very 
happy Perſon. 


Sir Apiſh. Al! Madam, my Eyes ſufficiently, and evidently 


declare that that Perſon, i is 0 other Perſon, than your n 8 
own Perſon, 


La- Match. 
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La. Match. Nay, all this 1 have drawn on my ſelf. 

L. Form. Your Ladyſhip's Eyes are two Loadſtones that at- 
tract the Admiration of our whole Sex; their Virtues are more 


refined than the Loadſtone's; for ye, Madam, attract the golden 
Part. 


Rattle. Come. Gentlemen, are you for the Opera ? 


L. Form. Oh! by all means. Ladies, your moſt humble Servant. 
Sir Apiſo. Your Ladyſhip's everlaſting Creature. j 


EerLMNE TT 
Lady MATCHLESS, VERMILIA. 


Verm. And pray, my Dear, what do you mean by an additi- 
onal Lover ? 

La. Match. To deliver my Couſin Helena from ſo deteſtable 
a Match. She intreated it of me, and I believe I have now 
done her Buſineſs, and am a . Rival. 


2 7 7 —_— 
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8 ; © E N E XII. 
To them, CAT C HIT. 


Catch. Oh Madam, I have been waiting this half Hour for 
an Opportunity. There's a terrible Scene of Miſchief going 
forwards. Mr. Malvil. has been taxing me about Mr. Me- 
rital, and ſo, I let drop a few Words, and ſo, he has taken a 
Fit of Jealouſie, and ſo ſee the Conſequence. 

| [Gives an open Letter, 
Verm. Ha! *tis a Challenge! How came you by it? 
Catch. Why, Madam, he had heard that Mr. Merital had an 


Appointment here, and ſo, he deſired me to giye him this Let- 
ter, and ſo, and ſo 


Verm. And ſo, you had the Curioſity to open it? ? 


La. Match. Since it has given us an Opportunity to prevent 
Miſchief, you muſt pardon her. 


Perm. Prevent! No, I'll further it rather. 


La. Match. But, my Dear, conſider, here is the Life of the 


Inogent as well as Guilty at Stake. 


Catch, 
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Catch. O dear Madam, don't let poor Mr. Merital ſuffer for 
my Fault. 
« Ferm. Your Fault 

Catch. If you will pardon me, Madam, I'll diſcover the whole 


0 Miſtake. 


La. Match. On that Condition, P11 * your Pardon. 
Catch. Why, Madam, I had heard that Mrs. Helena was to 
be here at five, and fo I ſent word to Mr. Merital; and Mr. Mal- 


vil coming in at that Time, (which was when your Ladyſhip 


went to the Park this Morning) I dropt a Word or two about 
meeting a Miſtreſs here, and ſo, I ſuppoſe, he thought it was 
your Ladyſhip, and ſo, this Afternoon he gave me a Letter, 
which I muſt own my Curioſity —— 

Verm. Very fine, indeed ! 

La. Match. I have a Thought juſt riſen, which may turn this 
Accident into a very lucky Scene of Diverfion. Miſtreſs Catchit, 
can you not change the name of Merizal on the * 
into that of Wiſemore? 

Catch. O Madam, I am dextrous at thoſe Things. 

La. Match. Come in then, and I'll tell you farther, Give 
me your Hand, Vermilia; take my Word for it, Child, the Men 
are very filly Creatures; therefore let us laugh at Mankind, 

And teach them that, in Spight of all their Scorn, 
Our Slaves they are, and for our Service born. 


SCENE XI. 
SC EN E, Sir Poſitiye Trap's Houſe. 


Lady T RAP diſcovered, aud then ME RITA L. 

La. Trap. Every Thing is prepared, now is the happy Hour. 
J hear ſome Steps, tis ſurely he. Who's there? My Love? 

Mer. My Life! my Soul! my Joy! 

La. Trap. Soft, my Aunt will hear us. 

Mer. Oh! name her not. She is a perfect Antidote to Love. 
Let theſe bleſſed Moments be ſpent in nothing but ſoft Careſſes; 
Oh! let me breathe out my fond Soul on thy Lips, and let thine 


own 
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own inform thee what Pd fay; it will, I know, be tender as my 
T houghts. 


La Trap. [Afide.] What Fools Men are to make Buſtles a- 


bout particular; Women, when they know not one from another 
in the dark? 


Mer. But ſay, my Life, what Method ſhall I contrive for 


your Eſcape? Conſider, you are inthe Jaws of Wretches, who | 


wou'd for a little Profit ſee you miſerable for over. 

La. Trap. I muſt blame my ill-adviſed Boldneſs, in truſting 
myſelf alone, even with you. I fear the Frailty of my own 
Sex, and the Strenght of yours, | 

Mer, Not infant Babes can love their tender Mothers with 
more Innocence. Sure, my Helena has obſerved nothing in my 
Conduct to ground ſuch a Suſpicion on. But let us not trifle, 
Go with me now, do not truſt your Aunt, ſhe has Cunning e- 
nough to deceive a thouſand Argos's. 

La. Trap. Nay, you have no Reaſon to aſperſe my Aunt, ſhe 
always ſpeaks well of you, and I hate Iogratitude. 

[Here Helena entring with a Candle, overbearing Lady Trap, 

\ blows it ont, retires to the Corner of the Scene and liſtens. 

Mer. Tis the Aunt herſelf. What a Noſe have I, to miſtake 
a Bunch of Hemlock for a Noſe-gay of Violets! I don't know 
the Meaning of this, but Pll try how far ſhe will carry it; 
perhaps, I may blind her Suſpicions for the future. [ A/ede. 
Come, come, Madam, contrive ſome Way for an Eſcape, or 
I ſhall make uſe of the preſent Opportunity. My Paſſion muſt 


be cooled. 


La. Trap. [ In a low Voice.) I'll call my Aunt, if you dare at- 
tempt. 
Mer. She is herealready, Madam. Ha, ha, ha, did you think 
I did not know a fine Woman from a green Girl? Cou'd not 
my warm, vigorous Kiſſes inform you that I knew on whom 
they were beſtowed? You muſt long ſince have difcover'd my 
Paſſion for your Neice to have been a Counterfeit, a Covering 
on my Flame for you. Be aſſured, Madam, ſhe has nothing 
agreeable to Me but her Fortune. Wou'd you manage wiſely, 
ja ug might ſecure yourſelf a Gallant, and your Gallant an 
te. 


4 La. Trap, 
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1 Trap. Cou d I beliere. you, Sir, it were an Affront to my 
Virtne. 

Mer. Ah! Makin whom did you' expe& juſt now, when, 
with a languiſhing Sigh, you cried, Who's there ? Ti Love? 
That's not a Name for a Husband ? . 

La. Trap. Since J am diſcovered, I will own —— 

Mer. Let me kiſs away the dear Word, — Brandy and Aſſa- 
fœtida, by Jupiter. Aſide. 

La. Trap. But will you be a Man of Honour? 

Mer. [Aloud] For- ever, Madam, for- ever, whilſt thoſe bright 
Eyes conquer all they behold. | 

The Devil's in it if this does not alarm ſomebody. [Alide. 

La. Trap. Softly, Sir, you will raiſe the Houſe. | 

Mer. [Aſide.] I am ſure, I never wanted Relief more. — 

| La. Trap. Ha! I am alone, in the dark, a Bed-Chamber by, 
if you ſhou'd attempt my Honour, who knows what the Frail- 
ty of my Sex may conſent to? Or, if you ſhou'd force me, am 
I, poor weak Woman, able to reſiſt? Ay, but then there is Law 
and Juſtice, yet you may depend too fatally on my Good-nature. 

Mer. Conſider, Madam, you are in my Power ; remember 
your Declaration. I had your Love from your own dear Lips, 
Conſider, well, the Temptation of ſo much Beauty, the Height 
of my offered Joys, the Time, the Place, and the Violence of 
my Pafſion. Think on this, Madam, and you can expect no o- 
ther than that I ſhou'd this Moment ſeize on all my Tranſports. 

La. Trap. If you ſhow'd— Heaven forgive you. 

Mer. [loader ſtill.) Vet, to convince you of wy Generoſity, 
you are at your Liberty. I will do nothing without your Con- 
ſent, 


La. Trap. Then to ſhew you what a Confidence I repoſe in 
your Virtue, I vow to grant whate'er you ask. 

Mer. | very loud] And to ſhew you how well I deſerve that 
Confidence, I vow never to tempt your virtuous Ears with 


Love again ; but try, by your Example, to reduce licentious 
Paſſion to pure Platonick Love. 


SCENE 
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SCENE XIV. 


HELENA bebind, with Sir POSITIVE | 4 a 
broad Sword. 


Sir Poſ. I hear 'em, I hear em. 

La. Trap. Ha! Sir Peſitive's Voice! Avaunt, nor think all 
thy Entreaties ſhall avail againſt my Virtue, or that it is in the 
Power of all Mankind to make me wrong the beſt, the kindeſt 
of Husbands. I ſwear J never will, even in Thought, more 
than at this Moment. 

Sir Poſ. O! incomparable Virtue ! what an excellent Lady 
have I! Lights there, Lights. [ Servants bring Lights. 

La. Trap. O! my Dear, you are moſt ſeaſonably come, for E 
was hardly able to reſiſt him. 

Sir Poſ. What's your Buſineſs here, Sir? 

Mer. My uſual Buſineſs, Sir, Cuckoldom. My Deſign is a- 
gainſt your Worſhip's Head and your Lady's Heart. 

Sir Poſ. A very pretty Gentleman! And ſo, Sir, you are be- 


ginning with my Wife firſt ? 
Mer. Yes, Sir, the eaſieſt way to the Husband is through the 


Wife. 


Sir Poſ. Come away, Lady Wife ; come away, Niece. Sir, 
thete's the Door; the next time I catch you here, I may, per- 
haps, teach} you what it is to make a Cuckold of Sir Poftive 

rap. 

Hel. Aſſure yourſelf, I'll ſpeak to you no more. 

La. Trap. Au! the Monſter ! 


Mer. Your Monſter is gone before, Madam. — So, whilſt 1 


am trying to blind the Aunt with a pretended Paſſion for her, the 
Neice over-hears; and ſhe'll ſpeak to me no more! — There never 
comes any Good of making Love to an old Woman. 


SCENE 


li 
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SCENE: AV. - 
SCENE, Wiſemore's Lodpings. 


WISEMORE alone. 


How vain is human Reaſon, when Philoſophy cannot 
over-come our Paſſions! when we can ſee our Errors, and 
yet purſue them. But if to Love be an Error, why ſhou'd 
great Minds be the moſt ſubje& to it? No, the firſt Pair en- 
joy'd it in their State of Innocence, whilſt Error was unborn. | 
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SCENE XVI. 


70 him, Servant with a Au. 
ens. A Letter, Sir. 


— 


X-: 


| Wiſemore reads. 
Sir, : 
Vu, who ate conſcious of being ſecretly my Rival in the midſt of 
an intimate Friendſhip, will not be ſurprized auben defire that Word 
may be cancelled between us, and that you wonu'd not fail me to- 
morrow at Seven in Hide-Park. Tour injured, | 
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What can this mean? Ha! here's a Poſtſcript. 


P. S. Your poor Coloarings of Love for another Woman, which 
you put on this Morning, has confirm'd, not baffled my Suſpi- 
cion. I am certain you had no Miſtreſs to meet at Lady 
Matchleſs's bur Vermilia. 


Who brought this Letter? 

Serv. A Porter, Sir, who ſaid it required no'Anſwer. 

Wiſem. What am I to think? Am I in a Dream? or was this 
writ in one? Sure, Madneſs has poſſeſſed the World, and Men, 
like the Limbs of a tainted Body, univerſally ſhare the Infection. 
What ſhall I do! to go, is to encounter a Mad-man, and yet I 


will. Some ſtrange Circumſtances may have wrought this De- 
| luſion. 
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lufion, which my Preſence may diſſipate. And, ſince Love and 
Jealouſie are his Diſeaſes, I ought to pity him, who know by 
dreadful Experience, | | | 


When Love in an impetuous Torrent flows, 
How vainly Reaion would its Force oppoſe; 

_ Hurl'd down the Stream, like Flowers before the Wind, 
She leaves to Love, the Empire of the Mind. 


. SCENS L 
SCENE, Hide. Part. 


Lady MATCHLESS, VERMILIA, Maſqued. 


Lady MATCUHLESS. 


AM ſure I ſaw ſome one hereabouts, who, by his Po- 
ſture, Actions, and Dreſs, muſt be my Swain. Well, 
Vermilia, this ſure is the maddeſt Prank—— what will the 
World ſay? „ 
Verm. The World is a cenſorious, ill- natur'd Critick, and I 
diſpiſe its Cavillings. Beſides, I am now grown careleſs of e- 
very thing. O! my Dear! it is the moſt valuable Privilege of 
Friendſhip to disburthen our Secrets into one another's Bo- 


ſoms — If you knew thoſe of mine I am ſure you wou'd 


pity me. 


SCENE II. 
To them, WISEMORE. 


La. Match. I do pity you, indeed, for ſure to be in Love 
MWiſem. Is to be fooliſh, mad, miſerable——To be in Love is 
to de in Hell. [Advancing from behind. 
| La, Match. 
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1 Match. Do you ſpeak from Experience, Sir? 

#iſem. From ſad Experience I have been in Lr 
monſtrouſly in Love, that, like a Bow over- bent, I am now re- 
laxed into an oppoſite Extreme ——and heartily hate your whole 
Sex. 

Lua. Match. Poor 8 ha, ha, ha! be not ſo diſdonſo· 
late, you may yet find your Lucinda. 

Wiſem. No, ſhe has loſt her ſelf——and in a Wanne 

La. Match. How, in a Wilderneſs ? 

 Wiſem. Ay, in that Town! that worſt of Wilderneſſes! where 
Follies ſpread like Thorns; where Men act the part of Tygers, 
and Women of Crocodiles ; where Vice lords it like a Lion, 
and Virtue, that Phoenix, is ſo rarely ſeen, that ſhe is believed 
a Fable ——But theſe Sentiments do not pleaſe you, ſo, pray 
leave me. 

Perm. Our — Sir, was your own Choice. 

La. March. And now you have raiſed our Curioſity, you 
ſhall lay it. 

= ſem, I would have raiſed the Devil ſooner, and ſooner 

ou'd I have laid him Your Curioſity, Madam, is a ſort of 
2 « which not even a Hercules can tame; ſo, dear Ladies, 
leave me, or I ſhall-pull off your Sham- faces? 

La. Match. You would repent it, heartily, if you did. 

Wiſem. Perhaps ſo. I believe, indeed, you ſhew the beſt Part 
of you. 

La. Match. You wov'd give half your Soul to ſee the beſt 
Part of me. 

Viſem. Half-a-crown I will. The beſt Sight to me is your 
Back, turn it, and away ; you loſe your Time, indeed, you do. 
What can ſuch as you with a plain, honeſt Man like me? Go, 
ſeek your Game : the Beaus will begin to yawn preſently, and 
Sots return home from their Debauches, ſtrike in there, and you 
make your Fortune, at leaſt, get a Dinner, which you may want 
by ſtaying here. 

La. March. Do not be angry, dear Ruſtick -- for we are both 
Enamorata's as well as you——nay, perhaps, I am ſo with your 


ſelf. Hang Conſtancy, you know too much of the World to 
be conſtant, ſure. 


E Wiſem. 
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Wiſem. Tis from a Knowledge of the World, Madam, that 
I am conſtant, —— For I know it has Nothing which can pay 
me for the Exchange. 

La. Match. Come, come, you wou'd have more modern No- 
tions, if you knew that a certain Woman of Fortune has ſome 
kind Thoughts of you; and, I aſſure you, I am not what I ſeem. 

Hiſem. Faith, Madam, I ſhou'd not. Grandeur, is to me 


nauſeous as a gilded Pill, and Fortune, as it can never raiſe my 


_ Eſteem for the Poſſeſſor, can never raiſe my Love. My Heart 
is no Place of mercenary Entertainment, nor owns more than 
one Miſtreſs. Its ſpacious Rooms, are all, all hers who flights 
and deſpiſes it. Yes, ſhe has abandon'd me, and I will abandon 
my ſelf to Deſpair; fo, pray leave me to it, for ſuch as you can 
have no Buſineſs with the Unhappy. — 

La: Match. Generous, worthy Man! [Ade 
Romantick Nonſenſe ! I tell you, I am a Woman of Family 
and Fortune, perhaps, Beauty too, and am ſo violently enamour- 
ed of your Humour, that I am afraid my Life is in your 
Power. 

Wiſem. Wou'd your "IVR was in my Power, tho” I que- 
ſtion, even then, the Poſſibility of ſtopping it. I wonder the A- 
natomy of a Woman's Tongue does not enable our modern 
Philoſophers to diſcover a perpetual Motion. To me, the Tar- 
% Yawl at an On-ſet, the Iriſp Howl at a Funeral, or the 
Indian Exclamation at an Eclipſe, are all ſoft Muſick to that 
ſingle Noiſe. — It has no Likeneſs in Nature, but a Rattle-ſnake: 
The Noiſe as odious, and the Venom as dangerous. 

La. March. But, like a Rattle- ſnake, it gives you warning, 

and if you will front the Danger, you muſt blame your own 
Proweſs if you ſmart for it. 
I iſem. The Serpent practiſes not half your Wiles. He covers 
not his Poiſon with the Cloak of Love. Like Lawyers, you gild 
your Deceit, and lead us to —— WORE we imagine our ſelves 
purſuing Happineſs. : 

La. Match. Ha, ha, ha. Piqued Malice! you have loſt an E- 
ſtate for want of Money, and a Miſtreſs for want of Wit. 

Wiſem Methinks, either of thoſe Poſſeſſions ſhou'd be main- 


tained by juſtet Ticles-----In my Opinion, the only Title to the 
firſt 
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firſt ſhou'd be Right, and to the latter Merit, Love and Conſtaney. 

La. March. Ha, ha, ha! then know, thou Romantick Hero, 
that Right is a ſort of Knight-Errant whom we have long fince 
laughed out of the World. Merit is Demerit, Conſtancy Dul- 
neſs, and Love an out-of-faſhion Saæon Word which no polite 
Perſon underſtands . Lookee, Sir, pull out your Purſe to a 
Lawyer, and your Snuff-box to a Lady, and I warrant you 
carry your Point with both. _ 

Wiſem. The Purſe may, indeed, win the Lawyer; but for the 
other you muſt depend on Chance. You may as well teach us a cer- 
tain Method to gain that fickle, airy, imaginary Miſtreſs, Fortune, 
whoſe Emblems you are. For your Favours are as blindly be- 
ſtowed, as fickle in their Duration——and, like Fortune, you * 
ten curſe him moſt to whom you ſeem moſt kind. 
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SCENE III. 
To them MALVIL. 


Malo. Wiſemore and Women! My Philoſopher turned 
Rake! Good-morrow, Ned; I ſee a Country Gentleman muſt 
have his Morning Walk. 

VMiſem. What does he mean? this Coldneſs ill ſuits his Letter. 
[Afide.) — Ay, Sir, and you are very ſeaſonably come to my 


Afliſtance, or I had been devoured by two She-Wolves, more 


ravenous than any in the Defarts of America. 

Matv. Nay, Ladies, it was barbarous to attack with Odds, 
when even ſingly, you might have vanquiſhed. 

[Talks apart with Vermilia. 

Wiſem. Will you take away your Companion, and leave us? 
for that Gentleman and I have Buſineſs. 
Lua. Match. Not till you agree to an Aſſignation. Promiſe 
to meet me barefaced at ten, and I am your Servant. 

Wiſem. I'll promiſe any thing to be rid of you. 

La. Match. Step aſide then, and ll give you the Signals. 

Malvil and Vermilia advance. 
Ferm. Indeed! fo gallant! | | 
'B & » Malv. 
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Male. O Madam, a Lady is never more agreeable to me than 
at firſt Sight; for, to my Temper, a Woman palls as much by 
frequent Converſation, as Enjoyment. - | 

Ferm. But how are you ſure that firſt Sight will be agrecable? 

Malv. Why, faith! as no Woman has Charms enough to 
engage my Conſtancy to the laſt; ſo neither does Any want 
enough to fire my Deſires at firſt. But, if thy Face be potently 
ugly, iceep it rothy ſelf, and diſcover only thy Beauties. You are 
young, I am ſure, and well-ſhaped, have a vaſt Share of Wit, 
and a very little Share of Modeſty. 

Perm. Impudence In what, pray, have I diſcovered my Want 

of it? 
Mabe. In your Pretenſion to it, Child; and, faith that's bet- 
ter than the real Poſſeſſion. What is Modeſty, but a flaming 
Sword to keep Mankind out of Paradiſe? It is a Jack-with-a 
Lanthorn, that miſ-leads poor Women in their Roads to Happi- 
neſs. It is the Contempt of all Society; Lawyers call it the ſign 
of a bad Cauſe, Soldiers of Cowardice, Courtiers of Ill-breed- 
ing, and Women — the worſt Sign of a Fool. Indeed, it has, 
ſometimes, made a good Cloak for the beauteous, tawdry Out- 
fide of a Lady's Reputation. But, like other Cloaks, it is now 
out of Faſhion, and worn no where but in the Country. | 

Perm. Then to ſilence your Impertinence at once, know, Sir, 
that I'm a Woman of Faſhion, rigidly virtuous, and ſeverely 
modeſt, 

Malv. A blank Verſe, faith! and may make a Figure in a fu- 
ſtian Tragedy. Four ſine ſounding Words, and mean juſt no- 
thing at all. 

Verm. I ſuppoſe theſe are the Sentiments of you modern fine 
Gentlemen. The Beaus of this Age, like the Criticks, will not 
ſee Perfections in others which they are Strangers to themſelves. 
You confine the maſterly Hand of Nature to the narrow Bands 
'of your own Conceptions. 

Malo. Why what have we here? Sezeca's Morals under 2 
Maſque! 

Perm. | hope that Title will prevent your farther Peruſal. 

Malv. I'll tell you a way to do it. 

Verm. O name it. 


Mats. 


i 
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Malv. Unmaſque then. If I like your Face no better than 


your Principles, Madam; 1 will immediately take my Leave of 


both. 

Verm. That's an \ Uncertainty, I'm afraid, conſidering the Sen- 
timents you juſt now profeſſed. Was you, indeed, that Heroe 
in Love which your Friend is there? 

Malu. No, faith! I have been Heroe in Love long enough. 
. Perm. What Woman was bleſſed with ſo faithful an Admirer. 
Pray, what was your Miſtreſs's Name? 

Mato. Her Name was nothing. I was violently enamoured 
with a Conſtellation of Virtues in a fine Lady, who had not 
one in her whole Compoſition. 

Perm. And pray, Sir, how was you cured of your Sod 

Malv. As Children are of their Fear, wm they diſcover the 
Bug-bear. 

La. Match. [ Advancing with Wiſcmore] Well, you will be 
punctual ? 

Verm. O, my Dear, I have met with a diſcarded Lover too, 
full as Romantick as yours. 

La. Match. Say you ſo? then, I believe, theſe are the very 
two famed Heroes in Don Qui xotte. 

Miſem. Shall we never loſe your Prating ? 

La. Match. Promiſe not to dodge us. 

Wiſem. Not even to look after you. 

La. Match. Adieu then. 
erm. Bie, Conſtancy ; ha, ha, ha! 


— 2 * — 
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SCENE IV. 


„ -...WISEMORE MA eint 


74 ſem, Well, Sir; you ſee I am come. 
Malv. And am very ſorry to ſee it too, Ned, ha, ha! 
IW :iſem. This Reception, Sir, ill agrees with your Letter. But 


53 15 abſurd to expect Coherencies in a Mad - man's Behaviour. 


Malv. What's this? 
Wiſem. Was it, Sir, from my expreſſed Abhorrence of this 


I civil Butchery, you pitched on me as one who wou'd give you 
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the Reputation of a Dueliſt, without the Danger? perhaps, you 
had rather met with another. 

Malv. That I had, indeed. 

Miſem. Death and the Devil! did you invite me here to laugh 
at me? 

Malv. Are you mad, or in a Dream? 

Wiſem. He who denies To-day what he writ Yeſterday, either 
dreams, or worſe. Your monſtrous Jealouſy, your Challenge, 
and your preſent Behaviour, look like a feveriſh Dream. 

Mato. Invite! Jealouſy! Challenge! What do you mean? 

Wifem. ¶ Shews a Letter] Read there, then ask my Meaning. 

Mato. [Reads] Ha! my Letter to Merital ! villainous Jade! 
She has altered the Name too on the Superſcription. I am a- 
buſed, indeed! 

Wiſem. Well, Sir! 


Mal. Wiſemore, be aſſured my Saeed is equal to yours. - 


This Letter, I did, indeed, write, but not to you. 

Wiſem. How ! 

Malv. Believe me, on my Honour, 1 did not ſend it you. 
His Name to whom I deſigned it is eraſed, and yours ſuperſcrib- 
ed, I ſuppoſe, by the Perſon to whom J entruſted the Deli- 
very. And, be aſſured, you was not the Enemy I wiſhed to 
meet here. 

Miſem. What Novel's this? 

Malv. Faith! it may be a pleaſant one to you, - and no leſs 
uſeful to me. But the Morning is late, you ſhall: go home, 


and breakfaſt at my Lodgings, and, in the Way, I will let you 


into the whole Story. 


Wiſem. Whatever it be which clears my Friend from the Im- 


putation of ſo wild a Deluſion, muſt be agreeable to me. 
Mato. And now we will have our Swing at Satire againſt 
the Sex. 
Wiſem. ] ſhall be as ſevere, as a damned Poet is on the Age. 
Malv. And, perhaps, for the fame Reaſon--------at leaſt the 
World will always give Satire on Women the Names of Ma- 
lice and Revenge— whoever aims at it, will ſucceed 
Like a detracting Courtier in Diſgrace, 
The Wiſe will ſay, he only wants a Place. 
5 SCENE 
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| SCENE V. 
8 CENE Sir Poſitive Trap's Haſs, 


| HELENA alone. 
. Hel. Of three deplorable Evils, which ſhall I chuſe ? To en- 
dure the Tyranny of an imperious Aunt? to venture on a Man 
whoſe Inconſtancy I have been an ocular Witneſs of? or ſup- 
port the Company of a Fool for Life? Certainly, the laſt is 
the leaſt terrible. I do now think our Parents are wiſer than 
we are, and have Reaſon to curb our Inclinations : ſince it is a 


happier Lot to marry a Fool with a good Eſtate, than a Knave 
without one. 


SCENE VL 


Sir POSITIVE, HELENA. 

Sir Poſ Are you ready ? Are you prepar'd! * Hey! 

Hel. I am ſenſible, Sir, how unworthily I had fixed my Heart; 
\and I think, neither Wiſdom nor Honour oblige me to be un- 
dutiful to you longer. 

Sir Poſ. You are a wiſe Girl! a very wiſe Girl! And have 
conſidered doubtleſs the vaſt difference between a Baronet and 
a Miſter. * ha! and here he comes. 


SCENE VII. 


To them Sir A PISH. 


Sir Poſ. Sir Apiſh Simple, your humble Servant. You are 
early. What, you have not ſlept a Wink. I did not ſleep for a 
Week before I was Marricd to my Lady. 

Sir Apiſo. You had a very ſtrong Conſtitution they, Sir Po- 
ſitive. 


56 LOVE in ſeveral Maſques. 

Sir Poſ. Ay, Sir, we are a ſtrong Family, an Herculean Race! 
Hercules was a Trap by his Mother's fide. Well, well, my 
Neice there has given. her Conſent, and every thing is ready. 
So, take her by the Hand —— and 

Sir Apiſp. Upon my Word, Sir Poſtive I cannot Dance A 
Step. 

Sir Poſ. How! when I was as young as you, I con'd have 
danced over the Moon, and into the Moon too, without a Fid- 


dle. But come, I hate trifling. The Lawyer is without with 
the Deeds, and the Parſon is dreſt in his Pontificalibus. 


Sir Apiſp. The Parſon! I ſuppoſe he is a Welch one, and 


Plays on the Violin, ha, ha, ha! 
Hel. J ſee my Couſin has been as good as her Word. [A/fide, 


Sir Poſ. Sir Apiſp, Jeſting with Matrimony is playing 2 
edged Tools. 

Sir Ap;ſp. Matrimony ! Ha, =, ha! Sir Poſitive is mere 
this Morning. 

dir Poſ. Sir, you will put me out of Humour preſently. 

Sir Apiſh. Sir, I have more Reaſon to be out of Humour; 
for you have invited me to Breakfaſt, without preparing any. 

Sir Poſ. Is not my Neice prepared, Sir? 

Sir Apiſu. Sir, | am no Cannibal. 

Sir Poſ. Did not you come to Marry my Neice, Sir ? | 

Sir Apiſp. Sir, I never had ſuch a gs ſince I was be- 
gotten. 

Sir Poſ. The Mani is mad. ; [ Staring. 
vir Apiſp. Poor Sir Paſitive! is it his firſt Fit, Madam ? 

Sir Poſ. A dark Room and clean Straw wou'd be of Ser- 
vice. 

Sir Apiſp. Nay, nay, I have no time to reaſon with a Mad- 
man; but I hope when you hear I am married to one of the 
fineſt Ladies about Town, it will cure your Phrenzy; and ſo, 
Sir, your humble Servant. 

Hel. Bleſs me, Sir! what's the Meaning of this? 

Sir Poſ. Why the Meaning is that he is mad, and this News 
will make my Lady mad, and that wilt make me mad ; and 
you may be mad for a Husband, by what I can ſee, by the 
Right Hand of the Traps. 


Hel. 


2. > B , 
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Hel. So. I had yeſterday two Lovers; but now I have for- 
ſaken the one, and the other has forſaken me. Well, theſe 
Men are Jewels; ſo far, I am ſure, they are Jewels, that the 
richeſt Lady has always the moſt in her Equipage. 


— 8 " „ 


SCENE VIII. Piazza. 


MALVIL, wisEMORE. 


Mal. How! An Aſſignation from Vermilia? 

Niſem. That's the Name, the Place this, the Hour ten. 

Malo. Impudent Harlot ! 

WWiſem. She made me paſs my Word to keep it enn from 
you; but when I perceived it the ſame Name with that in your 
| Letter, I thought myſelf obliged by Friendſhip to diſcover it. 
The other Signals were a red Cloak and a Maſque. 

Malv. Thou deareſt, beſt. of Friends. Ten you fay? itis 
now within an Hour of the time. Since you do not intend to 
keep your Aſſignation, I will take it off your Hands. But you 
may yet heap another Obligation on me by your Preſence; for 
1 am reſolved to expoſe her. 

Wiſem. I am to meet a Serjeant-at-law hard by — but will 


return with all poſſible * and then — NF 0 can be of 


Service. 
Malv. If you return before the Hour you will and me at 


Tom's, if not here. 
Wiſem. Till then farewell — How am I involving myſelf i in 


other Mens Affairs, when my own require my utmoſt Diligence! 
What Courſe ſhall I take? I cannot reſolve to leave her, and, 
I am ſure, ſhe has given me no hopes of gaining her. Yet ſhe 
has not ſhewn any real Diſlike, nor will I ever imagine her In- 
cClination's leanipg to any of thoſe Fops ſhe is ſurrounded with. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 


MERITAL, WISEMORE. 


Mer. So thoughtful, Wiſemore? What Point of Philoſophy 
are you diſcufling ? 

J iſem. One that has puzzled all who ever attempted it — 
Woman, Sir, was the ſubje& of my Contemplation. 

Mer. Ha! Hey! What Point of the Compaſs does the Wis 
dow turn to now ? 

Wiſem. A very frozen one. F oppery. 

Mer. Let me adviſe thee, Nea, to give over your Attack, or 
change your Method. For, be aſſur 'd Widows, are a Study you 
will never be any Proficient in *till you are initiated into that 
modern Science which the French call Le bon Aſſurance. 

Wiſem. Ay, ay, we may allow you Gentlemen of profeſſed 
Gayety thoſe known turns of Rallery, fince they were the 
Eſtate of your Fore- fathers: there is an hereditary Fund of lit- 
tle Pleaſantries which the Beaus of every Age enjoy, in a con- 
tinual Succeſſion. 

Mer. Well, and, I hope, you will do thoſe of this Age the 
Juſtice to confeſs, they do not attempt any Innovation in the 
Province of Wit. 

Wiſem. Art thou ſo converted then as to deſpiſe the Fops? 

Mer. As much as thou doſt the Women, I believe, Ned. 

Wiſem. You miſtake me. It is their Follies only I deſpiſe. 


But there, certainly, are Women, whoſe Beauty to their Minds, 
like Dreſs to their Beauty, is rather a Covering than an Orna- 


ment. 


Mer. Theſe are high Flights, indeed. But, tell me, on what 


"oy you build your hopes of the Widow ? 
Wiſem. On an Opinion I have of her good Senſe, and good 


Nature. The firſt will prevent her favouring a Fop, the latter 


may favour me. 

Mer. And, pray, what Foundation is your Opinion of her 
good Senſe built on? If, as you juſt now ſeemed to think, the 
Beaus are its Supporters — it i a very rotten one. 

Wiſem. 
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Miſem. No; when I ſaid ſhe inclined to Foppery, I meant 
only for her Diverſion. 
Mer. Hum! I believe, Women very fidom take Matrimony 
for a Penance. 
Wiſem. You draw too direct Iten from her Conduct 
towards Coxcombs. Depend on it, they are Mirrours, in which 


you can hardly diſcover the Mind of a Woman of Senſe, becauſe 


ſhe ſeldom ſhews it them unmaſqued. If ſhe be not a Woman of 
Senſe, I have, indeed, built a Caſtle in the Air, which every 
Breeze of Perfumes can over-turn. 

Mer. Why, really, it ſeems to me very little elſe, by what 
I know of her Ladyſhip. But you are one of thoſe reaſonable 
Lovers who can live a Day on a kind Look,a Week on a Smile, 
anda ſoft Word wou'd victual you for an Eaſt- India Voglms: 

Niſem. I find the Converſation of a F _ effaces the Re- 
membrance of Buſineſs. ä 

Mer. Any thing to the Iſland of Loved 

Wiſem. No, no, to that of Law. 

Mer. Succeſs attend you — why, I have been forgetful too. 
But F ane J fee, is ſo kind as to remind me. 


SCENE X. 
Sir APISH, MERIT AL. 


Mer. Sir Apiſh, your humble Servant. 

Sir Apiſh. Dear Tom, I kiſs your Button. 

Mer. That's a pretty Suit of yours, Sir Apiſh, perfectly gay, 
new, and Alamode. 

Sir Apiſp. He, he, he! the Ladies tell me I refine upon 
them. I think, I have ſtudied Dreſs long enough to know a 
little, and I have the good Fortune to have every Suit liked 
better than the former. | | 

Mer, Why, indeed, I have remarked that, as your dull Pre- 
tenders to Wiſdom grow wiſer with their Years, ſo your Men 
of Gayety the older they grow, the finer they grow. But, come, 
your Looks confeſs there is more in this. The Town ſays it 
too. 


Sir Apiſh What, dear Tom? Mer. 
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Mer. That you are to be Married, and to a Yorkſhire great 
Fortune. 

Sir Apiſh. He, he, he! I'II make you my Confident in that 
Affair. Tis true, I had ſuch a Treaty on Foot, for the Girl 
has ten Thouſand Pounds, which wou'd have patched up ſome 
Breaches in my Eſtate ; but a finer Lady has vouchſafed to throw 
a hundred into my Lap, and ſo I have Cen dropt the other. 

Mer. What, are you in actual Poſſeſſion ? 

Sir Apiſh. Of her Heart, Sir, and ſhall be, perhaps, of every 
thing elſe in a Day or two. Ah! ſhe's a fine Creature, Tom, 


ſhe is the greateſt Beauty, and the greateſt Wit — Pſhaw! 


can't you gueſs whom I mean? 
Mer. No — for I know no Orange Wench of ſuch a For- 


tune. . 


Sir Apiſp. Why, who can be all this but Lady Matchleſs ? 


Mer. Upon my Word, I commend your Exchange. Sir A- 


piſh, it lies in your Power to do me an exquiſite Favour — 
and, I know, you will do any thing to ſerve your Friend. 

Sir Apiſp. I wou'd as much as another indeed —— why what 
a Pox, does he intend to borrow Money of me? Aide. 


Yes, yes, as I was ſaying, Tom, I wou'd do any thing to 


ſerve a Friend in Neceſſity, but Badneſs of Tenants, two 
or three ſupernumerary Suits of Laced Cloaths, and a bad Run 


of Dice have reduced me, really, to ſuch an Extremity of Caſh— 


Mer. You miſapprehend me. You were this — I hear, 
to be married to Helena? 


Sir Apiſp. And, ha, ha, ha! I muſt tell it you, I ws been 


juſt now, with Sir Poſitive Trap, her Uncle; and when he ex- 
pected the Performance of Articles, I perſuaded him he was 
mad, laughed at him, and, with a brave Front, faced him down 
that 1 knew nothing of the matter. 

Mer. You ſhall go back then immediately, turn your former 
Viſit into Raillery — tho? it be a little abſurd, it will paſs on 
the Knight — diſſemble a Willingneſs to go through Affairs, I 
will be your Chaplain, and may, perhaps, go * Affairs 
in your Place. 

Sir App. Is ſhe an Acquaintance of yours then ? | 

Mer, O 

Sir 
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Sir Apiſp. Dear Tom, I am very glad I can oblige you by a 
Reſignation, and will do to the utmoſt of my Power; and to 
ſhew you, Sir, that I love'to ſerve a Friend, Sir, ru but ſtep 
to the next Street, and be here, Sir, at your Commands, Sir, 
in a Moment, Sir. 

Mer. [ ſolus.] My Rencounter with the old Lady, laſt 

Night, ſurprized me: There muſt have been ſome Myſtery in 
that Affair, which my Diſguiſe may help me to unravel. Men 
of capricious Tempers wou'd raiſe a hundred Jealouſies on this 
Occaſion; but it ſhall be ever my Sentiments of a Miſtreſs, in 
all doubtful Cafes — 


That if ſhe's true, Time will her Truth diſcover, 
But if ſhe's falſe, Ill be as falſe a Lover. 


SCENE XI. 
ScENE, Lady Matchleſs's Houſe. 


Lady MATCHLESS, VERMILIA. | 

La. Match. Ha, ha, ha! Love, and Scandal, are the beſt 
Sweetners of Tea. : 

Ver. The beſt Embitterers, you mean ; but, in my Opinion, 
Scandal is the ſweeteſt of the two, and leaſt dangerous. 

La. Match. Love is not ſo dangerous to our Sex, as you ima- 
gine. It is a Warfare wherein we always get the better, if we 
manage prudently; Men are perfect empty Bullies in it, and, 
as a certain Poet ſays —— 
Swift to attack, and ſwift to run away. : 

Ver. Well, but what do you intend by your Aſſignation? 

La. Match. Only, to get an Excuſe for diſcarding a trouble- 
ſome Lover. Lookee, Vermilia, you ſhall attack him for me; 
I am afraid of a Diſcovery myſelf. If you can but bring him 
to Terms, that is, if you can procure his Conſent to a ſecond 
Treaty, I ſhall be very handſomely, diſengaged of mine. 

Ver. You banter, ſure. But, if you are in earneſt, I muſt 
adviſe you to get another Proxy, for I heartily hate Mankind, 
and will forſwear any Converſation with them. 
| La. Match. 
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La. Match. Nay, but you ſhall force your Inclination to 
ſerve your Friend. 

Ver. And, pray, what has cauſed this ſudden Revolution in 
your Temper, fince, if I am not miſtaken, you, but yeſterday, 
expreſſed ſome Favour for him? 

La. Match. But I have found him ſuch an out-of-farhion 
Creature that I am heartily aſhamed of him; beſides, I have 
this Morning, received Propoſals from that Prince of pretty- 
Fellows — Lord Formal. 

Yer. O Conſtancy! Thou art a Virtue. 

La. Match. It is indeed. For Virtues, like Saints, are never 
canonized *till after they are dead —— which poor Conſtancy 
has been long ago. 


Ver. J am afraid it proved abortive, and died before it was 
born. But if it ever had Being, it was moſt certainly femi- 


nine; and, indeed, the Men have been * modeſt to allow all 
the Yiewes to be of our Sex. 


La. Match. O! we are extremely obliged to them, they have 


found out Houſewifery to- belong to us too. In ſhort, they 
throw their Families and their Honour into our Care, becauſe 
they are unwilling to have the Trouble of preſerving them them- 
ſelves. 

Ver. But you railly, ſure, in what you ſay concerning Lord 
Formal. 

La. Match. Fie! my Dear, is a Title ſo ludicrous a thing ? 
But, come, you ſhall undertake my Aſſignation with Wiſemore. 

Ver. Werel ſure it wou'd give an unealy Moment to Malvil, 
I wou'd; for there is nothing I wou'd ſtick at to be revenged 
on him. | 

La. Match. When we reſolve Revenge againſt our Lovers, 
that little Rogue Love, fits on his Throne, and laughs till he 
almoſt burſts. 


Tho? ne'er ſo high our Rage, the Rogue will find 
Some little, tickliſh Corner in the Mind, 

Work himſelf in, and make the Virgin kind. 

When next before her Feet her Lover lies, 

All her Reſentment, in a Moment, dies. 

Then, with a Sigh, the tender Maid torgives, 
And Love's the only Paſſion that ſurvis es. ACT 


. 


A SEM E 
SCE N E, Sir Poſitive's Houſe. 
Sir POSITIVE, HELENA. 


Sir Poſ. Say it was your own Plot, your own Contrivance, 
your own Stratagem. You threatned him to 
Hey! and he was Fool enough to believe you! 
Hel. He was wiſe enough to believe me, for I threatned no 
Impoſſibilities. But, don't put on that ſevere Aſpe&, dear Un- 
cle, for, I proteſt, it makes you look ſo like one of the Cæſar : 
Heads, in our long Gallery. 
Sir Poſ. Very likely, there may be a Reſemblance, indeed; 
for Julius Cæſar, by his Great-Grandfather' £ Wife > Great 
Grandmother, was a Trap. 


Hel. Ha, ha, ha! I am afraid we can hardly call Couſin. 


Bat pray, did he leave any Legacy to us? 

Sir Poſ. A ſwinging Legacy! Abundance of Honour! 

Hel. And pray, what will all that Honour ſell for? 

Sir Poſ. Your right Honour is not to be bought nor obtained, 

it is what a Man brings into the World with him. He is as 
much an Upſtart who gets his own Honour, as He who gets 
- his own Eſtate. Take it for a Maxim, Child, no one can be a 


great Man unleſs his Father has been ſo before him. Your true 


old Engliſp Honour, like your Eugliſh Oak, will not come to 
any Maturity under a hundred Years : It muſt be planted by one 
Generation for the Good of another. 

Hel. But if I were to chuſe a Husband, I ſhou'd be more 
forward to enquire into his own Merits, than thoſe of his An- 
ceſtors. | 
Sir Pof. 
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Sir Poſ. Ay, ay, to be ſure! You wou'd prefer one who is 


likely to leave a long Retinue behind him, to one who has had 


never ſo many glorious Anceſtors before him ; and be ſooner- 
enamoured of a fine Coat, than a fine Coat of Arms. Hearkee, 
Huſſy, moſt of theſe fine Fellows are but mere Snails, they 
carry their all upon their Backs; and yet it is as difficult to keep 
our Wives and Daughters from the one, as our Fruit from the 
Other. 

Hel. Do you think ſo, Sir? I have heard there is not a more 
dangerous Place than a China-Shop; take Care my Aunt does 
not bring one home in a Jar, and then you may chance to ſee 
it pop forth its Horns, on the Top of your Cabinet. 

Sir Poſ. [ Aide.) Ha! I muſt own, 1 do not like theſe Morn- 
ing Rambles. 

Hel. Lookee, Sir, I can make Diſcoveries to you; and ſince 
my Aunt has falſely accuſed me with being the Occafion of 
Sir Apiſp's Behaviour to-day, I will tell you out of Revenge 
what I would never have told you out of Love. In ſhort, my 
Aunt has — 

Sir Poſ. How! what? | 

Hel. Planted ſomething that will branch to Maturity in leſs 
than a hundred Years, ha, ha, ha! She has ſet a modern Front 
upon your old Tabernacle, ha, ha, ha I hear the Coach ſtop 
this Moment. Step, but into that Cloſet, and you ſhall hear her 
convict herſelf.— P11 bring her to Confeſſion. 

Sir Poſ. [ Aſide.] Hum! methinks, I grow ſuſpicions. 
Hel. Nay, nay, nay, if you don't accept the Tryal, 1 ſhall 
proclaim you dare not. 

Sir Peſ. Lookee, Huſſy, if you wrong my Lady, by the Right 
Hand of the Traps! | 

Hel. Any, any Puniſhment. But fly, ſhe's juſt here. 


— — 


SCENE II. 


Lady TRAP, HELENA. 


La. Trap. I am fatigued to death — Oh! your Servant, 
Miſs; but, perhaps I ought to ſay, Miſtreſs, your Husband may 
have changed your Title ſince I ſaw you. Hel. 


| fireſs Helena, [ am everlaſtingly youts. 
| F 
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Hel. And your Ladyfhip may have changed your Husband's 
Title But that Change has been made long ago. 

La. Trap. What do you mean, Madam? 

Hel. Ha, ha, ha! dear Aunt, the World knows the Uk of 
China-Shops, tho? Sir Poſitive does not. 

La. Trap. You ſeem to know, Madam, I think, more than 
is conſiſtent with your Years. 

Hel. And you ſeem to practiſe, Madam, more than is con- 
ſiſtent with yours. The Theory becomes my Age much better 
than the Practice does yours. 

La. Trap. Your Age! marry come up, you are always boaſt- 
ing of that Youth and Beauty which you have. 

Hel. That's more excuſable, than to boaſt of that Youth and 


Beauty which we have not. 


La. Trap. I know whom you refle on—— I thank my * 
indeed, I am no Girl; and as for Beauty, if my Glaſs be allow- 
ed a Judge : 

Hel. A very corrupt Judge; for a Glaſs is ſo e 2 
Thing, that it tells every Woman ſhe is a Beauty. O! it is the 
greateſt Flatterer in the World to our Faces, but the Reverſe in 
one thing; for it never diſparages us behind our Backs. 

La. Trap. Malapert Creature! A Girl is now- a- days no ſoon- 
er out of her Leading- ſtrings than ſhe ſets up for a Toaſt. And, 
as the Girls are Women before their Time, ſo the Men are Chil- 
dren all their Lives, for they will be devouring the green Fruit. 

Hel. And ſure, the green is preferable to the withered, Aunt. 
Come, come, Madam, you had better make me your Friend 
and Confident, for, if you declare War, I ſhall be able to en- 
liſt more Soldiers than you. But here's my Hand, and if you 


will let me into your Secrets, I'll give you the Honour of a 
Woman never to diſcloſe them. 


— ——— 


SCENE III. 


| To them, Sir APISH, MERITAL diguiſed 


4 Parſon. 


Sir Apiſh. Lady Trap, I am your molt obedient; ſweet Mi- 
La. Trap. 
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La. Trap. Sir Apiſp, your Behaviour this Morning ſtaggered 
us, but I am glad to find you are relapſed. 
Sir Apih, He, he, he! it was all a Jeſt, upon my Word; as 
1 queſtion not, but my future Behaviour will explain to that 
Lady. 


Hel. It has already explained you, Sir, to me, to be the great- 
eſt Jeſt in Nature. 

La. Trap. Sir Apiſb, you know too much of the World to re- 
gard a young Lady's Coyneſs, and I aſſure you, Sir, it is all af- 
fected; for ſhe is ever repeating your Name, even in her 
Sleep. Don't bluſh, Child; but you'll exuſe the Faults of Youth ; 
fhe will learn more Senſe.* | | | | 

Hel. I don't know whether you move my Anger, or my Pity 


moſt. But for that Thing there, I'd have him know, I ſcorn and 
deteit him, 


Sir Apiſo. I wou'd not have your Ladyſhip chagrin at my 


Bride's Expreſſion. For, I'll engage, we ſhall hate one another 
With as much good Breeding, as. any Couple under the Sun. 
Mer. Give me the Permiſſion to lead you, Madam. 

Sir Apiſh. [Apart to Lady Trap. ] If you wou'd leave Miſs a 
few Minutes with Mr. Parſon here, I wou'd engage for his 
Succeſs He is a noted Match- maker. 

La. Trap. Neice, pray be attentive to that reverend Gentle- 


man; he will convince you of your Errors — Come, Sir Apiſb, 


we'll take a Turn i in the Dining-room ; Sir Paſitive will not 
be long. l Apart to Sir Apiſh. 
[Theſe tuo Speeches ſpoke together.] 
Hel. LAſide.] Sir Poſitive is ſafe, I'm ſure, *till I give him an 
Opportunity to ſneak off, ſo I've a Reprieve at leaſt. 


KC 


— 
9 n 


SCENE IV. 


HELENA, MARITAL 
Hel. What gone Ko en, 
Mer. Be not frightned, dear Madam; for I have nothing of 


Sanctity, but the Maſque, I aſſure you. [ Diſcovering himſelf. 


Hel. believe it, nor offany other Virtue. 
Mer . 


eee eee — 
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Mer. Very prettily frowned I know ſome Ladies who 
have practiſed a Smile twenty Vears without becoming it 0 


well But, come, we have no Time to loſe. 
Hel. No, to upbraid you were loſs of Time, indeed, for the 


| Remonſtrances of an injured Woman have but little Weight 


with ſuch hardened Sinners. | 
Mer. Hum! the Sight of a Gown hes. not inſpired you, I 


hope; you don't intend to preach, but if you do, the Wedding, 


you know, is always before the Sermon, — which is one of the 
chief Things wherein Hanging and Matrimony diſagree. [ Aſide. 

Hel. Mr. Merital, I liked your Raillery well enough whilſt 1 
believed you innocent. But as that Gayety in Dreſs, which 
gives a Bloom to Beauty, ſhews Deformity in its worſt Light; 
ſo that Mirth and Humour which ate vaſtly amiable in the Inno- 
cent, look horrid in the Guilty. 

Mer. Are you really, in eatneſt, Child? 

Hel. That Queſtion ſurprizes me, when you know I was Wit 


neſs to your laſt Night's Adventure. : 
Mer. Faith, my Dear, I might have been more juſtly furpti: 
ſed, that yon ſhould make me an Aſſignation, and ſend your 


Aunt to keep it. 
Hel. I make you an Aſſignation! P11 never ſee you more. 
Mer. Turn, mighty Conquereſs, turn your Eyes this Way, 
And hear, at once, your Prieſt and Lover pray. 
In vain, by Frowns, you wou'd the World ſubdue, ; 
For when, with all your Might, you've knit your Brow, & 
Your Grand-mother mote Wrinkles has than you. 
Ha, ha, ha! don't put on thoſe ſevere Looks, dear Helena; good 
Humour ſets off a Lady's Face more than Jewels. 

Hel. T wiſh my Looks had the Power to blaſt you. 

Mer. No, no, Madam, I have a ſort of Armour called Com- 
mon-ſenſe that's Frown-proof, I aſſure you; your, Smiles may 
melt, but your Frowns will never pierce it. What, to make 
me an Aſſignation with your own Hand, then ſend your Aunt 
for a Proxy ? My Good-nature, indeed, gave it the Turn of a 
T'ryal, — tho? ſhe was a fitter Object to try my Vigour than 


my Conſtancy. [ Half Aſide. 
Hel. I write to you Yeſterday ? 
F 4 Mer, 
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Mer. Why, I cannot ſay, poſitively, it was you; for I begin 
to think myſelf in Don Quixotte's Caſe, and that ſome wicked 
Enchanters have tranſmographied my Dulcinea. I'Il leave it to 


your own Judgment, whether you are not a little altered ſince 


you writ this. [Shews à Letter. 


Hel. Ha! the Letter 1 copied before my Aunt ! then I've 


wronged him, indeed. Unheatd-of Baſeneſs !---- Mr. Merital, 
E my Suſpicions have been too ill grounded; but for your 

eproaches, Sir 

Mer. Nay, if there be a Myſtery in it, and I am guilty of un- 
deſerved Reproaches, your Juſtice cannot, ſhall not pardon me, 
till I have attoned for it with a ten Years Service; Yet, impute 
what I have ſaid to the Sincerity of my Love; my Paſſions ſim- 
pathize with yours, and if one wild Delufion has poſſeſſed us, 
let us partake the equal Joy of its Diſcovery. 

Hel. That Diſcovery is too long to be made now, but there 
is a Riddle in that Letter which will ſurpriſe you. 

Mer. Let then thoſe lovely Eyes re- aſſume their Sweetnels, 
and, like pure Gold, riſe brighter from the Flames. 

Hel. Well, well, you know your, own Terms, a ten Years 
Siege, and then 

Mer. Ah! but will not the Garriſon be ſtarved in that long 
Time? and I ſhall ſnut it up with a very cloſe Blockade So 
you had beſt ſurrender now on honourable Conditions. 

Hel. Well, but you'll allow the Garriſon to make a Sally 
firſt Sir Poſitive, Uncle, ha, ha, ha! Come and help me to 
laugh—— The ſame worthy Gentleman who came after your 


Wife laſt Night, is now come after your Neice. 


* 


8 CEN E v. 
To them, Sir POSITIVE from the Cloſet. 


Sir Poſ. A brave Girl, a very brave Girl! Why, why, why, 


what a Pox do you want here, Sir? 


Hel. Bleſs me, how he ſtares! I wonder he is not confin - 


ed: Fam afraid he will take away ſome - body's Life. 


Sir Poſ. 
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Sir Poſ. I believe his Intention is to give ſome- body Life; ſuch 
as he oftner encreaſe Families than diminiſh them. 

Hel. Or, perhaps, the poor Gentleman is an itinerant Preach- 
er. Did you come to preach to us, Sir? 

Mer. Do you take me for the Ordinary of Bedlam, Madam? 
Was I to reaſon with you, it ſhou'd be by the Doctrine of Fire 
and Faggot. 

Hel. Say you ſo! N. ay then, I believe, Uncle, he is a Popiſ 
Inquiſitor. 

Sir Poſ. An Inquiſitor after Fortunes, 1 ſuppoſe. Ah! Sir, 
is not that your pious Errand? Vou are one of the a 
ciety of Fortune-hunters? Eh! 

Hel. P11 ſecure his 22 Garb among the Trophies 
of « our Family. 


SCENE VI. 


Sr POSITIVE, MERIT AL. 
Sir Poſ. Well, Sir, and pray have you any Pretenſions to my 
Neice? Where's your Eſtate, Sic? what's your Title, Sir? what's 


your Coat of Arms? Does your Eſtate lie in Terrd Firma, or 


in the Stocks? | | 

Mer. In a Stock of Aſſurance, Sir. My Caſh is all Braſs, 
and I carry it in my Forehead, for fear of Pick-pockets. 

Sir Poſ. Are there no Guardian to be cheated, no Cuckolds 
to be made, but Sir Poſitive Trap? I'd have you know, Sir, there 
has not been a Cuckold OT the Traps, ſince they were a 
Family. 

Mer. That is, Sir, I ſuppoſe, a tacite Inſinuation, that you 
are the firſt of your Family. | 

Sir Poſ. You are ignorant as well as impudent. The firſt of 
my Family ! The whole World knows, that neither I, nor my 
Father before me, have added one foot of Land to our Eſtate ; 
and my Grand · father ſmoaked his Pipe in the fame ealy Chair 
that I do. 


Mer. Very likely. And what then? 


Sir Paſ. What then? Why, then there's the Door, and then 1 
EY . deſite 
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Mer. Why, I cannot ſay, poſitively, it was you; for I begin 
to think myſelf in Don Qzix0zte's Caſe, and that ſome wicked 


Enchanters have tranſmographied my Dulcinea. Þ11 leave it to 


your own Judgment, whether you are not a little altered fince 
you writ this. [Shews a Letter. 

Hel. Ha! the Letter I copied before my Aunt ! then I've 
wronged him, indeed. Unheard-of Baſeneſs !---- Mr. Merital, 
perhaps my Suſpicions have been too ill grounded; but for your 
Reproaches, Sir— 

Mer. Nay, if there be a Myſtery in it, and I am guilty of un- 
deſerved Reproaches, your Juſtice cannot, ſhall not pardon me, 
till I have attoned for it with a ten Years Service; Vet, impute 
what I have ſaid to the Sincerity of my Love; my Paſſions ſim- 
pathize with yours, and if one wild Deluſion has poſſeſſed us, 
let us partake the equal Joy of its Diſcovery. 

Hel. That Diſcovery is too long to be made now, but there 
is a Riddle in that Letter which will ſurpriſe you. 

Mer. Let then thoſe lovely Eyes re- aſſume their Sweetneſs, 
and, like pure Gold, riſe brighter from the Flames. 

Hel. Well, well, you know your, own Terms, a ten Years 
Siege, and then 

Mer. Ah! but will not the Garriſon be ſtarved in that long 
Time? and I ſhall ſnut it up with a very cloſe Blockade So 
you had beſt ſurrender now on honourable Conditions. 

Hel. Well, but you'll allow the Garriſon to make a Sally 
firſt—— Sir Poſitive, Uncle, ha, ha, ha! Come and help me to 
laugh The ſame worthy Gentleman who came after your 
Wife laſt Night, is now come after your Neice. 


SCENE v. 
To them, Sr POSITIVE from the Cloſer. 


b———— 


Sir Poſ. A brave Girl, a very brave Girl! Why, why, why, 


what a Pox do you want here, Sir? 


Hel. Bleſs me, how he ſtares! I wonder he is not confin 


ed: Pam afraid he will take away ſome-body's Life. 
Sir Po. 
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Sir Poſ I believe his Intention is to give ſome- body Life; ſuch 
as he oftner encreaſe Families than diminiſh them. 

Hel. Or, perhaps, the poor Gentleman is an itinerant Preach- 
er. Did you come to preach to us, Sir? 

Mer. Do you take me for the Ordinary of Bedlam, Madam? 
Was I to reaſon with you, it ſhou'd be by the Doctrine of Fire 
and Faggot. 

Hel. Say you ſo! Nay then, I believe, Uncle, he is a Popiſb 
Inquiſitor. | 

Sir Poſ. An Inquiſitor after Fortunes, 1 ſuppoſe. Ah! Sir, 
is not that your pious Errand? You are one of the Royal-So- 
ciety of Fortune-hunters? Eh! 

Hel. I'll ſecure his „ Garb among the Trophies 
of « our Family. 


SCENE VI. 


Sir POSITIVE, MERITAL. 

Sir Paſ. Well, Sir, and pray have you any Pretenſions to my 
Neice? Where's your Eſtate, Sit? what's your Title, Sir? what's 
your Coat of Arms? Does your Eſtate lie in Terra Firma, or 
in the Stocks? | 

Mer. In a Stock of Aſſurance, Sir. My Caſh is all Braſs, 
and I carry it in my Forehead, for fear of Pick-pockets. 

Sir Poſ. Are there no Guardians to be cheated, no Cuckolds 
to be made, but Sir Poſitive Trap? I'd have you know, Sir, there 
has not been a Cuckold amonglt the Traps, ſince they were a 
Family. 

Mer. That is, Sir, I ſuppoſe, a tacite Inſi nen. that you 
are the firſt of your Family. 

Sir Poſ. You are ignorant as well as impudent. The firſt of 
my Family! The whole World knows, that neither I, nor my 
Father before me, have added one foot of Land to our Eſtate; 
and my Grand · father ſmoaked his Pipe in the ſame eaſy Chair 
that I do. 

Mer. Very likely. And what then? 

Sir Poſ. What then! Why, then there's the Door, and then I 

 &. delire 
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deſireyou'd go out. Upſtart, quotha! Sir Poſitive Trap an Up- 
ſtart ! I had rather be called Knave. I had rather be the firſt 
Rogue of a dd Family, than the firſt haneſt Man of a bad 
One. 

Mer. Indeed! 

Sir Poſ. Ay, indeed; for do not we upbraid the Son, whoſe 
Father was hanged? whereas, many a Man who deſerves to be 
hanged, was never upbraided in his whole Life. | 

Mer. Oons ! how am I jilted ! | [Afide. 
Lookee, Sir Poſitive, to be plain, I did come hither with a De- 
ſign of inveigling your Neice, but ſhe ſhall now die a Maid for 
me. I impoſed on Sir Apiſo, as I wou'd have done on you, but 
you ſee I have failed, ſo you may ſmoak on in your eaſy Chair, 
Sir Trap. 

Sir Poſ. So, ſo, I began to ſuſpect Sir Apiſh was in the 2255 
but I'm glad to find my Miſtake. 


5 


8 


SCENE VII. 


Sir POSITIVE, L ady TRAP. 
Sir Poſ. O my dear Lady, are you come? I have ſuch a Dif- 


covery! ſuch a rare Diſcovery! you will ſo hug me 


La. Trap. Not ſo cloſe as you do your Diſcovery, my Dear, 
—— But where's Helena ? 

Sir Poſ. He, he, he, Rogue! Conjurer | My Lady's a Con- 
jurer! why, *tis about her I am going to diſcover. But where's 


the Baronet ? 
La. Trap. He waits below with his Chaplain. 


Sir Pof. His Chaplain ! ha, ha, ha! 'tis a Rogue in the Chap- 
lain's Habit; the wild young Spark that has haunted my Neice 
ſo long. 

La, Trap. How! 

Sir Poſ.: Ay, and he is ſtole off without his Diſguiſe, which 
the Girl has ſecured as a Trophy of her Victory. 

La. Trap. Cheated! ruin'd! undone! 

Sir Poſ. Ha! what? 

La. Trop. 
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La. Trap. She is gone, ſhe is loſt — without there — ſhe's 
gone, I fay, and we are cheated. 
Sir Poſ. How, by the Right Hand of the Traps. a 
La. Trap. By the wrong Head of the Traps. I thought what 


ur Diſcovery wou'd be. Where's Sir Apiſh 2 


[To 4 Servant entring. 
Serv. Gone out with his Chaplain, and another . 
Madam. 


La. Trap. Purſue them, purſue them. 


Sir Poſ. Get down my broad Sword and Bandaliers, and Sir 
Gregory's Blunderbuſs. Fly, fly. 


SCENE VIII. 
S EN E, The Piazza. 
MALVIL, meeting CAT CHIT Maſqaed. 
Malv, So, I find ſhe's exact to her Aſſignation. Well en- 
countred, Madam; what, I ſuppoſe Tam not the Game you 
look for. O thou perfidious, falſe, diſſembling Woman. Nay, 


do not offer to ſtir, for you are betray'd, and by all the Powers 
of Love you've wronged, I will expoſe you: Come, unmaſque, 


unmaſque this inſtant, or 


Catch. [unmaſquing]l proteſt, you are very rude, Mr. Malvil, 
I wou'd ot be ſeen here for the World. 


Malu. Ha! now I thank my Stars, indeed, Thou vile Intri- 


guer, forge ſome Lie to excuſe thyſelf in an Inſtant, or it fhall 
be thy laſt. 


Catch, O lud! you will frighten me into Fits. 
Malv. Come, confeſs, how came you here? by what Means 


did Wiſemore get my Letter? confeſs all, and if I find you faul - 


tering in one Syllable, I'll cram it down your Throat with my. 
Sword. | 


Catch. O lud! I.— 1. —L—— 


Mal. What, you belied Vermilia in all you ſaid ? ſpeak—you 
belied her, I ſay ? 


Catch. O! O! but will you pardon me then? | 
F 4 Malu. 
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Malv. Speak the Truth, I will pardon you; but if I ever diſ- 
cover the leaſt Falſhood in what you now tell me, if you had a 
thouſand Lives, you ſhou'd forfeit them. 

Catch. Why then, indeed, it was all falſe; She never Laid a a 
kind thing of Mr. Merital, in her Lite and and. ſo when 
you gave me the Letter, I ſuſpected what it was, and ſo I car- 


ried it to my Miſtreſs, and Lady Mazchleſs being by, ſhe took it, 


and ſealed, and ſent it to Mr. and ſo my Lady and ſhe 
went into the Park this Morning, and Lady Matchleſs made an 


Appointment in her Name, and wou'd have had her kept it, and 


me wou'd not—and ſo I was ſent. 

Malv. And how! — how did the Devil tempt you to belie 
her to me? 

Catch, O lud! Sir, it was not the Devil, indeed ; but you had 
often teazed, and promiſed me, if I word Kr your Rival; 
and, Heaven knows, you have none in the World. 

Malu. But on what Embaſly was you ſent hither ? 

Catch. Here's a Letter which, I believe, will tell you. But 
pray don't keep me, for we are all very buſy, my Lady Match- 
leſs is to be married in a Day or two to my Lord Formal. 

Malv. How! to my Lord Formal? | 

Catch. Yes, Sir. 

Malv. Well, tell her you delivered the Letter as you was or- 
dered. Don't mention a Word of me—Pe truſty now, and I'll 


forgive the paſt. 
Catch. I will, indeed, Sir.—— O lud! I ſhall not recover it 


this Week. 


<= WET 
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SCE NE = 
MALVIL, WISEMORE. 
Malv. Wiſemore, moſt opportunely arrived. I find you are 


more concerned in this Aſſignation than I imagined, as this will 
explain to you. 


5 Wiſemore takes the Letter and reads. 
ir, 


Da will be ſurprized at the News of ſo ſudden a : Conqueſt, but, 
| hope, that Surprize will be an agreeable ane, when you know it is 


od 


Www vw © @@- 


LOVE in ſeveral Maſques-. 73 


ever a Woman of a conſiderable Fortune; and if ſeven thouſand a ear 
can make me as acceptable to Mr. Wiſemore, as his Virtue renders 
him lovely to me, I fhall meet with a favourable Anſwer , for 
which the Meſſenger who brings you this, will attend an Hour af 
ter the Delivery. Tours "till then, 


Incognita. 
Fa 8. I am glad I can inform you, that my Rival is this * 


20 be married to another. 


How received you this Letter? 

Malo. From the very Perſon who convey'd you mine. 

Wiſem. O Malvil, I find myſelf concerned, indeed, and, I 
fear, fatally. 

Malo. J am ſorry to be the Meſſenger of ill News — but I 
juſt now heard your Miſtreſs is carrying on a Treaty with one 
of the greateſt Coxcombs in Town. 

Wiſem. There is but one Way, and I muſt beg your imme- 
diate Aſſiſtance. I have contrived a Stratagem to convince her 
of the mercenary Views of her pretended Admirers. 

Malv. But do you draw any of your Fears from that Letter? 
for I have very good Reaſon to believe it came from Lady 
Matcbleſs. | 

 Wiſem. Impoſſible! | 

Malv. I am confident it did. 

Wiſem. By Heav'n, thou haſt revived a Spark of Hope. 

Malv. And Lovers muſt nurſe up feeble, Infant Hopes 'till 


they grow big, and ripen into certain Joys. 


Wiſem. I will do ſo: For I have always looked on * as 
on a Sea, whoſe Latitude no one ever diſcovered, and therefore 


Like Mariners, without the Compaſs toſt, 
We may be near our Port, when we eſteem it loſt. 


SCENE 


1 
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SCENE X. 
ScENE Lady Matchleſs's Houſe. 


Loy MATCHLESS, Lord FORMAL, Sir APISH, 


VERMILIA, and RATTLE. 


La. Match. I hope, the Sincerity which I have diſcovered in 
your Lordſhip's Paſſion, and the glorious Character you bear in 
the World, will excuſe my eaſy Conſent. 


L. Form. I wou'd not be ſo ill-bred as to bluſh, but your La- 


dyſhip's Compliments have, really, raiſed an inordinate F — 
in my Cheeks. 

Ferm. Why, my Dear, this will be a Surprize to the Town, 
indeed. 

Rattle. Pm ſure it is no agreeable one to me, [A/ide.]J — 
Why, Widow, do you intend to leave me in the Lurch? 

Sir Apiſp. And me in the Lurch too, Madam? I aſſure you, 
Fhave refuſed a great Fortune on your Account. Has your La- 
dyſhip forgot your Declaration Yeſterday * _ 

La. Match. Yeſterday ! O Unpolite ! are you ſo converſant in 
the Beau-Monde, and don't know that Women, like Quickſil- 
ver, are never fixed *till they're dead? 


Rattle. Agad, they are more like Gold, I think, for they are 
never fixed but by Droſs. | [ Aſide. 


— as. 
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SCENE XI. 
T» them, MERITAL, HELENA. 


Hel. Dear Couſin Matcbleſs * 


La. Match. My Dear, this is very kind; being earlier with me 

than my ExpeQation, is a double Favour. 

Mer. It may be called a double Favour, Madam, for you are 
partly obliged for it to your humble Servant. 

La. Match. How's this, Helena ? 


Het. 
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Hel. 1 don't know, Couſin; I was weary of my old Guar- 
dian, I think, and ſo I choſe a new one. 

Mer. Yes, Madam, and we preferred the Church to the 
Chancery, to ſave Expences. 

La. Match. O it was a moſt commendable Prudence. So you 
are married — Well, give you Joy, good People =— But, 
methinks, you ſhou'd nat have made your Guardian your Heir. 
{To Helena.) No wiſe Perſon ever ſuffered an Heir to be Tru- 
ſtee to his own Eſtate. 

Mer. Not *till at Years of Diſcretion, Madam; and, Pm ſurs, 
the Men ſhou'd be That when they marry. 

La. Match. And the Women too, or they never will. 

Hel. Why ſo, Couſin? 

La. Match. Becauſe it's probable, they may ſoon after run 
mad. You ſee, my Lord, I have not the higheſt Notions of a 
married State, therefore, you may be ſenſible how high an Opi- 
nion I mult entertain of your ”— which can perſuade me 
to it. 

Mer. Do you intend to follow: c our Execaple, Lady Matchleſs ? 

Rattle. | can bear no longer. Lookee, my Lord, if N N 
mony be your Play, Fighting muſt be your Prologue. | 

[ Apart to L. Poult: 

L. Form. He, he, he! Mr. Rattle, Fighting is more common- 


ly the Epilogue to that Play. 


Rattle. Damn your Joke, Sir, either walk out with me, or 
T ſhall uſe you ill. | LAtart. 

L. Form. Then you will ſhew your Ill- breeding, and give me 
an Opportunity of diſplaying my Gallantry, by ſacrificing the At- 
front to the Preſence of the Ladies. 

Mer. Fie, fie, Gentlemen, let us have no Quarrels, pray. 

Rattle. *Sdeath! Sir, but we will; I ſhall not reſign my Mi- 
ſtreſs, Sir. 

Sir Apiſp. Nor I neither; and ſo, Madam, if you don't ſtand 
to your Promiſe, I hope, you'll give me Leave to ſue you for it. 

La. Match. I have told you already that a Lady's Promiſe is 
an Inſet which, naturally, dies almoſt as ſoon as it is born. 


SCENE 
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SCENE XII. 


To them, WISEMORE in à Serjeant's Gows, bis Hat over 


his Ears. 


Wiſem. Pray which is the Lady Matchleſs? 

La. Match. Have you any Buſineſs with me, Sir? 

L. Form. This muſt be a very ill-bred Gentleman, or he 
wou'd not come before ſo much good Company with his Hat 
ON. [ Afede. 


Wiſem. It concerns an Affair, Madam, which will be ſoon 


ſo publick, that I may declare it openly. There is one Mr. Joba 
Matchleſs, who, being Heir-at-Law to your Ladyſhip's late 
Husband, intends to proſecute his Right, which, as his Coun- 
cil, out of a particular Regard to your Ladyſhip, 1 ſhall farther 
let you know, I am perſuaded we ſhall make Good — and, 
Pm afraid, it will touch you very ſenſibly. 

La. Match, My Couſin Fohn Matchleſs, Heir-at-Law to Sir 
William! I wou'd not have you be under any Apprehenſion, on 
my Account, good Sir; I am afraid he has a better Right to Bed- 
lam, than my Eſtate. 

Mer. Be not concerned, Madam; a Declaration of a Title i is 
not, always, a Proof. 


Perm. 5 We condole you, heartily, my Dear, on this bad 


Hel. News. 


La. Match. Ladies, I thank you for your kind Concern, but 


do aſſure you it gives me none. 

Wiſem. J am ſenſible you will find your Error, my Clerk 
will be here immediately with the Ejectment. 

L. Form. I perceive the Reaſon of her Ladyſhip' $ Haſte to be 
married. [ Afide. 

La. Match. What can this mean! I know my Title to be ſe- 
cure, it muſt be ſome trumped-up Cheat; and Pl! try to divert 
the Chagrin of my Friends, by a Tryal of my Lovers, whom, I 
already know, I ſhall find guilty. _ [ A/ede. 

Well, as moſt Misfortunes bring their Allay with them, ſo 
this Diſpute of my Eſtate will give me an Opportunity to diſtin- 
guiſh the Sincerity of a Lover, [ Looks on Formal. 
L. Form. 
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L. Form. He, he, he! it has always been my good Fortune 
to conduce to the Entertainment of the Ladies, and, I find, your 


Ledge has a molt .inexhauſtible Vein of Raillery. 


La. Match. Raillery, my Lord ! | 

L. Form. Ah! Madam, it were an unpardonable Vanity i in me 
to eſteem it otherwiſe. It wow'd be contrary to all the Rules of 
Good-manners for me to offer myſelf up at the Shrine of your 
Beauty. Ah! *tis a Sacrifice worthy a higher Title than mine. 
Indeed, I have ſome Thoughts of purchaſing, which when I do, 


I ſhall throw myſelf at your Feet in Raptures ; but *till then, I 


am, with the greateſt Diſtance, Madam, your Ladyſhip's moſt ob- 
ſequious humble Servant. 

Rattle. Why, indeed, I think all Raillery is unſeaſonable OR 
ſo ſerious an Occaſion; therefore, to drop the Jeſt, Dear Widow, 
I do aſſure you all that has paſſed between us has been mere Gal- 
lantry, for I have been long ſince engaged to a Widow Lady in 
the City. 

Sir Apiſh. And to ſhew you, Madam, that no Slights from 
you can leſſen my Affection, 1 do entirely TIN all Freten- 
tions to any Promiſe e 


\ } ——_— * : 11 


SCENE XII. 
To them, MALVIL. 


Malv. Where, where's my injured Miſtreſs? where's 42 6855 
6a? O ſee, at your Feet, the moſt miſerable of Mankind. 

Ferm. What mean you, Sir? 

Male. Think not I wou'd extenuate, no, I come to void 
out my Crimes, to paint them in the utmoſt Caſt of Horror, to 
court, not fly the Severity of Juſtice; for Death's to me a Bleſ- 
fing : Ah! my Friend's Blood cries out for Vengeance on me; 
and Jealouſie, Rage, Madneſs and falſe Honour ſtand ready 
Witneſſes againſt me.— [ Zo Vermil. ] Of you, Madam, I am to 
beg a Pardon for your wronged Innocence. — [To La. Match.] 
But to you I have a harder Task : To implore it, for having de- 
prived you of the beſt of Lovers, whoſe dying Sighs were loaded 


with your Name — Yes, the laſt Words your Wiſemore ut- 


tered, 
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tered, were to implore _ Bleflings on you; your M iſemore,; 
whom this raſh, this fatal Hand has flain. | 
[Lady Matchleſs fiuks into the Arms of Vermilid. 
Mer. Help, help! She faints! 
- fel. A Glaſs of Water, the Harts-horn immediately. 
Rattle. Ruſtick's dead then, Hey? Poor Rultick ! . 
' Perm. How do you, Dear? 

La. Match. O! I ſhall rave, my frantick Brain will butt; and 
did he bleſs me With his lateſt Breath? he ſhould have curſed me 
rather, for I alone am Guilty, Oh ! I have wildly played away 
his Life — Then take my Fortune all, ſince he is gone, td re- 
ward whoſe Merit I only valued Riches. But now farewel Coti- 
tent, Greatneſs, Happineſs, and all the Sweets of Life — — 
I'n ſtudy to be miſerable. 

l iſem. O never, never; be bleſſed as Love and Life and 1 Hap: 
pineſs can make you de bleſſed as I am now. 


[Diſcovering himſelf, aud running to her. 
La. Match. And art thou then my Wiſemore ? 


[Aer a long Passe. 

IViſem. And do I live to hear you call me yours? O my 
Heart's Joy! my everlaſting Bliſ ! 

La. Match. And can you generouſly forgive? 

IWiſem. O name it not, but ſwear you never will revoke what 
you have ſaid. 

La. Match. O would I had Worlds to vive thee, for all the 
1 I can beſtow is nothing to the Merit of your Love. 

Wiſem. My Heart o'erflows with Raptures. Oh! my tender 
Love, now do I live, indeed 

Mer. Why after theſe high F lights, Ned, I am afraid ane 
you Joy will be too low a Phraſe. 

Wiſem. Dear Merital, I thank you. But here am I eternally 
indebted ; for I ſhall always attribute my Happineſs (next to this 
Lady) to your Friendſhip. [To Malvil. 

Malv. Be aſſured it gives me an equal — as if I had 
procured my own. 

Mer. I have known two Friends . juſt before cutting 
1 Throats; but, I believe, * are the firſt who ever embraced 

er it. 


Rattle, 


6. 
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Rattle. Formal. © [Shrepifoly. 
L. Form. By my Title, I am perfectly amated. 
Sir Apiſp. We are all bit, Agad ! * Aid. 


Mer. Come, Harry, put the beſt Face you can on the Mat- 
ter, tho' I know you have a little Chagrin in your Heart —— 
As for his Lordſhip, the Lady may be a Widow again before 
he gets his Title — and my Friend Sir Ap: has refuſed a ve- 
ry fine Lady this Morning before. 

Sir Apiſh. Yes, I had two Strings. to my Bow, both Goldea 
ones, Agad! and both cracked. 

Perm. Dear Matchleſs, this ſudden Revolution of your For- 


tune has ſo amazed me, that I can hardly recover myſelf to con- 


gratulate you on it. 

La. Match. Well, but I hope, you will not ſee your Friend 
embarqued on a ſecond Voyage, and heſitate at undertaking the 
firſt. 


Verm. If I were ſure my Voyage wou'd be as ſhort as yours 


has been; but Matrimony is too turbulent a Sea to be ventured 


on, in ſo light a Veſſel as every little Blaſt can overſet. 

Malv. Madam, when Mrs. Catchit has diſcovered the whole 
Affair to you, as ſhe has done to me, I doubt not but your 
Good nature will ſeal wy Pardon, fince Exceſs of Love cauſed 
the Offence. 

La. Match. Nay, we mult all ſue. 


_ 8 All, all. 


— Well, to avoid ſo much Importunity, and to "how you 
the Power of a prevalent Example — In hopes of future A- 

mendment, Mr. Malvil, here — take my Hand. 

Malv. O my faireſt, ſofteſt, I have no Words to n my 
Gratitude, or my Love. 

Lerm. Pray let them be both underſtood then; for we have 
had ſo many Raptures already, _ mult be bot a dull Repe- 
tition. 

L. Form. When it is in vain to ſtrive againſt the Stream, all 
well-bred Men fail with it. I [Afede. 

Ladies, I beg Leave to preſume to advance with my Compli- 
ments of Congratulation on this glorious Occaſion. I muſt 

| | 4 OWN 
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own your Ladyſhip's Choice has ſomething novel in it, but, by 
the SanQion of ſo great an Authority, I don't queſtion, but it 
may be reconciled with the Rules of conſummate Good-bree- 
ding. 

805 Apiſp. I am always his Lordſnip s Second. Ladies; I * 
tily wiſn you Joy, upon my Word. 

Rattle. And ſo do I, Widow. — This Fellow will be 
poiſoned before the Honey- Moon's out. Sy [Afide. 


* 


SCENE hee. 


Sir POSITIVE TRAP, Lady TRAP, Lady MATCH- 
LESS, Lord FORMAL, VERMILIA, HELENA, 
WISEMORE, MALVIL, MERITAL, RATTLE, 
Sir APISH SIMPLE. 


Sir Poſ. O Couſi in, I am undone, and ruined ! ! The Traps 
are abuſed, diſgraced, diſhonoured ! 
La. Match. What's the Matter, Sir Paſitive? 
Sir Poſ. I am undone, my Neice is loſt and ruined. 
Hel. I had been ſo, Sir, but for the Interpoſition of a wor- 
thy Gentleman here. 
Mer. It is, indeed, my happy Fate to be — 


Sir Poſ. Is it ſo? is it ſo? and I believe this will be your hap- 


py Fate. [Pointing to his Neck.) She is an Heireſs, and you 
are guilty of Felony, and ſhall be hanged, with the whole Com- 
pany, your Abettors. 


L. Form, T his Gentleman muſt have had a barbarous Educa- 


tion. [ Aſede. 
Mer. Lookee, Madam, as you expect that what has paſſed 
between us ſhall be. kept ſecret — [20 Lady Trap. 


La. Trap. [To Mer.] I underſtand you — Sir Poſitive, be 
appeaſed, and leave this Matter to me. 

Sir Poſ. I am calm. 

La. Match. My Couſin, Sir, is married to a Gentleman of 
Honour, and one who, I doubt not, loves her — By your Re- 
ſentment, you will call your Conduct not hers into Queſtion. 

Sir Poſ. Then you have been her Adviſer, I ſuppoſe? 


6 La. 
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La. Match. If I have, Couſin, you cannot be angry, ſince it 
is an Advice I am like to follgw myſelf. 
Sir Pof. Why, what, are you going to be married again? 1 
Wiſem. Sir Poſitive, [ hope ſhortly to be your Relation. | 
Sir Pof. That's more than Ido, Sir, till 1 know your Name | 
and Family. | 
Wiſem. You ſhall both, Sir. My Name is Hiſemore. | 
Sir Poſ. Wiſemore ! Wiſemore! Why it is a good Name | 
but I thought that Family had been extinct.— Well, Couſin, | 
I am glad to ſee you have not married a Snuff-Box. | 
La. a eh. To ꝑerfect the Good: Humour of: the Company, 
(and ſince Dinner is not yet, ready, Il entertain you with a Song 
which was ſent me by an unknown Hand. Is Mr. Hlembem bl 
.:there? Sir, if you. milpblige us. — and Ladies, pleaſe h 
to ſit. | 


J. j 
| Te Nympbs of Britain, to whoſe ̊ Eyes | 
1 The World ſubmits-the glorious Prize l 
| -0f Beauty to be due; 

Ab! guard it with aſſiduous Care, 
Let neither Flattery enſuare, 
Nor Wealth your Hearts ſubaue. 
"i 
Old Bromio's rant d among 88 B eaus; 
| Young Cynthio ſaljtary goes, 
Unbeeged, by: the Fair | 
Ark you then auhat bis Preference gives? 
3 Six Flanders Mores tbe former dri ver, 
N The latter but 4 Pair. 
| III. 
| Let meaner things be bought and ſold, 1 
| Bat Beauty never truck'd for Gold; | 
I Te Fair, your Value prove: 
And fince the World's a Price too low, 
Like Heaven, your Ecſtaſies beſtow 
On Conſlancy and _—_ 


IV. Bat 
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IV. 
B ut ſtill, ye generous Maids, beware, 
Since Hypocrites to Heaven there are 
| And to the Beauteous too: 
Do mot too eaſily confide, 
Let every Lover well be try d, 
And well reward the True. 


The CO MP ANY advance. 


Viſem. The Song is not without a Moral — And now, La- 
dies, I think myſelf bound to a ſolemn Recantation of every 
Slander I have thrown upon your Sex: For I am convinc'd, 
that our Complaints againſt you, flow generally, (if not always) 
more from our Want of Merit, than your Want of Juſtice. 


For when vain Fools, or Fops, your Hearts purſue, 

To ſuch, the Charming Prize is never due. 

But when the Men of Senſe their Paſſions prove, 

You ſeldom fail rewarding em with Love: 

Juſtly on them, the Fair their Hearts beſtow, 
Since they, alone, the Worth of Virtue know. 
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Spoken by Miſs ROBINSON, jun. 


O UR Author, full of Sorrow, and Repentance, 
Has ſent me here, to mitigate bis Sentence. 
To you tremendous Criticks in the Pit, 

Hho on his firſs Offence in Judgment ſit“ 

He pleads —— Oh gad how Terrible bis Caſe is 


For my Part, I am frighten'd by your Faces. 


Think on his Touth it is bis firſt Eſſay 3 

Fle may, in Time, perhaps Attonement pay, 
I but Repriev'd this Execution- Day | 
Methinks I ſee ſome Elder Critick riſe, 


- 


Aud darting furious Fuſtice from his Eyes, | 
Cry, . Zounds! What means the Brat? why all this 


&« hat are his Youth, and Promiſes tous? | Fuſs? 
% For ſhou'd we from Severity refrain, 


« Fe ſoon ſhou'd have the Coxcomb here again. 
ce And, Brothers, ſuch Examples may invite, 
& HA thouſand other ſenſeleſs Rogues to write / 


$ 


From you then —— ye Toupets — he hopes Defence: 


You'll not condemn him 
Hhat, now you'll ſay, I warrant, with a Sneer, 
&« He's choſe too young an Advocate, my Dear /! 
Zet boaſt not ( for if my own Strength I know) 
Jam a Match ſufficient for a Beau! 

Laſtly, to you ye Charmers, he applies, 
For in your tender Boſoms Mercy lies, 
As certain, as Deſtruction in your Eyes, 
Let but that lovely Circle of the Fair, 
Their Approbation, by their Smiles declare, 


Then, let the Criticks, Damn him — if they dare. 


FINIS 


for his Want of Senſe —— 
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Non aliter, quam 12 auen vis Flumine Lale | | 
| Remigiis ſubigit. Virg. Georg. | 
Indignor quidquam reprebendi, non quia eraſed d | 
Compoſitum, * Pg; u quia Nobis. 

Hor. Art. Poet. 
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% The MUSICAL MISCELLANY: being a COLLECTION 
of CHOICE SONGS, ſet to the VIOLIN — FLUTE, by 
the moſt Eminent MASTERS, | 3 


\ 


- The May that hath no Muſick in 1 1 
And is not mov'd with Concord of ſweet Sounds; 


Is fit for Treaſons, Stratagems, and Spoils.  Shakeſpear. 


Printed by and for J. Watts, at the, Printing-Office in Wild- Court near 


Lincoln's- Inn - Fields, and Sold by the Bookſellers both of Town and 
Country. 


Nov. 12, 1729. This Day was publiſh'd 
The THIRD and FOURTH VOLUMES of 
% The MUSICAL MISCELLANY; Being a Collection of 
CHOICE SONGS and LYRICK POEMS: With the BASSES 
to each Tune, and Tranſpoſed' for the FLUTE. By the moſt Eminent 
Maſters, 

| Musicx's the Cordial of * Breaſt, Ze 
Ihe Ghreſt Remedy that Grief cin And 1611 

The gentle Spell that Charms our Cares to Reſt, 

And calms the cuffling Paſſions of the Mind. 


Printed by and for J. Watts, at the Printing: Office in Wild: Court near 
Lincoln's-Inn Fields, bn Sold by . Seth af Towtyand Country. 
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"$7 The FIFTH and SIXTH Volumes, which are defign'd to con« 


clude this COLLECTION; will 5 to the Preſs. very ſpeedily; there. 
I 


fore all GENTLEMEN and LADIES who are willingto Contribute 
any NEW SONGS to this Collection, are deſired to ſend em as-ſoon as 


poſſible, directed for John, Watts, and Care WE . taken\ dg have em fer 
to Muſick by the beſt, MAS TER s. 


N. B. ThoſePTE/CES which are come to Hand Gace the gniſhing the 


THIRD and FQUR TH. Volumes, ſhall be inſerted. in the E LET H 
and SIXTH, 
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January 16, 1729. 
In a few Days will be Publiſh'd, beautifully Printed, with a Curious 


FRONTISPIECE Deſign d by Mr. John Vanderbank, and Engrav'd 
© by Mr. Gerard Vandergucht, the Fifth Edition of 


IAT LETTERS of ABEL ARD and HELOISE. To which is 
prefix d. A Particular Account of their Lives, Anmurs, and Misfortunes, 
extracted chiefly from Monſieur BAY LE. Tranſlated from che French, 
by the late JOHN HUGRES, Eſq; And alſo, 


Tore Fourth Edition of 
, The FAIR CIRCASSIAN, a Dramatick' 8 done 
from the Original by a Gentleman-Commoner ot Oxford. To which are 


added ſeveral Occaſional Poems, by the ſame — Mo, Liber, 
il is in Urbem, Ovid. 
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Written by Mr. N A L Y H, and Spoken 
by Mr. GIF FAR D. 
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| AMOUR and Wit, in each politer Ir,, 
II Trinmbbant, tear'd the Trophies of 15 S242 - ies 
But only Farce, and. Shew, will now go dun, 1 
And Harlequin's the Darling of the Town. ' , / 
WII Bas tefig'd its old Pretence to Wit. 
And Beanx appear, where Criticks us'd to it. 
Button Hime, provot'd at Wit's Decline, 148554 
Now Lets his one and ſwears he'll Burn his Sign: 2 
Ab! ſhow alt others that on Wit depend, 3 ns 


Like him, Provok'd; like him, their Dealings end; 
Our Theatres might take th' Example too, 
And Players ftlarve Themfelots —— 45 Authors do. 


But, if the gay, the courtly World diſdain „ 
To hehr de Muſes and their Sons cum; 
Each injur'd Bard foall to this Refuge f,% ..* 
And find that Comfort, which the Great deny: _ 
SHall frau employ this Infant Stage, „ 44 1 
And boldly aim to wake a dreaming Age. igt: 2 
The Comick Muſe, in Smiles ſeverely gay, T 1 
Shall ſcoff at Vice, and laugh its Crimes away, __ i 
The Foibe of. Sorrow pier i Yun, Lays, - N 1 


” 


And claim your Tears, as the ſincereſt Praiſe. = | 

Merit, like Indian Gems, is ranely found, = 
Obſcure, "tis ſullied with the common Ground : J 
But when it blazes in the World's broad Eye, 1 | 
All own the Charms, they paſs'd unheeded by. | 
Be you the firſt i explore the Intent” Prize, v4 
And raiſe its YValuzs,. as its Beauties riſe. - = 
Convince that Town, which hoaſts its better Breeding, nf | 
That Riches — are not all that you exceed in. 1 
Merit, where-ever found, is ſtill the ſame, | 1 
And this our Stage may be the Road to Fame, 1 
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Sir Avarice Pedant, 


: * 


: : Mr. Colle 


Sir Harry an | Mr. Penkethman. | 
Wilding, Mr. Giffard. + 
Veromil, Mr. . Gifard.. 
Valentine, Mr. Williams. 
Pedant, | Mr. Bullock. 
Pincet, Mr. Berdin. 
W 0 M E N. 
Lady Lucy Pedant, Mrs. Giffard 
Lady Grayely, Mrs. Haughton, 
Bellaria, Mrs. Purden. 
Clariſſa, Mrs. Seal. 


Taylor, Perriuig- maler, Servants, &c. 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 


SCEN E, An Antichamber in Hir 
Avarice Pedant's Houſe, 


* 


Lady Lucy Pedant, Lady Gravely. 


Lady Lucy, entring in a Paſſion, followed by the 
1 $613 Lady Gravely. N 


JO more of your Lectures, dear Siſter. 
Muſt I be fatigu'd every Morning, with an 
odious Repetition of fulſome, dull, anti- 
quated Maxims, extracted from old Phi- 
loſophers and Divines, who no more 
practiſed what they wrote, than you 
practiſe what you read? Sure, never Woman had ſuch 
a Time on't! Berween a Husband mad with Ava- 
rice, a Son-in-Law mad with Learning, a Neice mad 
with Love — and a Siſter „ 

L. Gra. Ay, what am I? I'd be glad to know 
what I am. 5 | 
L. Lucy. The World knows what you are —— 

B L. Gra. 


l 


Wh, 1600 | 


* 
= —-{> 
=O 6 

<8 - 
3 k 


i 


— 


U 


7000 
2 


| 
Dd 
ks 


l 


* 22 


— — — — 


* — x — —_— 3 
— 


1 Pr 


— 


„ Pat 7 + 
+ 8 e 


3 —— — clir—s 3 —— — 


* CD: 
— 


wn 
— 


* 


— 


— 


& 22 2 — 
- 8838 — 


£ The TEMPLE BEA. 


L. Gra. How, Madam! —— the World knows no- 
thing of me. ES | : | 
IL. Lucy. It ſays it does; it talks of you very freely, 
Child. Firſt, that you are not fo young as you 
would ſeem; nor ſo handſom, or good as you do ſeem 
that your Actions are as much diſguiſed by your 
Words, as your Skin by Paint; that the Virtue in your 
Mouth, no more proceeds from the Purity of your 
Heart, than the Colour in your Cheeks does, from the 
Purity of your Blood. 
L. Gra. Very fine, indeed! | 

L. Lacy. That your Ardency to reprove the World 
is too often rank Envy; that you are not angry 
with the Deformities of the Mind, but the Beauries 
of the Perſon: For it is notorious, that you never 
ſpoke well of a handſome Woman, nor ill of an ugly 
one. 

L. Gra. Impudent Scandal! _ 1 

L. Lucy. That you rail at the Diverſions of the 
Town, for ſeveral Reaſons, but the Love of Good- 
neſs has nothing to do with any. Aſſemblies, be- 
cauſe you are very little regarded in them; Operas, 
becauſe you have no Ear; Plays, becauſe you have no 
Taſte; Balls, becauſe you can't dance: and laſtly — 
that you went to Church, twice a-day, a whole Year 
and half, becauſe—— you was in Love with the Par- 
ſon ; ha, ha, ha! | | 

L. Gra: As ill as that malicious Smile becomes you, 
1 am glad you put it on: For it convinces me, that 
what you have ſaid is purely your own Suggeſtion, 
which I know how to deſpiſe. Or, perhaps, you 
call a ſet of Flirts, the World: By ſuch a World, I 
would always be ſpoken ill of: 'The Slander of fome 
People, is as great a Recommendation, as the Praiſe 
of others. For one is as much hatred by the diſſolute 
World, on the ſcore of Virtue; as by the good, on 
that of Vice. Siſter, your malicious Invectives againſt 


Me, reflect on your ſelf only: 1 abhor the Motive, 
and I ſcorn the Effet. 


L. Lacy. 
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L. Lucy. Nay, but how ungenerous is this! when 
you have often told me, that to put one in Mind of 
Faulrs, is the trueſt ſign of Friendſhip z and that Sin- 
cerity in private, ſhould give no more Pain, than Flat- 
tery in publick, Pleaſure. | 

. Gra. And yet (methinks) you could not bear 
Plain-dealing juſt now. But I'm glad that your laſt 
Hint has awakened me to a perfect Senle of my Duty; 
therefore, Siſter, ſince we are in private, Ill tell you what 


the World fays of you. —-— In the firſt place, then, 
it ſays, that you are both younger and handſomer than 


you ſeem. 
IL. Lacy. Nay, this is Flattery, my Dear! 

L. Gra. No indeed, my Dear! for, that Folly, and 
Affectation, have diſguis'd you all over, with an Air 
of Dotage and Deformity. tad 3 hyp . 

L. Lucy. This carries an Air of Sincerit ———— 
thank you, my Dear. Pet "| 

L. Gra, That Admiration is the greateſt Pleaſure, 
and to obtain it, the whole Buſineſs ot your Life; but 


_ that the Ways you take to it are ſo prepoſterous, one 


would be almoft perſuaded, you aimed father at Con- 
tempt: For the Actions of an Infant feem the Patterns 
of your Conduct. When you are in the Play-houſe, 
you ſeem to think yourſelf on the Stage; and 
when you are at Church, I ſhould ſwear you thought 
yourſelf in the Play-houſe, did I not know you 
never think at all. In every Circle, you engroſs 
the whole Converſation, where you ſay a thou- 
{and filly things, and laugh at them all; by both which 
the World is always convinced, that you have very fine 
Teeth, and very bad Senſe, 33 

I.. Lucy. Well, I will convince you, for I muſt 
laugh at that; ha, ha, ha! 

J. Gra. That you are not reſtrain'd from unlaw- 
ful Pleaſures, by the Love of Virtue, but Variety; 
and that your Husband is not ſafe, from having no Ri- 
val, but from having a great many; for your Heart is 
like a Coffee-Houſe, where the Beaus frisk in and our, 
one after another; and you are as little the worſe 
[ a | B 2 8 mo 
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for them, as the other is the better; for one Lover, like 
one Poyſon, is your Antidote againſt another. 

L. Lucy Ha, ha, ha! I like your Compariſon of 
Love and Poyſon, for I hate them both alike. 


L. Gra. And yet you are in Love, and have been 


in Love, a long while. 9 

L. Lucy. Dear Soul tell me who the happy Creature 
is, for I am ſure he'll think himſelf ſo. | 
L. Gra. That I queſtion nor; for I mean yours 
ſelf. 


Taſte. | 75 | 

L. Gra. In ſhort, to end my Character, the World 
gives you the Honour of being the moſt finiſh'd Coquer 
in Town. 2 ER 9 

L. Lucy. And I believe it is as little News to you, 
that you have that of leading the vaſt, grave, ſo- 
lemn Body of Prudes: So let us be Friends —— 
ſince, like the fiery Partizans of State, we aim only 
at the ſame thing, by ſeveral Ways: Their Aim 1s 
a Place at Court — ours is 

L. Gra, (Now would my Arms were Fire- brands 
I would embrace you then with better Will.) [ Z/e. 


SCENE I. 


2 em, Young Pedant: 


. Ped. Hey-day! What, is it cuſtomary here 


for you Women to kiſs one another? Ir inti- 


mates the Men to be ſcarce, or backward, in my 


Opinion. | | 

L. Lucy. And fo, taking advantage of the Dearth of 
Gallants, you are come to Town to be enrolled in the 
Number. | | 1 

Z. Ped. May I be expelled the Univerſity that 
Day: If your Women want Fools 'till I turn one to 
pleaſe them, they ſhall want them till their Fools 
turn Scholars like me, or 'till they themſelves turn 
Penelopes, that is (breviter) till the World's turn'd topſy 


tur ey. 
L. Lucy. 


I. Lacy. Ha, ha, ha! and I'm ſure you like my - 


this, my dear Siſter! 
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L. Lucy. Or, till ſuch illiterate Pedants as you turn 
fine Gentlemen. 5 : 

Z. Ped. literate! Mother-in-Law? —— You are a 
Woman. - : [ Scornfully. 

L. Lucy. You are a Coxcomb. 12 55 

Z. Ped. I rejoice in the Irony. To be called Cox- 
comb by a Woman is as ſure a Sign of Senſe, as to be 
called Rogue by a Courtier is of Honeſty. 

L. Gra. Y ou ſhould except your Relations, Nephew; 
and truly, for the Generality of Women, I am much 
of your Opinion. ale | 

T. Ped. Are you? then you are a Woman of Senſe, 
Aunt; a very great Honour to your Sex. 

L. Lucy. Did you ever hear ſo conceited, ignorant a 
Wretch! 

. Ped. Tgnorant! —- Know, Madam, that 
' TI have revolv'd more Volumes, than you have done 

Pages; I might ſay Lines. More Senſe has gone in at 

theſe Eyes | 


L. Lucy. Than will ever come out at that Mouth, I 
believe. Ha, ha, ha! wh ; 

Z. Ped. What do you laugh at? I could convince 
you, that what you ſaid then was only falſe Wir. 
Look ye, Mother, when you have been converſant with 
the Greek Poets, you'll make better Jeſts. 

L. Lucy. And when you have convers'd with a French 
Dancing - Maſter, you'll make a better Figure; till 
— 5 you had beſt converſe with your ſelf. Come, 

iſter. 

Y. Ped. Sooner than converſe with thee, .may I be 
oblig'd ro communicate with a drunken, idle, illiterate 
Soph : A Creature, of all, my Averſion. 


SCENE III. 


Sir Avarice Pedant, and Young Pedant. 


Sir Av. How now, Son! What puts you into this 


Paſſion? I never knew any thing got by being in a 
Paſſion. | 


Z. Ped, Sir, with your 72 L am not in a Paſſion, 
as 3 
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I have read roo much Philoſophy, to have my Paſſions 


irritated by Women. 75 

Sir Av. You ſeem, indeed, to have read a great 
deal; for you ſaid ſeveral things laſt Night beyond my 
Underſtanding : Bur I deſire you would give me ſome 
Account of your Improvement in that WY which I 
recommended to you at your going to the Univerfity z 
I mean that uſeful Part of Learning, the Arts of get- 
ting Money: I hope your Tutor has, according 
to my Orders, inſtill'd into you a tolerable Inſight in- 
to Stock-jobbing. I hope to ſce you make a Figure 
at Garaway's, Boy. h 

Z. Ped. Sir, he has inſtructed me in a much nobler 
Science —— Logick—— I have read all that has been 
written on that Subject, from the Time of Ariſtotle, 
to that great and learned Modern, Burger/dicius ; truly, 
almoſt a Cart-load of Books. 


Sir Av. Have they taught you the Art to get a 
Cart-load of Money ? | | : 
Z. Ped. They have taught me the Art of getting 
| Knowledge. Logick is in Learning, what the Compals 
is in Navigation. It is the Guide, by which our Rea- 
ſon ſteers in the Purſuit of true Philoſophy. 
Sir Av. Did ever mortal Man hear the like! 
Have I been at this Expence to breed my Son a Phi- 
loſopher? I tremble at the Name; it brings the 
Thought of Poverty into my Mind. Why, do you 
think if your old Philoſophers were alive, any one 
would ſpeak to them, any one wou'd pay their Bills! 
Ab! theſe Univerſities are fit for nothing bur 
to debauch the Principles of young Men; to poiſon 
their Minds with Romantick Notions of Knowledge 
and Virtue: What could 1 expect, but that Philoſo- 
phy ſhould teach you to crawl into a Priſon; or Poe- 
try, to fly into one! — — Well, I'll ſhew you the 
World! where you will fee, that Riches are the 
only Titles to Reſpect; and that Learning is not the 
way to get Riches. 'Fhere are Men who can draw 


for the Sum of a hundred thouſand Pounds, who can 
bardly ſpell ir. 


Z. Ped. 


— — —— — 
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Y. Ped. Sir, you were pleas'd to ſend for me to 

Town in an impetuous manner. Two Days have 

paſs'd fince my Arrival, I would therefore importune 
you to declare to me the Reaſons of your Meſ- 
ſage. 

Fir Av. That is my Intention, and you will find 
by it how nicely I calculate. You know my Loſſes 
in the South-Sea had ſunk my Fortune to ſo low an 
Ebb, that from having been offered, ay, and courted 
to accept a Wife of Quality (my preſent Lady) I fell 
ſo low, to have my Propoſals of Marriage between 
you and the Daughter of a certain Cirizen, reje- 
Qed; tho' her Fortune was not equal to that of my 
Wife. For I muſt tell you, tbat a Thouſand a Year is 
- you can expect from me, who might have left you 

en. | 

Z. Ped. And is to me as deſirable a Gift. 

Sir Av. I am ſorry to hear you have no better Prin- 
ciples. But I have hit on a Way to double that 
Sum. In ſhort, I intend to marry you to your Cou- 
ſin Bellaria. I obſerved her, the Night of your Ar- 
rival, at Supper, look much at you, tho' you were 
then rough, and juſt off your Journey: my Bro- 
ther ſent her hither to prevent her marrying a Gentle- 
man in the Country of a ſmall Fortune. Now, I'II 
take care you ſhall have ſufficient Opportunities roge- 
ther: and I queſtion not but to compaſs the Affair; 
by which I gain juſt Ten Thouſand Pound clear, for 

þ her Fortune is Twenty. 

H. Ped, Sir, I deſire to deliver my Reafons opponent 
to this Match; they are two: Firſt, to rhe Thing, 
Matrimony. Secondly, to the Perſon, who is my Cou- 
ſin-German. | 

Sir Av. Now, Sir, I deſire to deliver mine. I have 

but one, and that is very ſhort. If you refuſe, I'll 

diſinherit you. 


Enter a Servant. 5 ö 
Serv. Sir, here's a Gentleman who calls himſelf ji | 
Wilding, at the Door. q 1 
Ld 2 Sir Av. 
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Sir Av. Shew him in. Son, you will conſider off 
what I have told you. | 

Y. Ped. Yes, I will conſider, but ſhall never find a 
Reply to ſo ſubſtantial, prevalent, and convincing an 


Argument. 


SCENE Iv. 
To them, Sir Harry Wilding. 


Sir Har. Is not your Name, Sir, Sir Avarice Pe- 
dant ? 

Sir Av. At your Service, Sir. 

Sir Har. Then, Sir, I am your very humble Ser- 
vant. 

Sir Av. I don't know you, Sir. 

Sir Har. Don't you, Sir! why then, tis probable, by 
reading this Letter, you will know more than you 
do now. 


Sir Av. Reads. ak 


Dear Brother, 
. Bearer is my very good Friend, Sir Harry Wild- 


ing; he comes to Town to introduce his eldeſt Son to 
Bellaria. The young Man, [I'm told, bas a great Chara- 
fer for Sobriety, and I know his Fortune equal to my De- 
mands. I fear her old Lover will find he To r out, unleſs 
prevented by an immediate Match. Get every thing ready 
as quick as poſſible : I will be in Town ſoon ; till when he 
particularly civil to Sir Harry _ his Son. | Afide. Ay, 
with a Pox to them!] | 


Your bumble Servant, 
and affectionate Brother, 
Geo. PE DAN x. 


| [To Sir Harry.] Sir, your very humble Servant. My 


Brother here informs me of your Propoſals; I preſume, 
Sir, I know your Son. 


Sir Har. 


— — — — TSS 
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Fir Har, I am ſurpriz'd at that, Sir, for he has no 


Acquaintance but with Books. Alas, ny he ſtudics 
Day and Night! 
Sir Av. May I ask whes hs ſtudies, Sir? 

Sir Har. Law, Sir, he has follow'd it ſo cloſe 
theſe Six Years, that he has bardly had time to write 
even to Me, (unleſs when he wants Neceſſaries) 
But I cannot convince you better than by one of his 
Bills let me ſee — ay here here it 1s! - 
here's a Bill — I ſhall ſee the Rogue a Judge — This 
Bill, Sir, is only for one Quarter, 

For Law-Books, 50 l. 

Fifty Pounds worth of Law-Books read-in one Quar- 
ter of a Year. I ſhall ſee the Rogue a Judge. 

Item. For Paper, Pens, Ink, Sand, Me Pen- 

EkEnives, 10 l. 

For Fire and Candles, 81. 

Lou ſee, he reads all Night. 

Paid a Woman to bruſh Books, 1 l. 

For Places in Weſtminſter-Hall, 71 

For Coaches thither, at 48. per Time, 121. 

For Night-Gown, Slippers, Caps, Phyfick ——— 

Sir Av. Hold, hold, pray; it's enough it in Con- 
ſcience. 

Sir Har. In ſhort, the whole Bill amounts to two 
Hundred and Seventy-five Pounds, for rhe Neceſſaries 
of Study only. I ſhall ſee the Rogue a Judge. 

Sir Av. But (methinks) there is one Article a little 
extraordinary: How comes it that your Son pays Four 
Shillings for a Coach to Weſtminſter, when four Law- 
yers go thither for One? 

Sir Har. Ay! why that's a Queſtion, now, that 
has been ask'd me ſeveral times: Heart ! I believe you 
are all envious of my Boy. If he pays four times as 
much, he carries four times as much Law, and that, I 
think, is an Anſwer. 

Sir Av. I wonder, Sir Harry, a Gentleman of your 
2 Fortune, ſhould breed your eldeſt Son to the 

aW. 


Sir Har. 
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Sir Har. Oh, Sir! I'll give you a very good Rea- 
ſon for that —— My Father was a Lawyer, and he 
got an Eſtate. Ir was m Misfortune to be bred-a 
Gentleman. My Father kept me in the Country till 
I was Three and Twenty, and my Wife has kepr 
me there ever ſince; for except when I brought my 
Son to the Temple, and this preſent Journey, I neyer 
was Twenty Miles from home. e | 

Sir Av. It was your Misfortune to be bred a Gen- 
tleman, Sir Harry! 07 | 

Sir Har. Ay, Sir; but I always reſolv'd to breed my 
Son to the Law; I determin'd it before he was Born; 
and I don't queſtion but to ſee him a Judge. I am im- 
patient *cill I find him out; ſo I am your humble Ser- 
vant. You may expect me at Dinner. 

Sir Av. Thar's kind, however, - You fee, Son, 
we have but a ſhort time to execute our Project in 
and if we are not expeditious, the Stock will be fold 
to another Purchaſer. I am obliged to go into 
the City on Buſineſs: after Dinner, I will introduce 
you to my Neice. In the mean time think on fome 
fine Speeches, ſome high Compliments: for in dealing 
with Women (contrary to all other Merchandize) the 
way to get them cheap, is to cry them up as much 
beyond their Value as poſſible. | 

Z. Ped. So the Matter is reduced to this, Either to 
be Married or Diſinberited. I'll accept the Prior; for, 
if I am diſinherited, I ſhall never get my Eſtate again; 


bur, if I am married (Providentially) I may get rid of 
my Waite. 


SCENE v. C.. James's Parl. 
Valentine and Veromil. 


Yal. This was an agreeable Surprize indeed! for of 


all Men, my Veromil is he whom J moſt wiſhed, but 
leaſt expected to meet. 


Ver. My Wiſhes, Valentine, were equal to yours, 
but my Expectations greater; for I was told the Town, 
and all its Pleaſures, had long engroſſed the — 


—— — — —— 
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of my Valentine. Nor has my Information been falſe, 
I find. Theſe: Cloaths! theſe Looks! theſe Airs! give 
me Reaſon to wonder how I recolle&ed my metamor- 
phoſed Friend. = 

Val. Why, faith! J am a little changed ſince thoſe 
happy Times, when after a Day ſpent in Study, we 
us'd to regale at Night, and communicate our Diſcos» 
veries in Knowledge over a Pint of bad Port. While, 
poor Creatures! we were Strangers to the greateſt, 
pleaſanteſt Part of Knowledge 

Fer. What? | 

Val. Woman, dear Charles, Woman; a ſort of 
Books prohibited at rhe Univerſity, becauſe your grave 
Dons don't underſtand them. But what Part of the 
World has poſſeſs'd you theſe Years? 

Ver. The firſt Twelvemonth after I left the Uni- 
verſity, 1 remain'd in the Country with my Father, 
| (you had not then forgot to correſpond with me.) I 
then made the Tour of France and Italy. I inten- 
ded to viſit Germany; but on my Return to Paris, I 
there received the News of my Father's Death! 

Val. S'death! he did nor deſerve the Name. - 
Nay, I am no Stranger to your Misfortunes. Sure, 
Nature was as blind when ſhe gave him ſuch a 
_ as Fortune when the robbed you of your Birth- 
right. 5 

Fer. Valentine, I charge thee, on thy Friendſhip; 
not to reflect on that Memory which ſhall be ever ſa- 
cred to my Breaſt. Who knows what Arts my 
Brothcr may have uſed? Nay, I have Reaſon to be- 
lieve my Actions abroad were miſrepreſented. I muſt 
have fallen by a double Deceit. He muſt have co- 
lour'd my Innocence with the Face of Vice, and 
cover'd his own notorious Vices under the Appearance 
of Innocence. a 

Lal. Hell in its own Shape reward him for it. 

Ver. Heaven forgive him. I hope I can. 

Fal. But tell me, (tho* I dread to ask) he did not, 
could not diſinherit you of all! | 


Per. 
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Pal. All in his Power. My Mother's Fortune fell 


to me, he could not hinder it. And oh! my Friend! 
J could with that ſmall Competency outvie my Bro- 


ther's Happineſs, had I not with my Fortune loſt a 


Jewel dear to me as my Soul — yet here I forget 


even that. To hold, to embrace ſo dear a Friend, 


effaces every Care. | 
Pal. I ſtill have been your Debtor : 'tis your ſupe- 
rior Genius to oblige; my utmoſt Efforts will be {till 
your due. As ; | 
Ver. Let us then ſacrifice this Day to Mirth and 
oy. | | | 
: 2 With all my Heart. 
Ver. Is not that Wilding juſt come into the Mall? 
Pal. J am ſure he is alter'd ſince you ſaw him. 1 
wonder his Dreſs indeed did not prevent your know- 
ing him. | | 5 
Ver. No; it is by his Dreſs I do know him, for I 
ſaw him in the very ſame at Paris. He remembers 
me too, I perceive. Mr. Wilding, your humble Ser- 
vant. 


SCENE VI. 


Wilding, Veromil, Valentine. 


Mild. Ha! my dear Peromil, a thouſand welcomes 
to England. When left you that delicious Place, Pa- 
ris? 

Ver. Soon after you left it. 


Mild. I thought you intended for Vienna. But I 


am glad that we enjoy you ſo much ſooner. For I 
ſuppoſe you are now come to Town for good? 

Val. Nay, he ſhall not eſcape us again. | 

Ver. My Inclinations would bid me ſpend my whole 
Lite with my Valentine: but Neceſſity confines our 
Happineſs to this Day. 

Val. This Day! 

Fer. To-morrow Night J am to meet a Friend at 
Dover, to embarque for France. I am glad we = 
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ſo ſoon, for every Hour I am with you, tho' it ſeems 
a Moment, is worth an Age. 1 

Wild. You are ſoon weary of your Country, Mr. Ve- 
romil, which you long' d to fee ſo much, when we were 
at Paris. 1 5 

Ver. Misfortunes have made it diſagreeable. 

Fild. Come, come, I ſee the Bottom of this: there 
is a Miſtreſs in the Caſe. | ” la 

Val. To France, for a Miſtreſs ! 

Wild. Ay, or what do all our fine Gentlemen 
there? =o, | | 

Pal. Learn to pleaſe an Engliſh one. It would be 
more rational in a Frenchman to come abroad for 
a Dancing-maſter, than in an Engliſhman to go a- 
broad for a Miſtreſs. : 

Yer. However you'll allow a Lover to be partial, you 
muſt excuſe me if I think France has now the fineſt 
Woman in the Univerſe. Burt to end your Amazement, 
ſhe is our Country-woman. | 

Wild. And has ſome deviliſh Coquet led you a 
Dance to Paris? Never ftir after her; if ſhe does 
not return within ten Weeks, I'll be bound to 
fetch her. i 

Val. Who can this great uncelebrated Beauty be? 

Per, Oh! Valentine! She is one, whoſe Charms 
would delude Stoiciſm into Love : The luſcious 
Dreams of amorous Boys ne'er rais'd Ideas of fo fine 
a Form, nor Man of Senſe cer wiſh'd a Virtue in his 
Miſtreſs's Mind which ſhe has not. That Modeſty ! 
that Sweetneſs! that Virtue! 

Nild. Her Name, her Name? 

Val. Her Fortune, her Fortune? 

Ver. I know, Gentlemen, You, who have liv'd ſo 
much in the gay World, will be ſurprized to hear me 
talk ſo ſeriouſly on this Affair. But be aſſured, my 
whole Happineſs is in the Breaſt of one Woman, 

Wild. I own my ſelf ſurprized; bur our Friend here 


can hardly be ſo, for he is to-morrow to be happy 
with one Woman. 


Ver. How ! 


2 
” 


Val. 
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Val. Wilt thou never have done with it? A Man 
can't appear in Publick, after it's known that he is to 
be married ; but every one who wants a Wife will 
rally him our of Envy. 

Mild. Ay, — and every one who has a Wife, out 
of Pity. 4 | | 

Val. *Sdeath ! I'll be married to-morrow, and away 
into the Country the next Morning. 

Wild Oh ! the Country is vaſtly pleaſant during the 
Honey- moon; Groves and Mountains give one charm- 
ing Ideas in the Spring of Matrimony. I ſuppoſe we 
ſhall. have you in Town again in the Winter: Ar 
leaſt, you'll be ſo obliging to ſend your Wife up. A 
Husband would be as publick-ſpirited a Man, if he 
did not run away with his Wife, as he who buys a 
fine Picture and hangs it up in his Houſe, for the Be- 
nefit of all Comers. But robbing the Publick of a 
fine Woman is barbarous, and he who buries his Wife 
is as great a Miſer, as he who buries his Gold. 

Ver. The Publick may thank themſelves; for no 
Man w ould do either, had not the World affixed 
Shame to the ſounds of Poverty and Cuckoldom. 
Pal. Vou mention the Name, as if there were ſome- 
thing frightful in it: One would imagine you had 
| liv'd in the firſt Age and Infancy of Cuckoldom. 
Cuſtom alters every thing. A Pair of Horns (per- 
haps) once ſeem'd as odd an Ornament for the Head, 
as a Perriwig: But now they are both equally in 
faſhion, and a Man is no more ſtar'd at for the one 
than for the other. 

Wild. Nay, I rather think Cuckoldom is an Ho- 
nour. I wiſh every Cuckold had a Statue before his 
Door, erected at the publick Expence. 

Val. Then the City of London would have as many 
Statues in it as the City of Rome had. 
Wild. The Ladies are oblig'd ro you for your Opi- 
nion. 

Val. I think fo. What is yours, pray! 

Wild. Mine! That the Poets ought to be hanged 
for cyery Compliment they have made them. 


. 


* 


Fer. 


ed 


er. 


in the World 


—— — 


Per. Hey - day! 


* 


their Favour —— Ah! Charles there are Women 


a4] [ Hugs Veromil. 
Her. Bravo! Women! | 


Wild. Doſt thou think I confine my narrow 


Thoughts to one Woman? No; my Heart is already 


in the Poſſeſſion of five hundred, and there is enough 


for five hundred more. | 
Pal. Why, thou haſt more Women in thy Heart, 


than the Grand Turk has in his Seraglio. 
Wild. Ay, and if I have not finer Women 
*Sdeath ! well recollected. Yalentine, I muſt wait on one 


of your Aunts to an Auction this Morning. | 
Ver. Nay, dear honeſt Reprobate, let us dine toge- 


Wild. I am engaged at the ſame Place. 
Val. Veromil, if you pleaſe, I'll introduce you. Per- 


| haps you will be entertain'd with as merry a mixture 


of Characters as you have ſeen. There is (to give 
you a ſhort Dramatis Perſonæ) my worthy Uncle, whoſe 
whole Life and Converſation runs on that one To- 
ick, Gain. His Son, whom I believe you remem- 
= at the Univerſity, who is fince, with much Labour 
and without any Genius, improved to be a learned 
Blockhead. % 
Fier. I gueſs his Perfections by the Dawnings I ob- 
ſerv'd in him. His Learning adorns his Genius, as the 
Colouring of a great Painter would the Features of a 
bad one. DG „ 8 © 
Fild. Or the Colouring of ſome Ladies do the 
Wrinkles of their Faces. | 


Val. Then I have two Aunts as oppoſite in their 


nclinations, as two oppoſite Points of the Globe: and 


I believe as warm in them as the Centre. 


Wild. And point to the ſame Centre too: or I'm 
miſtaken. 


Val. Laſtly, two young Ladies, one of whom is as 
Romantically in love as your ſelf, and whom perhaps, 


when 
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Mild. For that they have not ſaid half enough in 
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when you have ſeen, you will not allow the fineſt 
Woman in the World to be in France. 

Per. 1 defic the Danger. Beſides, I defire we may 
have the Afternoon to our ſelves. I declare againſt all 
Cards and Parties whatſoever. x) 

Val. I'll ſecond your Reſiſtance: bor I know we 
ſhall be ask'd; and they will be as difficultly refus'd too 
as a ſtarving Author, who begs your Subſcription to 
his next Miſcellany; and you will get much the ſame 
by both Compliances, a great deal of Nonſenſe and 
Impertinence for your Money —— for he who 
plays at Ozadrille without being let into the Secret, 
as ſurely loſes, as he would at New-market. 

Wild. Ay, but then he is let ſometimes into much 
more charming Secrets. 

Val. Faith! very rarely! — Many. have ebend 
ed by the contrary Practice, which is the Reaſon 
why Sharpers have been ſo often happy in their Fa- 
vours. Your Succeſs would be more forwarded by 
winning five hundred, then by loſing five thouſand. 

FYild. Why, faith! on a ſecond Conſideration, I be- 
gin to be of your Opinion. 


For Gratitude may to ſome W fall, 5 
But Money, powerful Money, charms chem all. 


eee es 
re NE I. 
SCENE. Wilding Chambers i in the ple 


PIN CET Chas. 4 


IS a fine thing to have a clear Conſcience : But 
| a Clear Purſe, and a loaded Conſcience, is the De- 
vil. To have been a Rogue, in order to be a Gen- 
tleman, and then reduced to be a Servant again! —— 
What, refuſe paying my Annuity the ſecond half Year, 
and bid me diſcover if I dare! |Shews a Letter) —— 


Diſ⸗ 


The TEMPLE BEAV ww ö 


Diſcover if I dare! You ſhall repent that, my dear 
Brother Rogue: For ſince I can't live like a Cue. 
man by my Roguery, I'll c'en tell the truth, and ſtand 
in the Pillory like one, by my Honeſty. | Knocking.) 
So, the Duns begin : Well, I can ſay truly, my Ma- 
ſter is not ar Home now — but if he were it would 
be the ſame thing. [Knocking barder. 


SCENE I. 
Sir Harry Wilding, Pincet. 


Pin. Hey-day! This is ſome Scrivener, or Dun of 
Authority. 

Sir Har. Here, you, Sirrah, where's your Maſter} 

Pin. I do not know, Sir. | 

Sir Har. What, is not he at Home? 

Pin, No, Sir. | 

Sir Har. And when do you expect him Home? 

Pin. I can't tell. | | 

Sir Har. I warrant, gone to Veſtminſter A dili- 
gent Rogue when did your Maſter go out? 

Pin. 1 don't know. (What ſtrange Fellow is this?) 

Sir Har. | Afide} I warrant before this Raſcal was 
au ome, Sirrah, ſhow me your Maſter's Li- 

rary. | 

Pin. His Library, Sir? 
Sir Har. His Library, Sir, his Study, his Books, 

Pin. My Maſter has no Books, Sir. 

Sir Har. Show me his Books, or I'll crack your 
Skull for you, Sir. 

Pin. Sir, he has no Books. What would you have 
with my Maſter, Sir? "749 8 

Sir Har. What's this? [Taking a Book 15. Noche - 
ſters Poems? What does he do with Poems ü 


bur tis better to ſpend an Hour ſo, than in a Tavern. 


— W hat Book is this? —— Plays ——;W hat, does 

he read Plays too? Heark ye, Sirrah, ſhow me 

where your Maſter keeps his Law-books. | 
Pin. Sir, he has no Law-books: what ſhould he 


do with Law-books! : 


C Fir 
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bin Har." ba vell; you, Villain! ID e ee ene 
ie (Goes to firike bim. ee, 
O bete he! comes, Fo meet my dear 1 5 5 85 
{ An en B 
ral ven 8 0 E. N E 11. ls doc 
Lipbw 1 ibiy ad {UN eee 7 eos SiH 5% ann K 
AL. dem, Taylor. 5 


25 l Mr. Pine, is is your Maſter \ which 1 . 
brought my Bill. 
Pin. Vou muſt come another Time. 


Tayl. Another Time! Sir, I muſt, ſpeak with him 


now. I bave been put off this W 1 can 
ſtay no longer. 5 
Sir Har. Give me your \:711 © 1 wy 

Tayl. Will you pay it, TOS. Fo 

Sir Har. Pettiaps, I will, Sr. nee 

Tayl. Here it is, Sir. . 

Sir Har. Agad! it's a good wit e one. oY a Suit 
of lac d Cloaths made your Honour laſt Michaelmaſs was 
10 Years, Forty Pon, bs —— W hat, do your Templers 
Wear lac'd Cloaths? 5 | 

Tayl. Do they? ha ia, Kr wou'd' "they pay'd for 
thec too. We have Gentlemen here, Sir, Who dreſs 


as finely as any Beaus of them all. _— 
Pin. And pay as finely too, ] believe, to, your , Sor- 
row. _ Ne Nek Aſide. 


Sir Har. 4 Suit of Mack" Velvet, e 7. bree Pounds. 
Adad, t. the Rogue i is extravagant. Y 


> Wo 7. N 
HOY A. ) qt ROS Bin WON. BY Wo 


: N E N E V. An f J 
2 FAK e *, e © 48 on ban 500 ai n 


„ 


Kat em, Miliner, Perriwig- maker, Shoemaker, Hoſier. 


Mill. Mr. Pinbet, 18 Your Maſter Within? 
Pin. No, no, no, you muſt all come another 
time. ö T1108 4 | eri e Ane my 1 

Per. Sir, we ſhall" nor come another time; we a- 

greed to come all in a Body; 3 and unleſs v we Hard aid 
we ſhall take other Methods. Kuss king. 
Su Har. Hell and the Devil! what have we here! 
4 [Staring as in the greateſt _ 
Pin. 


for. ſome F 
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% Pin. [HYithout] He is not at Rome. bl \ 
Brie "Y on you! he 1 by © and I will ſee © him, 0 


IL WW 9181 EY Nit 


e 8 2 E N E V. 1 168 n 


; 2 2 re ar 
a them, 1 Frickly.” 4, foe is croſing the Ni 
Sir rs takes hold on ber. 
Sir Hur. Heark Je, Madam. are you acquainted with 
my Son? IT x . Th: 
Tric.. Nor none of the Scrubs, that belong to you, 


Fellow, e nene 


ir Hir. The Gentleman who owns theſe. Chambers, 


Madam, is my Son. | 


Tric. Sir, you are an r Coxcomb; the Gen- 


tleman who owns theſe Chambryp has no, ſuch Hy 


Relations. oF F 1 em 1 

Sin Har. Very Gar. very. 1 & ſee * now. My 
Son is an extravagant Rake, and I am impoſed up- 
. But II bersaveng d on theſe Fop- makers at 


* f 4 a 
4 | 5 fil 433 1 4 od 181180 080 $ 


Br 
Sir Har. I'll pay you, Sir, with a Vengeance, — 


14454 


Dogs! Villains! Whores! Beats them out, and — 
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A Rogue! +Bogyeh Is this his Studying Law 2h 

Oh! ages bis ſtrong Box, we'll ſee What's in, thee 

however. CHFORkTG open | me 888 

21D Bunny, Ds biro W 5471 1 1 big 

1 99 7 I meet you. fn the Balcony at. 1h on Pla. Boat 
5 Even = 4. Six. Dumps gone into the Country. 
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Oh! the Devil! the Devil! —— Law! — ay, ay, 
he has ſtudied Law with a Vengeance. TI ſhall have 
him ſuffer the Law, inſtead of practiſing it. I'll. de- 


moliſh your Fopperies for you, Raſcal, —— Dear 
Bunny, ¶ Looks on the Letter] J ſhall ſee the Rogue 


hanged. — 
SCENE VII Ar Antic hamber in Sir Ava- 
rice Pedant's Houſe. b nn 


Lady Lucy, Lady Gravely, Bellaria, Clariſſa, 


L. Lucy. Ha, ha, ha! —— And have you the Aſſu- 
rance to own your ſelf in Love, in an Age, when tis 
as immodeſt to love before Marriage, as tis unfaſhion- 
able to love after it? | 23 £63 1 

Bell. And when the Merit of him J do love is much 
more a Rarity than either. Tis only when we fix 
our Affections unworthily, that they are blameable; 

but where Virtue, Senſe, Reputation, Worth, Love 
and Conſtancy meet in a Man, the Miſtreſs who is a- 
ſham'd of her Paſſion muſt have a Soul too mean to 
diſtinguiſh them. : * SAC 

L. Grave. What will the Immodeſty of this Age 
Come to ? 5 

L. Lucy. What will the Stupidity of it come to? 

L. Grave. A young Woman to declare openly ſhe 
loves a Man! : 72 | 

L. Lucy. A young Woman to declare openly ſhe 
loves Ore Man only! Your Wit and Beauty, Bei- 
laria, were intended to inſlave Mankind, Vour Eyes 
ſhould firſt conquer the World, and then weep, like 
Alexander's, for more Worlds to conquer. | 
Bel. I rather think he ſhould have wept for thoſe 
he had conquered. He had no more Title to facri- 
fice the Lives of Men to his Ambition, than a Wo- 
man has their Eaſe. And I aſſure you, Madam, had 
my Eyes that Power you ſpeak, I would only de- 
fend my own by them, which is the only warrantable 
uſe of Power in both Sexes. e 


L. Lucy. 
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L. Lucy. Well, fora Woman, who has ſcen ſo much 
of the World, you talk very ftrangely. 5 | | 
L. Gra. It is to her Town Education, to her ſeeing | 
the World as you call it, that ſhe owes theſe immo- | 
j deft Thoughts; had her Father confin'd her in the | 
Country, as her Uncle did, and as I advis'd him, ſhe f 
would have ſcorn'd Fellows as much as I do. | 
Bel. 1 hope, Madam, I ſhall never give any of my | 
Friends, Reaſon to regret my Education. ö 
L. Gra. Yes, Madam, I do regret. it; — I am ſorry | 
J have a Relation, who has no more Virtue, than to | 
love a Man. paſt. 3 8 | | 
Nn My Father commanded me, Madam, to love 
L. Gra. Ves, but your Uncle has commanded you 
not. | TSS 13840 
Bel. It is not in my Power to obey him, nor 
am [I obliged to it. I defie you to ſay, I ever gave 
Encouragement to any other; or to him, before I had 
my . Father's Leave, his Command. He intro- 
duc'd him to me, and bid me think of him as my Huſ-. 
band. I obey'd with Difficulty, till I difcover'd 
ſuch Worth, ſuch Virtues in his Soul, that the Re- 
ception which I at firſt gave him out of Duty, I af- 
terwards gave him {out of Love. I plac'd the dear 
Image in my Heart; and you, or all the World, 
| ſhall never tear it thence, or plant another's there. 
L. Gra. Did you ever.hear ſuch a Wretch! I could 
almoſt cry, to hear her. 8 
L. Lucy. I can't help laughing at her; ha, ha, ha! 
L. Gra. Madam! Madam ! more Gravity would be- 
come you. | | 
L. Lucy. More Gaiety would become you, dear 
Neice. HEL 
Bel. I find, Aunis, it's impoſſible to pleaſe you 
both, and I am afraid it will be difficult for me to pleaſe / 
either; for indeed, Lady Gravely, I ſhall never come 
up to your Gravity nor I believe, Lady Lacy, to your 
Gaiety. g | 1424 | 266.1 
_ 


C 3 L. Lucy. 


L, Lacy, Dear. Gremure7 you: will hint 1your 


Opinion, when YaWhare! the Liberty. do go ro Ss 


and Kſſemblies. bg f 03 2: 

L. Gra. Plays! ad Aſſemblies ſend Hen, te Clarohs, 

Bel 1 darè venture to both — I ſhall: never reach 
that ſublime Way of thinking, which imputes Dul- 
neſs to That, ore Levity to This. And! you will 
give me leave to r think; Lady Gravely may go 
more to the one, and Lady 122 to gu wowed 
the other. 1 8 11 7: 1801 ob 1 e DSM . Nr) at 


OJ sd « wa - 3JO CE N E VI 80132 E Ovid 1 
III. ok 6 aye; 

vol 0) N [48 foo gemmod 1e vil mY 
To em em, Servant. F 


Serv. Ladies, Mr. Valentine, Mr. H/ Uding, — ry 
other Gentleman are below. 

L. Lacy. Shew them eim wm ion ei 33 Wa 

IL. Gra. I'Il not be (cen. - fab It on f: ildo L ma: 

LE Lucy. N ay Lady Gravely. Vis OJ ind —__ FL rt 

L. Cra. I. 5 t like ſuch Company —beides 4: 
Aae arenen Sent 30 05 M b*out; 


* 


g 


Davos 1 z 167941 * 9 900 + kr 

231 It 141 | BG EN . IX. 101 e 6 1 
T1061 o 171 Ti ven +} 11 31 

bene n ilding, | = * Lacy, Be] 


no | * 10 e 2.3 11334 91 13 
Hal. Linkibey your "YE 338 beg then lo! 
nour of introducing : a Friend of miné -. Lady 


0 10 3... 


ariag 


Lucy. Mrs. Bellaria. [ Wey ſalute... 
Bel. Oh, Heay* ns! 1 9. 24 1 Ys 182 5 9 Aſide. 


L. Lacy. Was there 5 Company in the Park? 

Wild. Al the World, bur your . I wonder you 
could reſiſt the Temptation of ſo fine a Dey, "Lady 
Lucy. 

L. Lucy. Oh] never be ſurpriz d at me, but 
when you ſee me walking; for I am the moſt lazy 
Creature in the World I would not baus ide 
to my Coach this Morning, to have been Empreſs of 
the Univerſe. Oh! 1 adore the Eaſtern W Way of 
travelling on Men's Shoulders: But walking is ſo 

KAN 5 vulgar 


* 
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vulgar. an Exerciſe, I Wonder People of Quality give 
into it. 8411801 ren ak 4 ett 1 1 „Main "1; 

Val. It has only. the Recommendation of being 
wholſome and inngcent. l 1 
L. Lucy. Great Recommendations truly, to ſome an- 
tiqusted Prude, ſome pooreſpirited Animal, who is 
proud of an innocent Face. 110 
Hild. That ista Face, which\never. does che Behal- 
dets any Harm. e st four 21 An of 
L Lacy. Unleſs it frightens them —ha, ha, ha! 
Mild. Some Women _ — pe pram their want of 
Beauty, as ſome Men are f m their ant of Courage. 
L. Lucy. True. We fn Id Gall de yrants, it we had 
No wer.. Veo bad oe tat han [own 
2 Wild. Lou willibe.' rob hire fon what uRtiany ady 
ucy. | Nr (IM wh * 
of Licyw:/Bba qther Lady 8 us, ſu. I 
mall nat 80. Bumm Li baye:itbgughs! a Picture 4ince 
45 5 hows 9 if you don't admire, as muchas I. 
„E ſhall not ad mie yout Judgment. 
Hild. If kdo abt adatirett, \Ell ſay I do, and that's: 


the ſame thing. „l NINDS 195 big ents obs avid mit. 


vo wat > rob oe N 
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1 51 4 ang L 
anne eine, Cha JI Clarita, / Vefochin Belt. »\ 
. oa laat ding Meda, G ie 4 1o 
Cla. Vou were mat obligedeto tei m ſo, mathinls. 
al. Freedom in 2 Husband, 5 —_ 541 jon had 
la. Impertinepce . Stay ciiij you haue the Title. 

Fal. A Day will give it me. n n woy bist 

Ca. e Hhis xroubleſomey impertinent 
Freedom, makes — youinot ſo hear yoðUfꝭ& H p- 
pineſs. oui! ©. na} overt o mand 1 bed Hold wod e * 

Val. Madam! Madam! This Turbulency of Tem- 
per, mak es me ter Ilm tod ware) my» Miſery! r n 
Ii Cla; I done underſt Ind yoror Dogon! av | Awake 
Hal. al feat yourare more diffipult to be underſtood 
than h am. . Stayltill Lhave /a Title! Hewhs 
Marries a Woman, ocir pays for an Eilate before he is 
ad: C 4 apprized 
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apprized of their real Value, will find it then too late 


to lament. The Purchaſer indeed may ſell his Eſtate 
to another, with Loſs; but the Husband, like a loaded 
Aſs, muſt drag on the heavy Burthen, till Death alone 
relieves him. As! "WOT ILY BO 
Cla. Intolerable Infolence! —— I'll never ſee you 
more. en en er 

Val. Pardon me, Bellaria, I muſt follow her 
To make the Quarrel irreconcileable. Ade. 

| SCENE XL | 

| [Veromil, and Bellaria, bo had food this while 
filent, ruſh into one another's Arms.) 

Per. My Bellaria? | 

Bel. Are you can you be my Feromil? © 

Per. Let this fond Kiſs confirm me to be Yeromil, 
and-yours. | = | 

Bel. And this Embrace, which pulls you to my Heart, 
aſſure you, that I know I hold my Yeromi]: For none 
but him theſe Arms ſhould.c'er encircle. h , 

Ver. My dear; my tender Love! : 

Bel. Oh! tell me what ſtrange, what unexpected 
Chance, has brought us once again together. | 
Vier. A Chance ſo ſtrange; it ſeems the Direction 

of a Providence, which looks with propitious Plea- 

ſure on the Sincerity of our virtuous Loves: for 
had not the accidental Meeting of a Friend prevented 
it, I had to-morrow gone for France, whither I falſely 
heard you was ſent. | 4H | 

Bel. Did you never receive any Letter from me? 

Ver. And did not my Bellaria then forget me 
On! how bleſt had I been to have ſeen a Line from 

r. IT 7; ride! 

Bel. Then I have been betray'd; for know, my Ve- 
rimel, I was forc'd from my Uncle's Houſe, in the 
middle of the Night, and in two Days brought 
hither; where I have been kept the cloſeſt Pri- 
ſoner: Vet I found means to write.to you, and gave 


the 
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the Letter to my Maid, with a Ring from my Fin- 

ger to enforce her Faithfulneſs; and ſhe has a thouſand 
times ſworn ſhe ſent ir you. Py 

"M6: O the falſe Jade! 5 

Bel. Heav'n knows what different Agonies 1 have 
felt! Sometimes 1 thought you dead. Nay, once 
1 fear d you falſe. 

- Fer. Oh, my Paradiſe! no Worlds could have 
tempted me; for by this ſweeteſt, deareſt Hand, I 
ſwear there's not an Atom in that charming Form, 
which I would change for Worlds. 

Bel. You know how willingly I believe you. 
Bur heark ! if we are over-ſeen, we are ruined. 

Der. Tell me O tell me, what I ſhall do. 


Bel. I'll think of it. ———— Is Valentine your 
Friend? 
Ver. Moſt nearly. 
Bel. Then conſult with him, if you believe it ſafe. 
[ Ver. Oh Bellaria! ung fondly on one 
Bel. Farewel — My Heart d another. 


' Per. Eternal Tranſports, Agonies of Joy delight 
thy Soul. Excellent, charming Creature! — But 
ah! a ſudden Damp chills all my riſing Joys; for oh! 
what Dragons muſt be overcome, before I gather that 
delicious Fruit! I muſt impart it to Valentine; 
for on hens Friendſhip hangs my ſure Succeſs. 


SCENE Al. 


Valentine, Veromil. 


Val. Alone, and muſing, dear Yeromil! Are you 
thinking on your Lady in France? 

Ver. Valentine! Are you my Friend? 

Val. If you doubt it, I am not. 


Ver. It is in your Power, perhaps, to grant me m 
utmoſt Wiſh —— will you? A 


Val. You know I will. 
Fer. Be it whatever - 
Val. Humph! —— Faith! unleſs it ſhould be to Bo 
abroad with you to-morrow ; for the ſame 1 
eeps 


— 
VS? 


— 2 
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keeps we at Home, chat ſenq gpu away 4 Wo- 
man z and I believe, now yourlave ſcen hats you Will 


confels as fine a one. oy i a o 420143 
Per. What do you mea!!! 
„Hal. In a Word, that Lady I ** you alone with, 
Ldgat on to. Diſtraction. Vou ſeem diſturb'd, Ve- 


romil! Did I not know you already engag'd, and the 


Conſlancy of your Temper, her Charmy might ex- 


cuſe me ſuſpecting a ſudden Conqueſt. 
er. Be aſſur id it is not in the | > of Wealth or 
Beauty to change my Pafnos.—— And are you. to: 
be married to her to- morrowꝰ 1003 4106Y e 
Fal. Would I were. ee you! I diſtruſt 
not your Ftiendſhip, I'll open my whole Breaſt 
tac. I had for almoſt two Years purſued that o- 
ther Lady, and after a long Series of Importuni- 
ty, at laſt obtain'd her Conſent, and To- morrow was 
the appointed Day. But about a Mouth ſince, 
the Lady whom I told you of in our way from the 
Park, came hither; chat I lik'd her, you'll eaſily be- 
leve3 but by frequent Converſation;! the Diſeaſe poſ- 
att ax whole Mind. My Love for her, and Aver- 
fion for my former Miſtreſs, enercaſed daily — till 
I. reſolvd vi break with the old, and purſue the new 
Paſſion. The one I have accompliſh'd in an irrecon- 
cileable Quarrel' with Clariſſa; the firſt Step I will 
take to the Latter, ſnall be by all Means whatſoever 
to leſſen her Value for him ſhe thinks herſelf engag'd 
to whom, could I once remgvey I eaſily ſhould 
ſupply his Place. 
Her. But can you do this with: Honour? 
Pal. Ha, ha, ha! you and I had ſtrange. ooh of 
that Word, when we us d to read the Maralifts at Ox- 
ford; but our Honour here lis, as different fram that, 
as our Dreſs. In ſhort, it torb1ds us to receive Injuries, 
but not to do them. ug lis, HV Bom 
Ver. Fine Honour, truly! 1— Juſt the Reverſe of 
M — n 
Hal. Pſhaw.! — thou, art bo 0 unf each vir- 
wege i en ods 10 „ wonnmmo woy div beurds 
84994 er. 
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For. Virtue may ind > be; unfahlonsblar -in-this 
Age, for Ignorance and Wiee will al ways live together. 
And ſure the World is come to that heck of Folly and 
Ignorance, Poſterity may call. this the Leader. 
But Virtue loſes not its Worth by being lighted; 
by the World, more than the Pearl, when the faqs: 
liſh Cock preferr'd a Barley- Corn. Virtue is a Da- 
mond, which when the World. deſpiſes, tis plain chat 
Knaves and Fools have too much Sway therein; +? 
Val. Ay, Virtue and Diamonds may be very like one 
another but, faith! they are ſeldom a 
ments of the ſame Perſon. ton 
Ver. Lam ſorry foft is! e $f) oyad IE at e 
Hal. Well, now tell me in whit Lean ſerve you? 
Ver. I muſt firſt perſuade you into other Thoughts; 


bux I 10 If m_ 1 we I Walk n the 
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1149 of 5 Be following Sir Avatice. euren! 
L. Gra. I tell you it's in every one's Mouth = the 
whole World ſays ab. 1 ono on yiov boi who wh 
Hir Au. Well, and urhat do J loſe by that 2 Would 
you have me part with my Mife, becauſe the World 
is pleas'd to belye her? I'll as ſoon ſell out of the 
Stocks the next Report chat is e about 8 
Braltar. NV . an <1 int is 
L. Cra. Inſen ſible Wretch! Ro .»wd 1 
ſe... Av. Inſenſible! Vou are 'thiſtakeng: 4 have 
N and I find it cheaper to maintain my 
e at home, than to allow her a ſeparate Main- 
tenance. She has great Relations, and Will ene. 


ly have a great Alo wancgſge 14 


N T 


L. Gra. Abandon CO ou! keep a Serpent in in 


your Boſomſm rm (1) . / 

Sir Aul If ſhenis A Serpent, it's: e T knaw:- 
It you can prove any thing againſt her, do it. 

* N n wo Ir _ if Io. MELEE 
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Sir Av. If her Gallant. be rich: But if he's 
oor, look you, I will have nothing to do with 
im; for I have reſolved never to go to Law 
with a Beggar, or a Lord: the One you will ne- 
ver caſt, and the Other you will ger nothing by caſt- 


Ing. 

'T. Gra. You'll get Revenge... | - 2494. 

Sir Av. I am too good a Chriſtian to give Money 
for Revenge. IY | 
I. Gra. But not to give up your Conſcience for Mo- 
ney. Ide you ſet up for a Chriſtian without Ho- 
neſty ? | 84 124 

| 4 Av. T'll have Faith, at leaſt; and ſo, Siſter, I 
believe my Wife honeſt, and will believe it, till you 
prove the contrary. | e 

L. Gra. Can a Woman be honeſt who frequents Aſ- 
ſemblies, Auctions, Plays, and reads Romances? 

Sir Av. Very innocently, I dare ſwear. 1 

L. Gra. Who _ an Aſſembly her ſelf! whoſe 
Houſe is a publick Rendezvous for idle young Fel- 
lows! and who is, I am afraid, ſometimes alone with 
one Fellow. 4] h | 

Sir Av. And very innocently, I dare aver. 

L. Gra. How! innocently alone with a Fellow! 
Brother, I would not be innocently alone with a Fellow 
for the Univerſe. ED | N 

Sir Av. Since you enrage me, you yourſelf have a 
worſe Character than my Wife. 5 

L. Gra. Monſter! I an ill Character! I, who have 
liv'd reputably with two Husbands ! e 
2 Sir Av. And buried them both with great Satisfa- 

ion. | | 
L. Gra. The World knows how decently I grieved 
for them both; yes, you ſee too well J have not worn 
off the Loſs of the laſt to this Day. 5 

Sir Av. Nor will not, 'till you have got a third, 
which I heartily wiſh you had, that my Houſe might 
be at eaſe, and that my poor Wife, my poor Pene- 
lope, might not be diſturb'd : For I will no more be- 
lieve any thing againſt her, than I will believe a Stock- 

Jobber 


The TEMPLE BEAV: »g 


Jobber on the Exchange, or a Lawyer in Yeftminſter= 


Hall. N | 1: 
L. Gra. The Curſes of Cuckoldom and Credulity 


cannot ſee them. 


attend you, *rill thy Horns put out thoſe Eyes which 


SCENE XV. 
Wilding, and Lady Gravely. : 
Mild. So; now muſt I transform myſelf into a Sha 


as foreign to my natural one, as ever Proteus did. LA ide. ] 


Hem! hem! — Lady Gravely, your humble Servant! 
L. Gra. How got you Admittance here, Sir? I 


thought you knew that I receive no Viſits from Men 


at this Hour! 

 Yild. As my Viſits, Madam, are always innocent; I 
preſum'd your Ladyſhip might admit me at a Time 
when you deny Acceſs to the Looſer of our Sex. 
I am, indeed, unfortunately, of that Part of the Spe- 


cies which your Ladyſhip diſeſteems; but Sobriety, 


I know, recommends even a Man to your Ladyſhip's 
Favour. 


L. Gra. Sobriety ! You have, indeed, a great Title 
to Sobriety, Sir. | | K | 

Wild. I own, indeed, the former Part of my Life 
has been too freely ſpent; but Love has made me a 
Convert. Love, which has made the Sober often gay, 
has made me ſober. 

L. Gra. I am glad a good Effect can proceed from 
a bad Cauſe, Who can ſhe be! who has, wrought 
this Miracle! | | 
Wild. Wou'd I durſt tell you! 

L. Gra. What do you fear? 

Wild. Your Anger. | 

L. Gra. Tho' I diſapprove of Love if vir- 
tuous, I could forgive it. TR 

Wild. Then 'tis your ſelf, your ſelf, Madam; the 
Obje& of my Thoughts, my Dreams, my Wiſhes — 
L. Gra. In Love with me! I hope, Sir, my Con- 
duct has not given Encouragement. 15 


Wild. 


| 
' 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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id. Oh! do not, do not look thus cruel on me: 
FThoſe Eyes ſhou'd only dart their Light nings on 
the Profligate; but when approach'd with Purity, 
ſhould be all gentle, mild, propitious. I, Madam, 
deſpiſe and $4 the World, as you. Coquets are my 
Averſion. | 

L. Gra. That indeed ſhews your Senſe. 

Mild. Womid but my Fate fo far bleſs me, that I 
might have the Opportunity of converſing with a Wo- 
_ of your Senſe; of communicating my Cenſures on 
the World to you, and approving yours: eqn 
can be harmful that paſſes between ſuch a Pair. [Ki- 
ſing her ww Let what will Proceed from their A- 
mours. 779 81. 

L. Gra. Odious Name! 

Mild. Their virtuous Hours. [Xi ang Ing 4 it dn JThs 
World never lays any Cenſure on their Conduct. 

L. Gra. The World is not half ſo cenſorious 45 i 
enim to be on the flirting Part of the Sex. 
Nangb: T know very few e are not N 

hey oN 03 f 

Wal Ve, and r it is ; fix times the 
Crime. The Manner of doing 11), like the Manner of 
doing Well, is chiefly conſider d ——— and men the 
Fanden todo. 

L. Gra. The gigling, ogling, filly, vile Cres 
wres: 2110 13 

Hd. I don't know a Woman, beſide your ſelf, 

one can converſe with. 

L. Gra. Truly, I am at a Loſs for Converſation a- 
mong my Sex. 

Wild. Ah, Madam! might one who has the Mis- 
fortune to be a Man — No. 

L. Gra. Don' ö call i it a Misfortune, fince the Wo- 
men are ſo bad. Pp 88 | 

Wild. Can I hope? | 7 02 4 bob: 

L. Gra. Tis to the Men too we are ab iged for 
khowitig what Women are; if they were ſecret, all 
Women wou'd your for virtuous,” | 


"> IV | 1 . F , 
Wil. 
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Wild. Vet I abhor want of Secrecy. Had I been 
admitted to Familiarities, I would have ſooner- died 
than diſcover'd them. 
I.. Gra. I cannot deny, indeed, but Phat Secrecy i is 
a manly Virtue. 

Wild Oh! it is the Characteriſtick of a Nan. 

L. Gra. F am glad to ſee a Young Man of ſuch 
charming Principles. | 

Nild. Oh, 'Madam'! © 1 

L. Gra. Such a juſt and bad Notion of the World. 

Wild. Madam! Madam! 

L. Gra. Such a thorough,” W man * 
Women. 

Mill. Dear Madam! N 

L. Gra. And at the Attic dme wah 40 an, ten- 
der, manly Concern for the ep en * al Wo- 
men. A 

Wild. Oh! Gerdblly FIFTY Madam: D i bib 
L. Gra. And to ſhew you my Apprabution;; J will 
venture to walk with you in the Garden till Dinner 
I will but ſpeak to a Servant, and follow you. ¶ Exit. 
Wild. Soh! by what I can fee,” Lady ? jan you are 
in a fair way to repent ſending me of this Errang. 
Make Diverſion for you! I ſhall make Diverſion for 
my ſelf, I believe; for nothing but the Devil can pre- 
vent my Succeſs, and Tm (ave it's not his Aer amd to 
prevent it. ec nl 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 
SCENE, The Anti-Chamber. 


Lady Lucy and Wilding. 
Lady Lucy. 
I Have been half dead with Impatience to know your 
Succels. N 


Wild. If ever I am ſent on ſuch an Errand again — 

L. Lucy. Tl engage ſhe gave it you home. 

Mild. That ſhe did, indeed. : 

L. Lucy. And and —— Ha, ba, ha. How 
did ſhe receive you? Ha, ha, ha! | | 

Mild. Why, I attacked her in a grave ſolemn Style. 
I put on as hypocritical a Countenance, as a Jeſuit at 
a Confeſſion. f 

"q Lucy. And ſhe received you like a Nun, I ſup- 

"I 
1 Sir, (ſays ſhe) while you frequent my Siſter's 
Aſſemblies, your affected Sobriety will gain no Place 
in my Belief. I receive no Viſits from any Man— but 
from ſuch a gay, wild, looſe, raking, dancing, finging, 
fluttering 

L. Lucy. Coxcomb! Ha, ha, ha! 

Fild. Wou'd you recommend your ſelf to me, you 
muſt leave off your whole Set of Company; and par- 
ticularly, that wild, vain, thoughtleſs, flirting, unfix'd, 
inconſtant 

L. Lucy. Hold! hold! 

NVild. Mimicking, ſighing, laughing 

L. Lucy. Whom do you mean? 

Wild. She nam'd no Body. 

L. Lucy. No, ſhe did not need. I know whom ſhe 
4 If and I'll tell her, be it only to make Miſ- 
chief. 


Wild. 
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#ild. 1 fay, ſhe nam'd no-body at firſt; but when 

ſhe found I did not know the Picture by her Colours, 
ſhe writ your Name at the Bottom. | 

L. Lucy. My Name! 

HFild. Tis too true. | + 8 
I. Lucy. The Devil take you for telling me of it; 
it has diſcompos d me ſo-—1 find it impoſſible to have 
any Complexion to-day. 1 

Wild. You need none, you have done Miſchief e- 
_ already; *tis time to think of repairing ſome 
on. | | Sg 
; L. Lacy. Burt I will not repair any Miſchief I have 
done. 

Wild. That's an Affectation: You are better - na- 
dl. 

L. Lucy. Indeed I am as cruel as Caligula. I wiſh 
your whole Sex had but one pair of Eyes, that I might 
kill them all with a Frown. 

Fild. And one Body, that you might recover them 
as eaſily. Come, come, Lady Lucy, I have been your 
Fool long enough, and have had no Reward for my 
Pains. 3 1 fe 
L. Lucy. No Reward! Have I not ſpoke to you in 
all Publick Places? Have I not read your odious Let- 
ters? Have I not ſung your more odious Songs? Have 
I not ſuffer'd you to gallant my Fan, to kiſs my Lap- 
Dog? What can a reaſonable Creature ask, which I 
have not done? 

Wild. The only Thing a reaſonable Creature would 
ask. You nave turn'd the Tables on me finely in- 
deed, and made that my Reward, which I ſhould have 
pleaded as my Merit. A Prince wou'd be finely ſerv'd 
truly, who, when his Soldiers ask'd him for a Re- 
ward, was to tell them, the Honour of ſerving him 
was one. | 

L. Lucy. I can reckon Fifty Lovers of mine con- 
rented with leſs. 

Mild. Rare Lovers! A Ladywou'd be as finely ſerv'd 
by ſuch Lovers, as a King by ſuch Soldiers — Fel- 
lows only fit to guard a Drawing-Room, or to court 

| 0 in 
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in it; and of no more Ule in the real Fields of Love 


or War, than an Eunuch in a Bed-chamber, or a 
Parſon in a Battle. ] 
L. Lucy. I have taken a ſudden Reſolution. ——— 
Wild. Have a care of a bad one! ſ 
L. Lucy. Never to ſee you more. 
Mild. I thank you for telling me, however, becauſe x 
it has led me into another Reſolution. r 
L. Lucy. Impertinent! 7 
Mild. Never to leave you more, till you have gi- e 
ven me all the Joys in your Power. | 
L. Lucy. J hate you. | | 
Wild. That's barbarous, when you know my Love. 
I.. Lucy. Yes, I do know your Love, and therefore t 
J have us'd you like a Spaniel, and will uſe you like af I 
Spaniel. | | 
Wild. And I, like a Spaniel, will but fawn the more, | 
my Angel. { Takes ber i in bis Arms. e 


SCENE I. 


To them, Sir Avarice Pedant. 


Sir Av. Hoity-t oity ! Hey-day! What's here to k 
do? Have I caught you, Gentle- folks? I begin tof 1 
ſee I am rightly inform'd. Are theſe your innocent} ] 
Gaietics, Madam; 

1 
0 


SCENE III. 
To them, Sir Harry Wilding. 


Sir Har. Where is the Dog? Sirrah! Scoundrel ! £ 
Where are you? I ſhall ſee you hang'd, Raſcal! [ 
ſhall ſee you hang'd, Sirrah! I'll begin the Executio- 
ner's Work. Vir chaſtiſe you, Sirrah! 
Mild. Humph! 

Sir Au. Sir Harry! what is the Matter? 

Sir Har. The Matter! Why, Sir, my Boy, my 
Lawyer, that I told you of, is ruin'd and undone. 

Sir Av. How, 711440 I'm * to hear it 
however. 


Fun 


* 
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Sir Har. How! why he is a Fop, a Coxcomb, and 
I ſhall ſee him hang'd —— That's he, Sir, that's the 
Lawyer —— I'll difinherit you, Dog. 

Wild. Sir, 1 hope I have done n to deſerve 
ſuch a Fare. 

Sir Har. Nothing! Is difappoiming my Hopes, no- 
thing? Is being a Beau, when } thought you a Lawyer, 
nothing? —— I'll diſinherit you, Sirrah : . you are 
no Son of mine — you have prov's your Mother a 
Strumpet, and me a Cuckold. | 

Sir Av. Truly, ſo he has me too, I am afraid. 225 

L. Lucy. Heaven ſend us ſafe off. Aide. 

Sir Har. You muſt know, Sir, | came up to Town 
to marry you to this Gentleman's Neice, a fine young 
Lady with twenty thouſand Pound, — 

L. Lucy. Ha! 22 
Sir Har. But you ſhall beg, or r ſtarve, or ſteal, it is 
equal to me. Sir, I cannot but be in a Paſſion; ne has 


injur'd me in the tendereſt Point. 


Sir Av. So he has me, truly. | 

L. Lucy. And me, I am fare. 

Sir Av. I ſhort, I ſuſpect, Sir Harry, that he has 
been too free with my Wife; and he who is too free 
with one's Wife, may, ſome time or other, rob one's 
Houſe. 

Sir Har. Nay, (perhaps) he has begun to rob already. 
It's probable, I may ſee him hang'd before I go out 
of Town. 

L. Lacy. He has been too free indeed! What did you 
ever ſee in me, Sir, or in my Conduct, which cou'd 
give you an ill Suſpicion of me ? 

Wild. Soh! l'm in a fine way i'faith. 

Sir Har. I ſhall fee him hang'd. 

Sir Av. He delerves it truly. 

L. Lucy. What could make you imagine that I was 
to be brib'd to ſo mean, baſe, low an Action! what 
could make you think I'd ever ſeil my Neice? 

Sir Av. 

Sir Har. ſ How! 

L. Lucy. Sir Avarice, * are a Stranger to the 

2 0 
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of this wicked young Man : He has importuned me 
a thouſand times, fince Bellaria's coming to Town, 
to betray her to him; and juſt now, he vow'd never 
to let me go, till I had promis'd. Had you not 
come in, Heav'n knows whether I ſhould have ever 
got away from him. 


Mild. Can you blame the Effects of Love, Madam ? | 


You yourſelf ſee what a Metamorphoſis it has cauſed 
in me. I, who for ſix long Years icarce ever liv'd 
out of a Study, who knew no Amuſement, no Diver- 
Fon, but in Books, no ſooner ſaw the charming Maid, 
than Reading grew my Bane; Gaiety, Dreſs, every 
thing that might charm the Rp: has ſince empley'd 
my Thoughts. 
Sir Har. What do I hear! ng 
Wild. My Father here, who from not e the 
Cauſe of this Transformation, has ſo ſeverely re ented 6 
it, can teſtifie the Truth of what I ſay. : | 
Sir Har. I ſhall ſee the Rogue a Judge achat I 
can, my dear Boy; and I will: take Care that thou 
| ſhalt not be forc'd to bribe or beg any one: the Girl 
Mall be thy own—— Sir Avarice, I ask your Pardon; 
and, Madam, I ask your Pardon; md, Harry, I ask 
your Pardon. 
Mild. Oh Sir! you make me bluſh. — Dear 
witty Creature! / [ Aſide. 
Sir Av. Lou were not ſo good as your Word at 
Dinner, Sir Harry. 
Sir Har. I was hunting after my Boy here; but 
a ty be glad to be recommended to the Butler pre- 
ently 
Sir Av. At your own time. — Come, my Dear; Sir 
Harry may have ſome Privacies for his Son; 1 have 
ſomething to _— to you too. 


4 NE WW. 
| Sir Harry Wilding, Toung Wilding, 


| Sir Har. But heark you, young: Man; what's be- 
| came of all your Law-Books, hey? 


| Wild 
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Mild. Books, Sir! at my Chambers, Sir. | 
Sir Har. Then they are inviſible. If I could bur 
have ſecn as much of them as of my own in the Country, 
(I mean the Out- ſides) I ſhou'd have been fatished. 
And pray, Sir, how came you by this Letter? 
Mild. Damnation! 4 IAlde. 
Sir Har. Why don't you anſwer ? 3 
Hild. That Letter, Sir! 
Sir Har. Ves, Sir, that Letter, Sir. 
Nild. That Letter, Sir! 
Sir Har. Yes, Sir. | 
Mild. I don't know what it is, Sir, I never read it. 
Sir Har. You are too great a Man to read your own 
Letters, I ſuppoſe. You keep a Secretary, I hope. I 
have paid off your Secretary, I aſſure you. But I 
preſume — a — you can read it. You are not a 
perfect Beau, I hope. 
Wild. What ſhall I do! 1 am ruin'd and undone. 
4 | is S Aide. 
Sir Har. Or ſhall I read it for you. [reads it.] I 
found this in your Chamber, Sir; in your ſtrong 
Box. Your Effects were all Paper, Sir. Are not 
you a fine Gentleman? Oh! Harry Harry/ that 
ever I ſhou'd find ſuch a Letter as this, directed to 
ha! to Capt. Belvil. | VN. Fee! 
Wild. S'death! how came I not to recolle& that 
ſooner. [LAſide.] To Capt. Belvil. ] ſee the 
whole Miſtake. | 
Sir Har. What Miſtake! 
Wild. You have been at another Gentleman's 
Chambers. | 
Sir Har. Sir, | was at thoſe Chambers where I 
plac'd you. 1 
Wild. Ah, Sir! there's the Miſtake. I chang'd them 
about a Fortnight ago: they were ſo noiſy, they 
diſcompos'd me in my Study. I ſhould have ſeat you 
word of it in my next Letter. 
Sir Har. HoW!— I have committed a fine Set of 
Errors, I'm ſure. 
Mild. What have you done, Sir? 


D 3 Sir 
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Sir Har. Broke open a few Locks, that's all! 
Lmay be. hang'd my ſelf now, before I go into the 


» 


Country. . 
Wild. Forbid it 
to deal Witting. 5 I 
Sir Har. J muſt make it up in the beſt manner I 
can. You mult aſfiſt me with Law, But come, we 
will loſe no Time with our Heireſs, Beſides, I long 
to ſee your Chambers, and your Books. | am re- 
ſolv'd I'll find ſome Time this Afternoon. I'll firſt 
obey a certain Call that I find within me, and then 
waſh my Face and Hands, and get my Wig powder'd, 
that I may be fit to wait on the young Lady: So don't 
be our of the Way. | 
Ni. This is a miraculous Eſcapes or rather, a 
ſhort Reprieve; for how to carry on the Deceit I 
don't know. I'll e'en go and adviſe with truſty Pincet; 
for I believe he is (as well as ſeveral of my Bro- 
ther Templer's Servants) a better Lawyer than his 


Maſter. 0 
1 SCENE V. 


Sir Avarice, L. Lucy, Bellaria, Young Pedant. 
Sir Av. Be not angry with me, Bellaria, I get no- 
thing by this Match; and when I get nothing by an 
Affair, it is very hard I ſhou'd be blamed for it. 
Bel. I know not whom to be angry with. 


L. Lucy. Look- you, Bellaria, I am heartily ſorry for 


your Misfortune; becauſe I know nothing ſo inconve- 
nient, as being married to a very gay Man. Mr. Mild- 
ing may be a diverting Lover, but he is not fit for a 


Bel. 1 cannot diſtinguiſh between thoſe Names, 


Madam. 


L. Lucy. Don't affect the Prude, dear Bellaria. 


| You ſee your ſelf reduced to a neceſſity of marrying, 
and I know bur one way in the World to avoid the Match 
propoſed —— and that too, by Sir 4varice's Leave. 


Sir Av. Any thing in my Power, I confeſs, I do 


not approve of the young Man, | 
L. Lucy, 


you have a moſt litigious Man 
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L. Lucy. Then let us leave the Lovers together. If 
| you can agree, Bellaria, to prefer a fober young Man 
| who loves you, to a wild Fellow who values you no 
. more than a thouſand others, you may eſcape what you 
ſo much dread. | : ? | | 
| Sir Au. Well, well, you fee my exceſſive Fondneſs, 
Neice. I ſacrifice my Reputation, to your Happineſs. 


SCENE VE 


Bellaria, Tua Pedant. 


Bel. Jam infinitely obliged to your Concern for me 

| I LA bong Silence here. 

So, Coufin, you hear what my Aunt fays z you are in 
Love with me, it ſeems. 

Z. Ped. No truly, I cannot profeſs that I am. Ma- 
trimony is a Subject J have very little revolved in my 
Thoughts: bur Obedience to a Parent is moſt un- 
doubtedly due. | 4 

Bel. Obedience to a Parent, Coufin! 

Z. Ped. Nay, nay, I ſhall not require any thing to 
be given which admits of a Difpure—or which (as 
Mr. Lock very well obſerves) does not receive our Aſ- 
ſent as ſoon as the Propoſition is known and under- 
ſtood. Let us introduce then this Syllogiſm : 

Whatever the Law of Nature enjoins is indiſpenſably juſt ; 
But the Law of Nature enjoins Obedience to a Parent: 
Ergo, Obedience to a Parent is indiſpenfably juſt. 

Bot. Nay, but what have we to do with the Law. 
of Nature? Sa | | 

Z. Ped. O, if you require farther — the divine Law 

confirms the Law of Nature. I ſhall proceed ra ſhew 
that it is approved by prophane Writers alfo; tran- 
ſting them as they occur for their more immediate 
Comprehenfion. TY 
Rel. I'll leave you to your Mcditations. 


vi » 


7 — > 


4% The TEMPLE BEAU. 


„„ 
E. Young Pedant alone. 
2. Ped. Venus ſays to Aineas in Virgil, Fear not the 


Commands of a Parent; nor refuſe to obey her Pre- 


cepts —— What ſays Polynices to Jocaſta in Euripides? 
| Whatever you will, O my Mother, ſhall alſo be 


pom to me. — The Sons of Metellus, as recorded 


y Alexander, are a great Inſtance — Plautusin Sticho z 
Whatever our Parents command we are obliged to per- 
form. Why are Cleobis and Biton preferr'd by Solon in 


Herodotus ? why, for their Piety ro their Mother. What 


an Inſtance have we in the ſecond Son of Axtaxerxes — 


SCENE VIII. 


To him, Valentine, Veromil. 


Val. So, Couſin Pedant, what, arguing with your (elf? 


Ped. What! is ſhe gone? 

Fal. Who? | 1 
Ped. The Lady: Bellaria, I think they call her. 
The Women of this Age are profoundly wicked! 


I was proving to her the Neceſſity of obcying a Parent, 


and ſhe woy'd not ſtay to hear it. 5 
Val. Oh! you muſt not entertain Ladies with thoſe 
Subjects. 


Ped. I ſhou'd rejoice egregiouſly not to be obliged 
to entertain them at all. I have a very hard Fate, that 
I cannot be permitted to purſue my Studies; bur mult 


be ſummoned up hither to be married. I have Money 


enough to buy Books, and the Neceſſaries of Life; 


why ſhould I marry then? — Becauſe my Wife is 
Tich. Why, if it be granted that I have enough, 
the Concluſion will be, that I do not want more. 

Ver. Here's News for you, Valentine. 

Val. The Villany of my Uncle gives me more Sur- 
prize, than I have Apprehenſion from his Son. 

Ver. Surprized at Villaay, naw-a-days! No, Valen- 
tine, be ſurprized when you ſee a Man honeſt; when 

you 


— — 
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you find that Man, whom Gold will not transform in- 


to a Knave, I will believe it poſſible you may find that 
Stone which will change every thing into Gold. 


SCENE IX 
To them, Wilding. 2 
Wild: Wiſh me Joy, wiſh me Joy, my Friends! h 
Ver. We ſhou'd rather ask the Occaſion of your Joy. 
Mild. The uſual Occaſion, Marriage I don't 
know but 1 may be married 'To-morrow Bur (per- 
haps) you'll think, from what I ſaid To-day, I ſhou'd 


have rather begg'd your Pity than your Congratulation. 


Ver. Your Wife may (perhaps) want that moſt — 
Bur who is ſhe ? 


Wild. She is — She is — Ha, ha, ha! 
Val. One thou art aſnam'd ro name, I believe. 


Wild. She is avery great Friend of a Friend of yours. 
She is even Bellaria. 


Val. Bellaria? 
Ver. Confuſion! LAlde. 


Wild. My Father is arrived on that Purpoſe. The 
Matter is agreed with the Guardian in the Country, 
who is himſelf coming to Town. This Haſte (it ſeems) 
is leſt ſhe ſhou'd be diſcover'd by a Lover in the Coun- 
try. But you don't wiſh me Joy, methinks. 

Val. Becauſe I believe you won't have her. 

Wild. Ha, ha, ha! if I have her not: if I don't win 
her, wed her, love her, and grow weary of her in a 
Month, may I be reduced to that laſt Extremity, to live 
by the Charity of Superannuated Widows of the Town, 
and either go to bed with an old Woman, or without 
a Supper. f A FIN 

Val. A very modeſt Declaration! and may you 


thrive according to your Merits. Bur I muſt leave 
you on ſome Bulineſs — Veromil. 


SCENE 
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dies. 


SCENE X. 
Wilding, Young Pedant. 1 
Wild. So cold! Sdeath! this Fellow's in Love with 
Matrimony it ſelf, and jealous of any others ſharing in it. 
Z. Ped. Sir, if I recolle& your Face, your Name is 
Wilding. | 
Mild. Ha! Mr. Pedant, your very humble Servant. 
Y. Ped. I hear, Sir, you are about to conſummate 
with a young Lady here. I aſſure you none will fo 


| ſenſibly rejoice in your Fortune, as my felf. 


Mild. Dear Sir! | 
J. Ped. For your Preferment will be my Delive- 
rance, and the Occaſion of reſtoring me to my Stu- 
Mild. Oh! Sir! | 
Y. Ped. For Books are, in my Eye, as much pre- 
_—_— to Women, as the Greek Language is to the 
French. Kg 


Fild. You fay true ———and Women are as much 
more difficult to be underſtood. | | 

J. Ped. Ay, Sir; and when you have ſtudied them 
your whole Life, you may juſtly fay of them, what a 
certain Philofopher romanced of Learning — that 
you know nothing at all. 

Wild. It is no doubt a very great Uneaſineſs to you, 
to be abſent from your Books. 

Y. Ped. Vet, Sir, do not imagine me totally abſent: 
I have the benefit of a Friend's Chambers in the Tem- 
ple, one formerly my Chum, now out of Town, who 
has no very bad Collection, and condeſcends to per- 
mit me the Uſe of his Rooms. 

Wild. You juſt now told me, you rejoyced in my 
Fortune. 8 

Z. Ped. I remember. 8 

Wild. It is then in your Power to promote it infi- 
nitely, by lending me your Chambers this Afternoon. 
. Ped. Sir, you may depend upon my doing 
guantum in me, to ſerve you. How will they be in- 


ſtrumental? 


Wild. 
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VMild. If you will walk with me I'll tell you, for 
I hear Company. 


8 SCENE XL. 
Clariſſa follow'd by Bellaria, Valentine, and Veromil. 


Clar. Nothing ſhall prevail with me, —— I dereft 
his Sight; the Appearance of Ghoſts or Fiends can 
being no greater Horrour, nor more wou'd I avoid 
them. 8 

Val. You ſee, Bellaria, how happy I ſhould have 
been in a Wife. | 

Bel. This is only Affectation; you mult not part ſo. 
Follow her, Mr. Yalentine ; ſhe can fly no farther than 
that Chamber. Nay, I vow you ſhall. —— The little 
Quarrels of Lovers are only throwing Water on the 
Flames, which quells them for a while, then makes 
them burn the brighter. ; 

Val. But when you throw on too great a Quantity, 
the Flames may be extinguiſn'd. 

Bel. Nay, this is barbarous : You muſt and ſhall 
follow her, and appeaſe her. 

Vai. Since you command, Madam It ſhall be my 
ew fault, if this be not the laft Viſit. LA ſide. 


SCENE XI. 


Veromil, Bellaria. 


Ver. [ Lookingon Bellaria and ſpeaking as to himſelf. 
Can Deceit take Root in ſuch a Soil? — No. I 
ſooner disbelieve my Friend —— ſhe can't be falſe, 
Heaven never would have ſtampt its Image on ſo 
baſe a Coin. The Eyes which have beheld that Face, 
will never believe themſelves againſt her —— ſo lively 
is Innocence writ there can Falſhood then 
Bel. What means my Love? | 

Per. I know not what I mean. 

Bel. Nam'd you nor Falſhood ! 

Per. Ha! do you ſtart at that Sound? A guilty 


Con- 
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Conſcience ſtarts when it is upbraided —— the Name 
of a Crime has Magick in it to the guilty Ear. | 
Bell. I am confounded! 
Ver. So am I, Bellaria 5 | . 
Bel. Oh! tell me what it is that afflicts you. Iwill 
relieve your Pain. Wa. | _—_— 
Vier. Have you the Power then of that fabled Spear, 
can you as eaſily cure as give a Wound? 
Bel. | Smiling. |-If IJ have given you the Wound, I 
will have the Charity to cure it. 
Ver. Your Charity is extenſive, Madam; you wou'd 
do the fame to more —to Yalentine.— But oh! you can 
not wound him as you have wounded me; his Heart 
is better fortified; one of thoſe whom Love may make 
a Scar in fora while, which Time will ſoon wear off. 
You have pierc'd my Soul, Bellaria. 
Ziel. It never felt a Pain, like that torments me now 
tell me, be generous, and tell me all your Griefs. 
Ver. What can they be? but that Pellaria's falſe, 
falſe with my Friend; ſhe triumphs in her Falſhood, 
and bid me make a Confident of my happier Rival. 
Bel. Do J hear this, and live! | | 
Ver. Wonder rather that I have liv'd to tell it. 
Live! I do not! My Life was wrapp'd in you, in 
you, my only Love, whom Youth or Beauty, Wit 
or Wealth could never chaſe away from my Boſom 
whom through a tedious Three Years Abſence, amidſt 
the ſplendor of Foreign Courts, my conſtant Breaſt 
ſtill cheriſh'd as its Guardian Angel; for whom T've 
ſigh'd, I've wept more than becomes a Man to boaſt of. 
Bel. I ſhall not boaſt what I have done for you; 
yer this; I would not have accuſed you without a 
Cauſe. | 
Ver. A Cauſc! Demonſtration is one. 
Bel. Demonſtration! | 
Ver. Ay, Madam, the Words of ſuch a Friend are 
little leſs: He told me that you knew of his Paſſion, 
and had nor diſcourag'd it. 3 
Bel. By all that's Virtuous! by all the Powers of 
Heav'n, he wronged me. 
Ver. 
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Der. Whom ſhall I believe? 2 Fl 

Bel. Your Friend — a Woman's Teſtimony: bears 
no Proportion with a Man's. TN 

Fer. By Heav'n, it ſhou'd nor. . 15 Res 
Ziel. Still maintain the unjuſt Superiority allow no 
Virtue, no Merit to usz make us as you do: your 
Slaves. Inconſtancy, which damns a Woman, 1s no 
Crime in Man. The practis'd Libertine, who ſeduces 
poor uns kilful thoughtleſs Virgins, is applauded, while 
they muſt ſuffer endleſs Infamy and Shame. Well have ye 
revenged the Sin of Eve upon us: for Man has ſince 
ſupplied the Serpent's Place, and ſcandalouſly lurks to 
cauſe our Ruin: For what but ſuch an infernal Spirit 
cou'd inſpire a Villain to abuſe my Innocence to you? 
| Vr. Cou'd he be ſuch a Villain! 1 172 

Bel. Do, believe him, ungrateful as thou art; but 
oh! remember this, you'll find too late how much 
you've wronged me, and curſe that credulous Ear 
which ſeparates us for ever. | 

[As ſbe is going, he catches hold of her. 

Ver. Oh, ſtay! | Looking fondly at her] by Heav'ns 
thou canſt not be falſe. 

Bel. Be not too ſure of any thing; I was too ſure 
you never cou'd have thought me ſo. 

Ver. Oh! did you know the Torments of my 
Mind, you'd pity, not upbraid mm. 

Bel. Witneſs Heav'n I do pity you; and while I 
am rack'd with Torments of my own, I feel yours 
too. | 

Ver. Oh! thou art all Angel: would I had had no 
Ears, or he no Tongue, or that I had loſt my own, 
e' er I had faid— I believe, I know thee innocent; thy 
Mind is white as pureſt Snow. Bur oh! that curs'd 
Suſpicion has blacken'd mine. I never ſhall forgive ir 
to my ſelf. | 


Bel. For my fake, caſe the Tempeſts of your Mind. 
PII never think on't more. 


Ver. When I deſerve it, do. Surely, thou art more 
than Woman. How dearly- mighteſt thou have re- 
venged my un uſt Accuſation, by keeping me a _ 
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Moments in the Horrour of having offended thee, or 
Doubr of thy Pardon! | | 

Bel. Unkindly you think me capable of ſuch a Be- 
haviour. No, Veromil, I know the Sincerity of your 
Love — and wou'd not give you an uncaſy Hour, to 
gain more Worlds than you deſerve. 

Ver. Hear her, ye wanton Fools, who ſacrifice your 
own and Lover's Happineſs to fantaſtick Triumphs, 
and an ill-judging World. O may'ſt thou be the 
Pattern of thy Sex; till Women, learning by thy 
bright Example, wipe off the Scandals which are 
thrown upon them. O let me _ thes to my Heart 
for ever. 


A perfect Woman till I prove, deſign'd 


| Still ſcarching out new Beauties in thy Mind, 5 
By Heaven, its greateſt — on Mankind. %* 


e | n IJ 
8 ö Na- _— _ 


Ar W. SCENE I. 
8 CE NE Continues,” | 


WILDINOG, PiNnCErT. 


Wild. 285 have your Part perfect? 

Pin. As my Catechiſm, Sir; and l'll en- 
gige, that I act it to 3 Satisfaction. If I am nor 
revenged on thoſe Blows of yours, old Gentleman — 
if I don't make your Heart bleed, may you ferch the 
laſt Drop out of mine! 

Wild. Fetch but the Money out of his Pocket — 

Pin That's my Intention — the Way to moſt Men's 
Hearts, is through their Pockets. 

Mild. But do you think he will not diſcover you, | 
when you are nd in the Gown? 7 
. in, 
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Pin. Oh, Sir! you need not fear that; a Gown will, 


hide a Rogue ar any time. | 
Wild. Away then; for ſhou'd the old Gentle- 
man ſee us together, we are ruin'd, —— My Affairs in 


this Houſe are in a very good Situation. Here are 
four Ladies in it, and I am in a fair way of be- 
ing happy with chree of them. Agad, I begin to 


with my ſelf fairly off from my two Aunts; for I think 


a modeſt and reaſonable Man can deſire no more than 


one Woman out of a Family. But, I have gone 
too far, to make an honourable Retreat; for Wo- 
men act in Love, as Heroes do in War: Their Paſ- 
ſions are not preſently rais'd for the Combat; but 


when once up, there's no getting off without fight- 


ing. Here comes one. Humph! 
CC. tands with his Arms a-eroſs. 


SCENE l. 


Lady Gravely, Wilding. 


L. Gra. Are you meditating, Mr, #/ilding? _ 

Wild. Lady Gravely, I ask a thouſand Pardons. | 
L. Gra. Oh! you can't recommend yourſelf to me 
more; I love to ſee young Men thoughtful. And 
really young Men now-a-days ſeem to be aſhamed to 


Wild. They ought to be ſoz for the only Excuſe to 


tbeir Actions, is a Suppoſition that they do not. 


L. Gra. That's very juſtly ſaid. I find you and I 
ſympathize in Opinion. | 3 98 
Wild. Their Dreſs however wou'd perſuade one o- 


therwiſe : The Care and Art employed in that, ſeem 


the Effects of Thought 
L. Gra. — In Milliners, and Yalet-de-Chambers. 


Wild. I wonder how they recommend themſelves to 
ſo many fine Ladies. - | 


L. Gra. You miſtake. There are half a dozen 
Green-ſicknels Girls, who long for Beaus, and Chalk, 
and thoſe things bur they are equally deſpis'd by 
knowing Women. For my Part, I think them par- 
donable no longer than a Doll. „ 


All; I have found two Exceptions — 
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id. And of no more Uſe.” Like that _ They 
riſe in Value, as they are richer dreſs'd. 

L. Gra. They are my Averſion. 

Mild. That I fear our whole Sex is. 

L. Gra. That's too generally ſpoken. I can't EY 


- and I 


don' t know but I may have ſeen a third. 
Wild. Is it poſlible'! 


L. Gra. You can't gueſs how exceſfively i. ſome things 


you have ſaid, have ſucceeded in my Favour. 5118 


Wil. O my Happineſs ! 6 

L. Gra. So much, that I ſhall do for you—what, I 
vow, I never did to any but my Husbands. 

Wild. Soh! — 22 

L. Gra. Vet I fear I ſhall not prevail on you. 

Wild. O my Angel ! I vow by this ſoft Hand, I'll 
inſtantly obey. 


L. Gra. Then I will give you = AGvICE. — Think 
no more of Bellaria. 


Mild. Humph! 


L. Gra. W hat can ſhe have to tempt you? 
Wild. She is really handſome. 


L. Gra. Her Face, indeed, looks pretty well but 


ſhe paints. Then for her Shape; ſhe bolſters her 
' Stays. Then I'll tell you two particular Deformi- 


ties ſne has a rotten Tooth i in the left fide of her 


upper Jaw, and crooked Legs. 


Wild. Still, Madam, there is one Pleaſure, which 


recompenſes all; my marrying your Neice will enti- 


tle me to your Converſation. 
L. Gra. So far from that ——If you many: her, TI 


never ſee you more. 


Mild. W hat Reaſon can you have? 

L. Gra. A Thouſand — the World might ſuſ beck 
our Familiarity, how muſt my Reputation then fuffer ! 
O I wou'd not for Worlds even now be thought 
but now a thouſand Excuſes might be made — There's 


no Conſanguinity in the Caſe; the Naughtineſs of o- 


thers; an 1 agreeable young Man! Paſſion of Love! 


Wild. 
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Nd. Oh! my Saint! [He takes her by the Hand, and 
T ; during the reſt of the Scene, 
con EN is halling her to the Door. 
L. Gra. Tho' I wou'd not now — yet if I did my 
Reputation wou'd ſuffer in ſo ſmall a Degree now] - 
a- days ſcarce at all. — And if you were ſecret 
Mild. No Torments ſhou'd extort it from me. 
L. Gra. I ſhou'd have only my own Conſcience to 
fatisfie = And tho” no Conſcience is more tender: Vet, 
Temptations allowed for | | 
Sir. Har. [without] Harry, Harry | where's Harry? 
L. Gra. 1 faint, I die, J am undone: Run, run in- 
to that Chamber, and faſten the Door on the Inſide: 
I' knock when you may come our. 


5 SCENE I. - 

— Sir Harry Wilding, Lady Gravely. 

Sir Har. Have you ſeen my Son, Madam? 

L. Gra. Not ſince Dinner, Sir Harry. 
Sir Har. What can be become of him! I have been 
beating about this half Hour. I. have unkennell'd a 
Fox in leſs time. a | 
IL. Gra. Sir Harry, you may thank your Stars that 
conducted you to me; for (perhaps) it is in my Power 
to ſave your Son from Ruin. | by 

Sir Har. How, Madam! 
IL. Gra. I fear he is about marryinga Woman, who 
will make him miſerable. e 

Sir Har. No, no, Madam, I have taken care to pre- 
pare ſuch a Match, as ſnall make him happy. * 

L. Gra. (Perhaps) you are miſtaken. I ſpeak againſt 
my Rclation, but Honour obliges it, In ſhort, Sir 
Harry, my Neice has not thoſe Principles which can 
make a good Wife. ” 

Sir Har. I ask your Pardon, Madam, ſhe has twenty 
thouſand Pounds — very good Principles, I think. 

L. Gra. She is a wild, flirting, giddy Jilt. 

Sir Har, ls that all? e 

L. Gra. 1 am afraid ſhe is no better than ſhe ſhou'd 
be, | . E Sir Har » 


* 
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Sir Har. I don't expect it, 


L. Gra. Her Reputation has a Flaw—a Flaw, as 
wide in it 


Sir Har. She has Money enough to ſtop it up, 
Madam. 


L. Gra. Wou'd you marry your Son to a Woman, 5 
who has a Flaw in her Reputation? 

Sir Har. If ſhe had as many as ſhe has Pounds, and 
if T were to receive a Pound for every Flaws the more 
ſhe had the better. [ Exit. 


L. Gra. What ſhall I do!—if he marries her, 1 loſe 
him for ever —1 am diſtracted. 


Pen, 
Lady Lucy, Lady Gravely, Young Pedant. 


L. Lucy. You ſeem 3 Siſter; what's the 
matter? 


L. Gra. 1 ſuppoſe you are in the Plot too. 

L. Lucy. What Plot? 

I. Gra. To ſell my Neice; to give her up to a wild, 
raking, extravagant young Fellow; [75 Wilding. 

L. Lucy. Indeed, you wrong me. I came this Mo- 
ment to conſult with you how to prevent it. Not 
that I imagine Wilding, what you call him; nor that 
Bellaria would be unhappy with him: But I have an- 
other's Happineſs in my View. 


L. Gra. Diſtraction! ſhe's in Love with him herſelf. 


{ Aſide. 
L. Lucy. Now, my Dear, if you may be truſted with 
a Secret. 


L. Gra. Any Secret is fafe with me, that is not 
contrary to Virtue and Honour. 


L. Lucy. Nay, but I am afraid that you refine too 
much on thoſe Words. 

L. Gra. Refine, Madam! I believe, to cenſure your 
Conduct needs no Refinement, I ſee very well what 
your Drift is; I know what you wou'd ſay. 

Z. Ped, Hold, Aunt: That you can know what my 
Mother is going to ſay, is denied; for, to know one's 


Thoughts, 


| The TEMPLE BEAU vr 
Thoughts, before that Knowledge is convey'd by 
Words, implies a ſupernatural Inſight into the Mind. 
It will be proper, therefore, to proye you have that 
Infight, before any Aſſent to your Propoſition can be 
requir'd. | ED | 

12 Gta. Fool! Coxcomb! Pedant! You ſhou'd be 


ſent to an Academy to learn Men, before you converſe. 


with them; or elſe be confin'd to a Tub, as one of 


2 Philoſophers were, till you had learnt enough to 


now you are a Fool. 1 
2. Ped. Aunt, I with a Female Relation of mine 
was ſhut up, till any one thought het wiſe, beſide her- 
ſelf. ——— Shur up in a Tub! I agree, ſo that no 
Women trouble me. I had rather live in a Tub by 
myſelf, than in a Palace with a Woman. You ſee, 
Madam, what an Encouragetnent I have to marry. — 


What a Task muſt I undertake, to marry a Girly when 
my Aunt, who has had two Husbands, is not half 


ramed !— Get me ſuch a Wife as Andromache was, and 
I'll marry; but for your fine Ladies, as you term 
them, I wou'd as ſoon put on a laced Coat; for 
they are both alike: Your fine Coat is only ad- 


mired when new, no more is your fine Lady : Your fine 


Coat is moſt commonly the Property of a Fool, ſo is 
your fine Lady: Your fine Coat is to be bought, ſo is 


4 


your fine Lady: I deſpiſe them both to an exceſſive 


* ME or og 
IL. Lacy. Leave us, Sir, till you learn more Manners, 


Z. Ped. I obey willingly. 
SCENE V. 
Lady Lucy, Lady Gravely. 
T. Lucy. A Pedant is a moſt intolerable Wretch ! 
F'm afraid ſhe'll never endure hin. 
L. Gra. Who endure him? my | | 
L. Lucy. That is my Secret — Sir Avarice ſent fot 
this Wretch to Town, in order to match him to Bel 
laria. I was afraid to traſt you with it, becauſe of 
your nice Principles. e 1 
1 | E 2 _ 
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L. Cra. Indeed, ] do not approve of any clandeſtine 
Affair; but fince it is the leſſer Evil of the two, it 
is to be preferr'd; for nothing can equal the Miſery of 
marrying a Rake. Oh! the vaſt Happineſs of a Lie 
of Vapours with ſuch a Husband. 

L. Lucy. I ami a little in the Vapours at this ow. 
an 3 I wiſh, my wears you wou'd give me a ſpoonful 
of your Ratafia. * 657 

L. Grave. Was ever any thing ſo unfortunate! it is 
in the Cloſet of my Chamber, and I have loſt the Key. 
L. Lucy. One of mine will open it. . 

L. Grave. Beſides, now I think on't, I thao down 
the Bortle yeſterday and broke ir. 

L. Lucy. You have more: for I drank ſome this 
Morning. 

I.. Grave. Did you ſo? then I aſſure you, you ſhall 
raſte no more this Day, I'll have ſome regard for ou | 
Health, if you have none. 
© *Lol Lucy. Nay, I will have one Drop. 

L. Grave. Indeed you ſhan't. 

L. Lucy. Indeed I will. 


[they firuggle. arte Lucy gets to the Door and ab it. 


SCENE Vi. 


To em, Wilding from the Cloſet. 


L. Lucy. If this be your Ratafia, you may keep it 

* fo. your ſelf; the very Sight of it has cur'd me; 
2, ha, ha! 

L. Grave. Sir, if I may expe& Truth from ſack as 
you, confeſs by what Art and with what Deſign you 
convey'd your ſelf into my Chamber. 

L. Lacy. Confeſs, Sir, by what Art did you open 
the Door.when the Key was loſt ? 


L. Grave. I cannot ſuſpect a Gentlemen of a De- 
ſign to rob me. 


L. Lucy. Only like a Gentleman, of what you wou d 
not be a bit the poorer for loſing. 


L. Grave. Speak, Sir, How got you there? What 
was your Deſign? | 
L. Lucy: 
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| Lacy. He is dumb. 

L. Grave. He is inventing a Lie, I ſuppoſe. 

L. Lucy. He is bringing forth Truth, I believe: it 
comes ſo difficultly from him. 

Wild, (If 1 am not revenged on you, Madam!) 
look ye, Ladies, ſince our Deſign is prevented, I 


"+ 


don't know why it ſhou'd be kept a Secret; ſo, Sy" 


Lacy, you have my Leave to tell it. 


L. Lucy. I tell! 
L. = Oh! the Creature! Is ſhe in the Plot? 


0 Virtue, Virtue! whither art thou flown! O the 


monſtrous Impiety of the Age! 


Mild. Nay, there was no ſuch Impiety in the Caſe 


neither : ſo tell, Lady Lacy. 
L. Lucy. Surprizing |! Wa 
L. Grave. Oh! the Confidence of Guilt ! 


Mild. Come, come, diſcover all; tell her Ladyſhip- 
the whole Deſi ign of your putting me in her Cham- 


ber. — But you will own you have loſt the dome a 

L. Lucy. Tmpudence beyond Belief! 

* Grave. Tell me, Sir; I beſeech you, tell me. 

Mild. Only a Wager between Lady Lucy, and Me, 
whether your Ladyſhip was afraid of Sprites. So, La- 
dy Lucy convey'd me into your Chamber; and if upon 
my ſtalking out as frightful as poſſible, your CO 
Jbriek'd out, I was to loſe the Wager. 

L. Lucy. Prodigious: 

L. Grave. No, no; it is for evil Conſciences to fear 
Innocence will make me bold; bur let me tell you, 


Siſter, I do not like jeſting with ſerious things. So 


you, thought to frighten me, Sir; I am not to be 


frightened, I aſſure you. 


L. Lucy. By any ry in the Shape of a Man, Iam 


confident. [ Aide. 
Servant, | Entring ] Lady Baß, Madam, is at the 


Door. 


L. res. I am to go with her to Deards's. 1 for⸗ 5 


give your Frolick, Siſter, and I hope you are con- 
vinced that I am not aſraid of Sprites. | 


E 3 SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 
Lady Lucy, Wilding. 


L. Lucy. Leave the Room. "RY 

Mild. When you command with a Smile, I obey; 
bur as a fine Lady never frowns bur in jeſt, what ſhe 
ſays then may be ſuppoſed to be ſpoken in jeſt too. 

L. Lucy. This Aſſurance is unſypportable ; to belie 
me to my Siſter z before my Face too. 

Wild. Hear this now! What way ſhall a Man take 
to pleaſe a Woman? Did you not defire me to make 
Love to her for your Diverſion? Have I not done it? 
am I not ſtriving to bring Matters to an Iſſue? ſhould 
J not have fruſtrared it all at once, if I had not come 
off ſome way or other? What other way cou'd I have 
come off? Haye I not been labouring, ſweating, toil- 
ing for your Diverſion? and do you baniſh me for it ? 
IL. Lucy. Nay, if this be true 

Wild. Rip open my Heart, that Fountain of Truth, 
and there you will ſee it with your own dear Image. 
IL. Lucy. Well then; do one thing, and I forgive you. 

Wild. Any thing. % 

L. Lacy. Refuſe my Neice. 

Wild. Any thing but that. ; 5 

L. Lucy. You ſhall, you muſt. 3 

Wild. To refuſe a fine Lady, with twenty thouſand 
Pounds, is neither in my Will, nor in my Power. It 
is againſt Law, Reafon, Juſtice — In ſhort, it is a 
molt execrable Sin, and I'll die a Martyr to Matrimo- 
ny e're I conſent to it. 5 780 
L. Lucy. And I'll die a thouſand times rather than 
you ſhall have her. 

Hild, What Reaſon can you have? 

L. Lucy. Ill Nature. | 

Wild. I fee a better; 


you wou'd have me your 


ſelf. Lookee, Madam, Fl lay a fair Wager, I am ar 
Liberty again before you. You will never bury Sir A. 

varice; you are not half fond enough. Kindneſs 5 the 
| | FF ĩ ͤ Ä 
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ſureſt Pill to an old Husband; the greateſt Danger 
from a Woman, ora Serpent, is in their Embraces. 
L. Lucy. Indeed, you are miſtaken, wiſe Sir; I do 
not want to bury him; but if I did bury him, Matri- 
mony ſhou'd be the laſt Folly Pd commit again, and 
ou the laſt Man in the World I'd think of for a 
Husband. 
Wild. But the firſt for a Lover, my Angel. 
L. Lucy. Keep off. Remember the Serpenr. 
Wild. I am reſolved to venture. 5 
L. Lacy. I'll alarm the Houſe, I'll raiſe the Powers 
of Heaven and Hell to my aſſiſtance. 1 
Nild. And I, 
Claſpt in the folds of Love will meet my Doom, 
And aft my Joys, ibo Thunder ſhook the Room. 
Sir Av. [ Without.) Oh! the Villain, the Rogue! 
_ #Fild. It thunders now indeed. 
Sir Av. Was ever ſuch a Traytor heard of! 


SCENE VIII. 
To 'em, Sir Avarice Pedant. © - 


L. Lacy. What's the matter, Sir Avarice? | 
Sir Av. Ask me nothing: I am in ſuch a Paſſion, I 
{hall never come to my ſelf again. | 

L. Lacy. That will break my Heart, certainly. 

Sir Av. We have harbour'd in our Houſe a Tray- 
tor, a Thief, a Villain. 

L. Lucy. Whom, my Dear? 
Sir Av. The Gentleman Valentine brought hither to 
day, I have over-heard making Love to Bellaria. 

Wild. Whom, Veromi!? a 1 

L. Lucy. I am glad to hear it. I Ade. 


SCENE IX. 
To en, Walti. 


Sir Au. pack up your all, Sir, pack up your all, 
and be gone; you ſhall not bring a ſer of idle Vaga- 


bonds to my Houſe, I am reſolved. 
| E 4 | Pal. 


Dial. How, Sir! 
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Val. You ſurprize me, Sir! What Vagabonds have 
FE brought? ; car Oh "i 
Fir Av. Why, good Sir, the Gentleman you were 


ſo kind to introduce to me this Day, I have diſcover'd 
addreſſing Bellaria. | | 


1 
* 


Sir Av. I over- heard him, Sir, juſt now. So, if 
you pleaſe to go to him from me, and deſire him ci- 
villy to walk out of my Houſe. 1 

Pal. Nay, Sir if it be flo —<—<— . 

Sir Av. And hearkee, Sir, if you pleaſe toſhew him 
the Way, to conduct him your ſelf, you will prevent 
my uſing rougher Means. Here, Sir, you harbour no 
longer. I ſee him coming up the Gallery; we'll 
leave you to deliver your Meſlage. Heark you! 
cut his Throat, and I will deal favourably with you in 
that Aﬀair: You know what I mean. [ 4pde. 


OR: 
| Valentine, Veromil. 


Pal. Tf Yeromil be a Villain! 
Vier. Valentine, I am glad to find you; I have been 
looking you. e | 

Pal. I am ſorry Mr. Yeromil ſhould have a&ed in a 
manner to make our Meeting uneaſy to either. I am 
forced to deliver you a Meſſage from my Unkle, leſs 
Civil than I thought you cou'd have deſerved. 

Ver. What's this, Valentine? 


„ * 


Val. The Violation of our long and tender Friend- 
ſhip ſhocks me ſo, I have hardly Power to diſcloſe 
your Crime, more —— than that you know my Love, 
and have baſely wronged it. | 

Yer. How, Sir! 

Hal. You have injur'd me — you know it. 

Ver. Valentine, you have injur'd me, and do not 
know ir: Yer, the Injuſtice of the Act you know. 


Yes, too well you know Religion forbids an Injury to 
a Stranger. a 


Fal. 
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Val. Preach not Religion ro me. —— Oh! it well 
becomes the Mouth of Hypocriſy to thunder Goſpel 
Tenets to the World, while there 1s no Spark of Ho- 
nour in the Soul. 3 
Ver. You ſpeak the Meaning of a Libertine Age 
the Heart thar throws off the Face of Religion, wears 
but the Mask of Honour. | 
Val. Rather, he that has not Honour, wears but the 
Mask of Piety. Canting fits eaſy on the Tongue that 
wou'd employ its Rhetorick againſt a Friend. 
Ver. Your Reflection on me is baſe and vain. You 
know I ſcorn the Apprehenſion of doing a Wrong. 
Val. Ha! a mh | 
Ver. Nay, *tis true; true as that you did intend to 


wrong another; to rob him of his Right, his Love 3 


and Heaven, in Vengeance on the black Deſign, or- 
dained it to be your Friend. Yes, Valentine, it was 
from me the beauteous, lovely Bellaria was torn: Her 


whom | ignorantly wou'd have purſued abroad; and 


*ris to you I owe, that I am not robbed of her for 
ever. 

Val. Curſe on the Obligation! *Tis to Chance, not 
me: for had I known to whom I had diſcover'd her, 
thou hadft ſtill been ignorant. Bur thus I cancel 
it, and all our Friendſhip, in a Breath: Henceforward, 
I am thy Foe, | 

Ver. Cou'd I as eaſily be thine, I ſhou'd deride and 
ſcorn thee, as I pity thee now. By Heav'ns! I ſhou'd 
diſclaim all Friendſhip with a Man who falſly wrong'd 
my Love You I can forgive. 

Val. Forgive! I ask it not. Do thy worſt. 

2 [ Laying his Hand on bis Sword. 
Ver. Hero in Sin! wouldit thou ſeal all in thy 
Friend's Blood? Art thou a Man, and can thy Paſ- 
ſions ſo out- ſtrip thy Reaſon, to ſend thee wadin 
through Falſhood, Perjury, and Murther, after a fly- 
ing Light which you can ne'er o'ertake ! Think 


not J fear you as a Rival. By Heav'n! 'tis Friend- 


ſhip bids me argue with you, bids me caution you 
from a vain Purſuit, whence the utmoſt you can hope 
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is to make Her you purſue, as wretched as Her you 
have forſaken. 

Yal. Hell! Hell and Confuſion! 

Ver. You ſee ſhe meets my Paſſion with an equal 
Flame; and tho' a thouſand Difficulties may delay our 
Happineſs, they can't prevent it. Yours ſhe can ne- 
ver be; for all your Hopcs muſt lie in her Affection, 
which you will never gain. No, Valentine, I know 
my ſelf ſo fix'd, fo rooted in that dear Boſom, that Art 
or Force wou'd both prove ineffectual. | 

Fal. I'm wrack'd to Death! 

Ver. Reflect upon the Impoſſibility of your Succeſs. 
gut grant the contrary; wou'd you ſacrifice our 
long, our tender Friendſhip, to the faint, tranſitory 
Pleaſures of a brutal Appetite? for Love, that is not 


Fal. Grant not that T might ſucceed. No Paſſion 
of my Soul cou'd counterpoiſe my Love; nor Rea» 
ſon's weaker Efforts make a Stand againſt it. 

Ver. Think it impoſſible, then. | * 

Val. Thou knoweſt not the Strugglings of my Breaſt ; 
for Heaven never made ſo fine a Form. 

Ver. Can Love, that's grounded on the Outſide on- 
ly, make ſo deep an Impreſſion on your Heart. Poſ- 
ſeſſion ſoon wou'd quench thoſe ſudden Flames. Beau- 
ty, my Falentine, as the flowery Bloſſoms, ſoon fades; 
bur the Diviner Excellencies of the Mind, like-the 
Medicinal Virtues of the Plant, remain in it, when all 
thoſe Charms arc withered. Had not that beauteous 
Shell ſo perfect an Inhabitant, and were our Souls not 
link'd, not join'd ſo faſt together, by Heav'n, I wou'd 
reſign her to my Friend. 

Val. O Yeromil! Life, Fortune, I cou'd eaſily a- 
bandon for thy Friendſhip. _—— I will do more, and 
ſtrive to forget thy Miſtreſs. 5 | 

Ver. Let me applaud thy Virtue, and preſs thy no- 
ble Boſom to my Heart. | 
Val. It will be neceſſary for you to remove from 
hence. I will, if poſſible, find ſome Means to ef- 
fect your Wiſhes. Within this Hour you ſhall find 
me at the Coftce- Houſe. Ver. 
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Per. Once more let me embrace thee. —— The 

innocent, the perfect Joy that flows from the Refle- 

I | Kion of a virtuous Deed, far ſurpaſſes all the trifling 

r momentary Raptures that are obtained by Guilt. T's 

- (F triumph o'er a conquer'd Paſſion, is a Pride well wore 
„ thy of a Man. 


13 Safe o'er the Main of Life the Veſſel rides, 
When Paſſion furls her Sails, and Reaſon guides; 
While ſhe who has that ſureſt Rudder loſt, 
Midſt Rocks and Quickſands by the Waves is toſt: 
No certain Road ſhe keeps, no Port can find, ; 

Toſs'd up and down by ev'ry wanton Wind. 


Ar . ei 
SCENE, Clariffa's Apartment. 


Clariſſa alone, rifing from a Table with a Letter is 
ber Hand. 


CO! the Task is done: Heav'n knows how diffi- 
0 cult a one; ſo entirely to ſubdue the Stubbornneſs 
of my Reſentment, What have I writ? I will fee 
once more. by [ Breaks open the Letter. 


} 5p there be the leaſt Spark of Honour remaining in your 
Breaſt, you will, you muſt be obliged to relent of yoar | 
Behaviour towards me. I am now too well aſſured of tbe | 
Reaſon of your late Conduct, from Bellaria: But as it 'I 
is impoſſible you ſhou'd ſucceed there, I hope — | can read | 
no farther—— 7 hope you will reſtect on thoſe Vos you 

gave ſo ſolemnly made to the unhappy | 


CLARISSA. 


I am reſolved not to ſend it. 
| ho  [ Throws it down on the Table: 


SCENE 


—— 2 —— 
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To her, Valentine. 


traction ! | 


den Renewal of my Viſit. | 

Cla. I own, Sir, I expected your Good-breeding, 
if not your Good-nature, wou'd have forbidden you 
to continue your Affronts to a Woman — but if your 
l making me uneaſy, wretched, miſerable, can do you 
4 any Service to Bellaria ——— Cruel] barbarous ! 
| How have I deſerved this Ulage? If you can be cruel, 
perfidious, forſworn, forgetful of your Honour . 
yet, ſure, to inſult me, is beneath a Man. a 


own my Crime, and with Tears to ask your Pardon, 
* be inſulting — | 

5 Cla. Ha! 
i Val. See, ſee my Grief, and pity me. I cannot ex- 
| cuſe, nor dare I name my Crime; but here will kneel 
'till you forgive it. 


SZgqQ.uꝛuſe for kneeling long —— Riſe, I forgive you. 
{7 Val. Sure, ſuch tranſcendent Goodneſs never com- 
= manded a Woman's Heart before! it gives new 


more ſhall know Decay. Let us this Moment tie the 

' Joyful Knox. Es | 
Cla. Never, never, Valentine. As a Chriſtian, I for- 
give you; but, as a Lover, will neyer regard you 


Inconſtancy. = 
Val. Forbid it, Heav'n! 


Valentine, if ever more I hearken to your Vows; if 


make me happy in your ſelf, your Pardon but aug- 
ments my Miſery. Ca. 


Ca. Ha! he's here; and comes to inſult me. Di- 


Val. I fear, Madam, you are ſurprized at this ſud- 


| Val. It to relent——if with a bleeding Heart to 


Cla. Nay, ſince you repent, you ſhall not have a 


|} Strength to my reviving Paſſion; a Love, which never 


more. O I have ſeen too lively an Inſtance of your . 


Cla. May it, indeed, forbid our Marriage. No, 


ever I once think of you as my Husband, may I —— - 
Val. Swear not, I conjure you; for, unleſs you 


n E rn, 
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Cla. Tis all in vain. — Were you to kneel, ſwear, 
threaten, I'd never grant it. If my Forgiveneſs will 
content you, well; if not, you never ſhall have more. 
There is another more worthy of my Love. 
Val. Oh! name him. | 
_  Cla. Not 'till your Vengeance ſhall come too late. 
Val. This Letter may unfold —— 
| 2 akes the Letter from the Table. 
Cla. Oh! I am ruin d. — Deliver it, Raviſher, 
Val. What do I ſee! — Is it poſſible? 
Cla. It will do you little Service. | | 
Val. Not to diſcover the Man: But it has ſhewn 
me a Woman in the livelieſt Colours. This Letter, 
Madam, is the Production of no new Amour. Tis 
too plain, you are falſe. Oh! how happy is this Diſ- 
covery. What a Wretch ſhou'd I have been, with 
the caſt, forgotten, ſlighred Miſtreſs of another. When 
I fee you next, when I am that Slave ro ask, to 


wiſh, to hope you for a Wife, may I be curs'd with 


all the Plagues that ever curs'd a Husband. —— 
Adieu. | 
Cla. Oh! ſtay, and hear my Innocence. 
Val. Tis impoſlible. | . 
Cla. You, you are the Man, whoſe forgotten Mi- 
ſtreſs you have call'd me I bluſh to ſay, *twas 
you to whom that Letter was intended. Nay, read, 


read the Direction. 


Hal. Amazement! 


Cla. Your Genius is triumphant, and here my Em- 
pire ends; for I muſt own, with bluſhing Shame muſt 
own, that all my Diſdain to you has ſtill been coun- 
terfeit. I had a ſecret growing Loye for you, even 
before you firſt intimated yours. But I am ſure the 
Agonies I have this Day far, have ſeverely revenged 
all thoſe Pangs my Vanity has given you — So here's 
my Hand. : Le NY | 

Val. Let my eternal Gratitude demonſtrate with 
What Raptures I receive it. ws 


SCENE 


— - — — — 
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77 them Bellaria, with an open Letter. | 


Bel. I am witneſs of the Bargain. The farther Seal- 
ing it ſhall be perform'd at the finiſhing another. — 
1 bave confider'd your Friend's Propoſals [Shews' the 

Lester. ] and approve them. | 
Val. I hope then, Madam, my Diligence in their 

Execution, will . on you to forget - _ 
Bel. I am ſure I ſhall have no Reaſon to recolle& — 


Val. This Goodneſs, Madam, at the fame time that 
it pardons, pleads alſo an Excuſe for my Crime. ——I # 
ſhall do my utmoſt to merit it. | ; 


\ SCENE IV. q 
' Clariſſa, Bellaria. 


Cla. T am afraid, my Dear, my late Conduct has ap- 
pear'd very ſtrange to you, after what you have for- 
merly ſeen. . | 5 

Bel. Vour former Conduct was to me much more 
wonderful; for, to diſguiſe our Paſſions, is, in my 
Opinion, a harder Task than to diſcover them. I have 
often laughed at the ridiculous Cruelty of Women; to 
torment our felves, to be revenged on an Enemy, is | 
abſurd; but to do it that we may give Pain to a Lo- 
ver, is as monſtrous a Folly as 'tis a Barbarity. 

Cla. You wou'd ſtrip Beauty of all its Power! 
Bel. I wou'd ſtrip Beauty of all its Imperfections, 
and perſuade her whom Nature has adorn'd without, 
to employ her chief Art to adorn her ſelf within; for 
believe it, my dear Clariſſa, a pretty Face, over Aﬀe- | 
Qation, Pride, Ill- nature, in a word, over Coquetry, | 
is but a gilt Cover over a Volume of Nonſenſe, which 
will be deſpiſed by all wiſe Men; and having been ex- 

| Pos'd to Sale for a few Years, in all the publick Au- 
ctions of the Town, will be doom'd to ruſt neglected 
in the Poſſeſſion of a Coxcomb. 


SCENE 


Sport, 
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52 SCENE V. 
To them Wilding, and Sir Harry Dreſs'd and 


Powder'd. 


Sir Har. Madam, your moſt humble Servant: I 
ſuppoſe, Madam, Sir Avarice has opened the Affair to 
you, Which has brought me to Town; it was ſettled 
before 1 left the Country, as to the material Points. 
Nothing now remains but the Ceremonies of the Mar- 
riage, Sc. — So this Viſit is to deſire to know what 
Day you fix on for that Purpole. 6 

Bel. Your Method of Proceeding, Sir, ſomething 
furprizes me! Your Son has never mention'd a Word 
of that Nature to me, | 

Sir Har. Alack-a-day, Madam! the Boy is modeſt ; 
Harry's modeſt, Madam: But, alas! you are the on- 
ly Perſon to whom he has not mention'd it: Perhaps 
the Rogue might think, as old Cowley ſays; ; 


I will not ast her — is a milder Fate, 
To fall by her not loving, than her Hate. 


Bel. Very gallant, Sir Harry! By what I can fee, 
you give greater Proofs of Love, than your Son does. 
Wild. I wiſh thoſe lovely Eyes cow'd ſee as far into 
my Heart, as they pierce: I ſhou'd not then be 
pigs to paint in the weak Colourings of Words, a 


| Paſſion, no Language can expreſs, becauſe none ever 


felr before. | 
Sir Har. To her, Boy, to her. Pl leave you 
together. Come, young Lady, you mult not ſpoil 


SCENE VI. 
Wilding, Bellaria. | 
Mild. I am afraid, Madam, what you have heard 

me rally of Matrimony, makes you ſuſpect my ill O- 

pinion of itz but that State, which, with all other 

Women, wou'd be Hell to me, with you is Paradiſe, 

| & 
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is Heaven. Oh! ler me touch that tender Hand, and 
preſſing it in Raptures to my Heart 

Bel. Ay, this is ſomething like Love; by that time 
you have ſighed away two Years in this manner, I 
may be perſuaded to admit you into the Number of 

Admirers. 3 | | 

Wild. { Afide.] I ſhall be admitted into Bedlam firſt, 
I hope. ——*Tis that very thing makes ſo many Cou- 
ple unhappy; for you Ladies will have all our Love 
before-hand, and then you expect it all afterwards. 
Like a thoughtleſs Heir, who ſpends his Eftate before 
he is in the Poſſeſſion; with this Difference— he ante- 
dates his Pleaſures, you poſtpone them. _ 
Bel. Finely argued! I proteſt, Mr. Wilding, 1 did 
not think you had made ſuch a Proficience in your Stu- 
dies. It wou'd be pity to take ſo promiſing a 
Tus Man from the Bar. —— You may come to be 
ASS! 77 hor + fr 7 | wits ] 

Wil You only rally me; for I cannot think you 
believe that Lever ſtudied Law: Dreſs, and the Ladies, 
have employed my time. —— I proteſt ro you, Ma- 
_ I know no more of the Law, than J do of the 

oon. | 


Bel. I thought you had been fix Tears in the 
Temple. | | WC 
Mild. Ha, ha, ha! Madam, you may as well think 
J am a Scholar, becauſe I have been at Oxford, as 
that I am a Lawyer, becauſe I have been at the 
Temple. | 5 8 
Bel. So then, you have deceived your Father in the 
Character of a Lawyer; how ſhall I be ſure you will 
not Me, in that of a Lover? —_ 7; 7 | 
Wild. Oh! a thouſand ways, Madam: Firſt, by | 
my Countenance; then by the Temptation; and laſt- 
ly, I hope you will think I talk like a Lover. No 
one, I'm ſure, ever heard me talk like a Lawyer. 
Bel. Indeed, you do now —— very like one; for 
ier a eee 4 
' Wild. Nay; Madam, that's ungenerous. How ſhall 
I aſſure you? If Oaths will I ſwear — - 


- 


* 


+ &% 


Ha, ha, ha! 


** 
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Bel. No, nc, no; I ſhall. believe you ſwear like a 
Lawyer too that is, I ſhall not believe, yaouzar all. 
Or, if I was to allow your Oaths came from a 
Lover, it wou'd be much the, ſame; for I think 
Truth to be a thing in which Lovers and Lawyers 
agree. | ts OY 
” Fd. Is there no way of convincing you?  _ 
Bel. Oh! yes. I will tell you how. tYou muſt 
flatter me egregiouſly z not only with more Perfections 
than I have, but than ever any one had; for- which 
you · müſt ſubmit to very ill Ufage. And when T have 
treated you like a Ty rant over- night, you muſt in a 
ſubmiſſive“ Letter ask my Pardon the next Morning, 
for having offended me; tho“ you had done nothing. 
Wild. This is ealy. | ; 
Bel. You muſt -follow- me. to all publick Places, 
where I ſhall give an unlimited Encouragement to the 
moſt notorious. Fools. I can meet with, at which you 
are to ſeem very much concerned, but not dare to up- 
braid me witli it then if, hen Jam going our, 
you offer” me your Hand, I don't ſee you; but : give 
it to one of the Fools I mention d ä 
Wild. This is nothing. . 
Bel. Then, you are ſometimes to be honour'd with 
playing with me at Quadrille; where, to ſhew you my 
Good- nature, I will take as much of your Money as I 
can poſſibly cheat you of. And when you have done all 
theſe, and twenty more ſuch trifling things, for one five 
Vears, I ſhall be convinc'd that you are an Aſs, and 
laugh ar you five times more heartily than I do now. 


"SCENE - VII. 
| Wildingy alone. 


Shall you ſo? -l may give you reaſon for another 
ſort of Paſſion long before that time. 1 ſhall be Ma- 
ſter of the Citadel with a much ſhorter Siege, I be- 


lieve. ———— She is a fine Creature; but Pox 
of her Beauty, 1 ſhall ſurfeit on't in Six Days En- 
F joyment. 


F 
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joyment. The twenty thouſand Pound! there's the ſo- 


lid Charm, that may laſt, with very good Management, 
almoſt as many Years. | 


SCENE VII. 
To him, Lady Gravely. 


Your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant. You have not 
made a great many Viſits. 


IL. Gra. No; the Ladyl went with has been laying 


out a great Sum of Money; ſhe carried me as a fort 
of Appraiſer; for I am thought to have ſome Judg- |: 
ment. But [| believe Sir Harry is coming up Stairs. 
1 was defir'd to give you this, by one who has an 
Opinion of my Secrecy and yours. 2 4 


SCENE Ix. 


Wilding, Solus; reads. 


Hear, by Sir Harry, you have a great Collection of | 
Books. Jou know my Curioſity that way, ſo ſend me 


— 


| the Number of your Chambers, and this Evening 1 will N 


come and look over them. 


What ſhall I do? If I diſappoint her, her Reſent- 
ment may be of ill Conſequence, and I muſt expect 
the moſt warm one. I do not care, neither, at this 
Criſis, io let her into the Secret of my Deceit on my 
Father. Suppoſe I appoint her at Youg Pedant's -—- 


that muſt be the Place. And ſince I can't wait on her 


my ſelf, I'll provide her other Company. I'll appoint 
Lady Lucy at the fame Time and Place; ſo they will 
diſcover one another, and I ſhall be rid of them both, 
which I begin to wiſh; for ſince I have been propos'd 


a Wife out of it, my Stomach is turn'd againſt all the 
reſt of the Family. | 


SCENE 
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thereon. 
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SCENE: X. 
Pincet, as a Counſellor, Servant. 


Serv. I believe, Sir, Sir Harry is in the Houſe; if 
you pleaſe to walk this way, I'll bring you to him. 

Pin. But ſtay; enquire if he has any Company with 
him — if ſo, you may let him know I am 
here, and would be glad to ſpeak with him. 

Serv. Whom, Sir, ſhall I mention? 

Pin. A Counſellor at Law, Sir. 

Serv. Sir, I ſhall. 

Pin. I am not much inclin'd to Fear, or Superſti- 
tion, or I ſhould think I this Day ſaw the Ghoſt of 
him I've injur'd. I cannot reſt with what I have 
done, nor know I well by what Courſe to make a Re- 
paration. But here comes my Game. | 


SCENE XL 
To him, Sir Harry, and Wilding. 


Mr. Wilding, your Servant. I preſume this may be my 
Client, the good Sir Harry. | 
Sir Har. Sir! 
Pin. I believe, Sir Harry, I have not the Honour 
of being known to you. My Name is Ratsbane — 
Counſellor Ratsbane of the Inner- Temple. I have 


had, Sir, according to the Order of your Son, a 


Conference with Mr. Councellor Starcbum, who is 
for the Plaintiff, and have come to a Concluſion 
Sir Har. Oh! have you? — I am your humble Ser- 
vant, dear Sir; and if it lies in my Power to oblige 
you, in Return | 7 
Pin. Oh, dear Sir! No Obligation! we only do our 
Duty. Our Caſe will be this: Firſt, a Warrant 
will be iſſued; upon which, we are taken up; then 
we ſhall be Indicted; after which, we are Convicted 
(chat no doubt we ſhall, on ſuch a Strength of Proof) 
| F 2 imme 
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immediately Sentence is awarded againſt us, and then 1 
Execution regularly follows. J 
Sir Har. Execution, Sir! bat Execution? 
Wild. Ob, my unfortunate Father !—- Hanging, Sir. 
Pin. Ay; ay; hanging, hanging i is the regular ( -ourſe [ 


of Law; and no way to be averted. But, as to our 
» Conveyance to the Place of Execution, that I belieye | 1 
we ſhall be favoured in. The Sheriff is to render us 


there; bur whether in a Coach or Cart, I fancy a 
ſmall Sum may turn that Scale. i 
Sir Ear. Coach or Gart!-Hell and the Devil! "why \ 
Son, why Sir, is there no Way left? 
Pig. None: We ſhall be convicted of Felony, wi 
chin Hanging follows of Courſe. - 
Mild: It's too true ſo fays Cook againſt Littleton. | 
Hir Har. But Sir, dear Sir, J am as innocent —— © 
Pin. Sir; the Law proceeds by Evidence — my Bro- 
ther Starchum indeed offer'd, that upon a Bond of five 
thouſand Pounds he wou'd make up the Affair; but 
I thought it. much too extravagant a Demand; and o 
I told him flatly —— we wou'd be hang'd. ö 
Sin Har. Then you told a damn'd Lie; for if twice 
that Sum wou'd fave us, we will not. J 
Pin. How, Sir! are you willing to give that Money!“ 


Sir Har. No,, Sir, ham not willing; but 1 am much 


20 willing to be. hang Cd 9 ure 1 
„Mild. But do. you think, Mr. Counſellor you cou'd 
2h prevail for four thouſand ?. 
Hu. That groly we cannot reply to, till a Conte 
rence be firſt hal. 
Sir Har. Ay, or for far ade ? atmo. 
Pin. Four, hundred! why. it wou'd coft you more 
the, ocher Way, if you were hang d any thing decent- 
ly. Look you, Sir, Mr. Starchum is at the Grown, and 
1+ Rolls. jult by; if you pleaſe we will go thithcr, and | 
aſſure you to make the beſt Bargain, I can. 3 
Mild. Be quick, Sir; here's Sir Avarice coming. 
Sir Har, Come along — Oons! I wou'd not have 
kin know it for the World. 


SCENL 
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en | | | 

Il 1 Valentine, Sir Avarice, Young Pedant. _ 
= ES : ; Vets he 

uſe |, Pal. Have but the Patience to hear me, Sir. The 


our Gentleman I unwittingly. brought hirher,.-was-the very 
Man on whoſe Account Bellaria was ſent to Town. 
us Sir Av. Hoõ-wh . ftw — . 
ya Pal. Bellaria, imagining me his Friend, in the high- 
eſt Rage of Deſpair, when ſhe found her Lover dif- 
why \ cover q, laid open her whole-Breaſt'to' me; and begg'd 
my advice: I have promiſed to contrive au Inter- 
and view. Now, I will promiſe- her, to convey her to 
FF PYeromil; and bring her to a Place where ſhe ſhall meer 
ton. you and your Son... When ydu have her there, and a 
— Parſon with you, if you do not finiſh the Affair, it 
Bro- MW will be your own Fault. 7 
five Sir Au. Hum! it has an Appearance. 
but? Val. But, Sir, I ſhall not do this, unleſs you deliver 


1d ſof me up thoſe Writings of mine in your Hands, which 
vou unjuſtly detain. „ ed ws 

wice . Sir Ap. Sir? 

+» | Pal, And moreover, Sir, unleſs you do, I will fru- 


ney? ſtrate your Deſign for ever. 1 

much Sir Av. Very, well, Sir; when ſhe is married. 
ee] Val. Sir, T will have no Conditions. Whar-I ask is 
cou'di my own, and unleſs you grant ir, I will publiſh your 


wp Intentions ts the World, ſooner than you can accom- 


onfe · pliſh them. 3 2 * 6 8 
Sir Au. Well, well, I'll fetch them —— ſtay you 


4 
f'. 4 


here, and expect my Return. 


$&ENE WM 

Valentine, Joung Pedant. 

Z. Ped. Couſin Valentine, have I offended you? have 

I injured you any Way? 3 ways 

al. No, dear Couſin. FE | 

Z. Ped. Will yau pleaſe, Sir, then to aflign the 
Reaſoh why you do contrive my Ruin, by eſpouſing 
me to this young Woman. Fal. 


« 
1 
f 
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Fal. Are you unwilling? 


2. Ped. Alas! Sir, Matrimony has ever appeared to 


me; a Sea full of Rocks and 3 z it is Scylla, 
of whom Virgil 


x 


Delphinum Caudas utero commi ſſa Luporum. 


Or as Ovid,. Gerens latrantibus Inguina Monftris. 
Pal. Well, chen you may be comforted; for 1 aſſure 


you, fo far from bringing you into this Misfortune, 1 


am taking Meaſures to deliver you out of it. 


#313 * 


eee e ee 


To them, Sir Avarice. 


Sir Av. Here, Sir, is a Note which I believe will f 


content you. 


Val. How, Sir! theſe are not my Writings. 
Sir Av. No, Sir; but if your Intentions are as you 


ſay, it is of equal Value with them. I have there pro- 
mis'd to pay you the Sum, which you fay I have in my 


Hands, on the Marriage of my Neice. Now if you 


ſcruple accepting that Condition, I ſhall ſeruple rrufting 
hein your Hands. 


Pal. [having read it, and mus d.] Well, Sir, to ſhew 


you my Sincerity, I do accept it; and you ſhall find I 


will not fail delivering the young Lady at the ap- 


pointed Hour and Place. 


Sir Av. Let the Hour be eight, and the Place my 
Son's Chambers. I'll prepare Matters that no body 


ſhall prevent you. And hearkee, ſuppoſe you gave 


her a Doſe of Opium in a Diſh of Chocolate: If ſhe 


were married half a- ſleep, you and I cou'd ſwear ſhe 


was awake, you know. 


Z. Ped. J cannot aſſent to that. Suppoſe the Pofi- 
tum be 


The Woman is but half a-fleep: Will it follow, 
Ergo, ſhe is awake? 


Sir Av. The Poſitum is twenty thouſand Pounds — 
ergo —T will ſwear any thing. 


TP. 
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. Y. Ped. Oh dear! oh dear! was ever ſuch Logick 
heard of: Did Burger/dicius ever hint at ſuch a method 
of Reaſoning? E 1 
Sir Av. Burgerſdicius was an Aſs, and ſo are you. 
Val. Be not in a Paſſion, Sir Avarice; our Time is 
ſhort. I will go perform my part; pray, obſerve yours. 


8. CEN E XV. 


Sir Avarice Pedant, young Pedant. 


Sir Av. Logick indeed! can your Logick teach you 
more than this? two and two make Bur: Take ſix 
out of ſeven, and there remains one. The Sum given 
is twenty thouſand Pounds, take Nought out of twenty, 
and there remains a Score. If your great Logician, 
your Ariſtotle, was alive, take nought out of his Pocket 
and there wou'd remain nought. A compleat Notion 
of Figures is beyond all the Greek and Latin in the 
World. Learning is a fine thing indeed, in an Age 
when of the few that have it, the greater part ſtarve. . 
I remember when a Ser of ſtrange Fellows us'd to meet 
at H/ilIs-Coffee-houſe; but now it's another Change- 
Alley. Every Man now who wou'd live, muſt be a 
Stock-jobber. —— Here is twenty thouſand Pounds 
Capiral Stock fallen into your Hands, and wou'd you 
ler it ſlip? 07 

Z. Ped. But, Sir, is not Injuſtice a 

Sir Av. Injuſtice! heark-you, Sirrah! I have been 
guilty of five hundred Pieces of Injuſtice for a leſs Sum. 
1 don't ſee why you ſhou'd reap the Benefit of my La- 
bours, without joyning your own. 


SCENE XVI. Young Pedant's Chambers. 


Lady Gravely, Servant. 


L. Gra. Your Maſter has not been at home yet? 
Ser. No, Madam; bur if you pleaſe to divert your 
ſelf with theſe Books, I preſume he will not be long. 
(I dare not ask her what Maſter ſhe means, for fear of 
a Miſtake : tho' as I am in no great Doubt what her 
Ladyſhip is, I ſuppoſe it to be my Beau Maſter.)[ 4/de. 

F 4 L. Grave. 


- 
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I. Gia. Itis:nowepaſt thetime-of-our Appointment; 


andi a lover who retards; the firſt, will. be( very. 1 — 


ward indeed on the ſecond. His bringing: m ff, Ver 
ſterday to my Siſter, gave me no ill Aſſurance : af both 
His Honour, and his Wit. Ii wiſh: this, Delay wou' d 
not juſtifie my lalpecting bis Love.» racks I. hegx: 


him coming. 
S.C E N E XVII. 


Yo Lady Lucy, Lady Gravely. 

L. Grau. Ahl! 

.. Lucy Siſter, your Servant ;; your Servant, Siſter, | 

L. Gar. I am ſurpriz d. at meating you here. 
at os Ha, ha, ha! I. am: a little furpriz'd, too. 

a tt 

L. Grav. I have ſcarce Strangth. enough to. tell you, 
how I came: hare; I was. walking up from; the m. 
Fle-Stairs to [take a Chain, (I'll never: venture my. ſelf 
alone by Water, as long, as I live): hat ſheud L meet, 
but a rude young Templer, who wou d have fore d me 
to. a Tavern; but by great Fortune, another Templer 
meering us, endeauouted to wreſt me: from bim: At 
which, my Raviſhey let go my Hand- to engage his Ade 
verſary. 1 no. ſooner found my ſelf at Eiberty, but 
fceing a Door open, in I ran, 0 frighted I | hal naver 
recover it. 
IL. Lucy. You were 4 little unfortunate mo, not to 
find the Doctor at home. : 
L. Grau. What Doctor? b 

L. Lucy. Ha, ha, ha! Doctor Wilding, my 3 
a Phyſician of great Practice amang the Ladies — 1 
preſume your Ladyſhip uſes him. 

L. Grav. I know no ſuch Phyſician. 

L. Lucy. But you know a Gentleman of that Name, 
I ſuppoſe. 

L. Grav. Sure I am not in that wann Chambers! 

L. Lucy. Indeed you are. 

L. Grav. It muſt be the Devil, or my evil Genius, 
that has laid this Trap for me. —— What can have 


brought you hither too? 10a 4 * 


© Ve W 


 Prude's Tea- Table. 4 
L. Grave. Madam, Madam, my, Brother, ſhall, know 
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L. Lucy. A Chair, my Dear. 6: 
L. Grav. By Nhat. Accident? 


L. Lucy. By, my own Orders. 
L. Grau. Hb, 88 ol 5 
- L. Lucy. Indeed, Siſter, tis true. 


£ 


* 


L. Grau. And have you che Confidence to. om ĩtt 


me? I defire, Madam, you wou'd;not make me privy, 
to your Intrignes: I ſhall nor keep them ſecret, I, aſr 
ſare you. She. who conceals a. Crime, is in a manner 
acceſſary to it. | 

L. Lucy. I ſee your Policy. You wou'd preſerve your 
ſelf, by ſacrificing me: But tho a, Thief ſaves his Life 
by ſacrificing his Companion, he. ſaves, not his Repu- 
ration. Your nice Story of a couple of Templers, will 


not be admitted by. the. Gourt of; Scandal, at Lady 


* 


what a Wife he. has. mw 

L. Lucy. Madam, Madam, the World ſhall: know 
whar a Siſter I have. WA 
IL. Grave, I diſclaim. your Kindred, You, are no 
Relation of mine. | b Bb 
L. Lucy. You make me. merry. =» 

L. Grave. I may ſpoil your Mirth: at, leaſt, II 
prevent it this. time, Em reſolv'd, 

L. Lucy. That's more ill-natur'd than I'll ſnew my 
ſelf to you —— fo, your Servant. D 

L. Grave. T'll take. a Hackney Coach, and be at 
Home before her — ſee he's a Villain; but I'll find 
a Way to, be revenged on them both. 

L. Lucy. (Re-entring.) O! for Heaven's ſake, let us 
lay aſide all Quarrels, and take cate of both our Re- 
putations. Here's a whole Goach - load coming up Stairs. 
F heard them enquire for theſe Chambers —— Here's a 
2 in, in. I never was 2 frightned in my Whole 


SCENE 
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SCENE XVIII. 


Valentine, Veromil, Bellaria, Clariſſa, 
Per. The Clergyman outſtays his Time, or the Im- 


f patience of my Love outflies it. I'm rack'd 'till the 


dear Bond be tied beyond the Power of Art to undo. 
Think then, my Sweet, if the leaſt Apprehenſion of 
loſing thee can ſhock my Soul; what Agonies muſt I 
have liv'd in, when Hope was as diſtant, as Fear is 
now. 6 
Bel. Too eaſily, my Yeromil, J gueſs; I know them 
by my own; for ſure I am not in Debt one Sigh to 
Love. 
Ver. In Debt! Not all the Service of my Life can 
ay thee for a tender Thought of me. Oh! how I 
feds for one ſoft Hour to tell thee all I've undergone. 
For to look back upon a dreadful Sea which we've 
eſcap'd, adds to the Proſpect of the beauteous Country 
we are to enjoy. | | 
Servant [ Entring.] Gentlemen, a Clergyman in the 
other Room. | 
Ver. Come, my Bellaria, a few ſhort Moments lead 
me into Paradiſe. | | | 
Val. Wou'd thou hadſt found another; but Love 
forbids you this Lou know I ſtrove with all my 
Power againſt it; but it has conquer'd —and through 
my Heart you only reach Bellaria. | 
Yer. Ha! Nay then, wert thou as much my Friend, 
as thou art unworthy of the Name — through twenty 
Hearts like thine, I'd ruſh into her Arms. 
[ Fight. The Nomen ſbreit. Lady Lucy, Lady Gravely, 
run out of the Cloſet ; they all hold Valentine, and 
as Veromil ig leading off Bellaria, Sir Harry, Wil- 
ding and Pincet meet them at the Door. | 
Then take thy Life — und now, my Sweeteſt —— 


SCENE 
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SCENE XIX. 


Sir Harry Wilding, Wilding, Pincer, Lady Lucy, Lady 
Gravcly, Valentine, Veromil, Bellaria, and Clariſſa. 


Pal. Away. Stand off. Eternal Furies ſeize you. 
L. Lucy. Vou may rave, good Sir; but three Women 


will be too hard for you, though you were as ſtout and 
as mad as Hercules. 


Sir Har. Hey-day! We had but one hoe "LO 5 
here's a Seraglio. 


Ver. Let me paſs, Sir. 
Sir Har. No, indeed, Sir. I muſt firſt know how 


you came here, and then perhaps dun als — to 
the Round-Houſe. ; ET . 


Ver. Then I'll force my Way thus. 
Wild. Nay, I muſt ſecure my Father. 


 [Veromil makes at Sir Harry, Wilding interpoſe— 


he puſbes at Wilding and is diſarm'd —— the Ladies 
looſe Valentine. 


Bel. Oh Heav'ns! my Veromil, you are not 
wounded ! 


Ver. Through the Heart, Bellaria, by this Pre- 


vention. 


Bel. Be eaſy then; for all the Powers of Hell ſhall 
never part us. 


SCENE XX. 


To em, Sir Avarice, Young Pedant. 


Sir Av. Hey! what have we here? my Wife, and. 
Siſter, and Sir Harry, and all the World! 


Sir Har. Death and the Devil! what does this 
mean? 


Sir Av. Nay, good people! how came you all 
here? 


Sir Har. Ay, how came you all here? for J will 
know before any one go out 
Pin. Sir, I beg to be excus'd —— [Offering to go. 
Sir Har. Not a Step: I ſhall have Buſineſs for you. 


Pl 
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Fll ſee by What Law theſe People make a publick 


i Rendezvous of my Son's Chambers: - 

Sir Av. Your Son's Chambers, Sir Harry! 

= Y..Ped.” That they were his, datur that they are 
5 his, negatur for the time that they were lent? 
. for i is CO they were his, bur are 155 


| PD $1 What's this? 
4 0. 25 Were his, but are not ee have Wu. 
fold theſe too, Harry J. „ane. 


| Jill. Twin out-. 
1 Sir Har. Speak, Sir; —_— don't you beak? are not 
4 theſe your Chambers? 47 3 
I' A ild. No. Sit, 
. Sir Av. His! 
L. Lucy. His, indeed: 


L. Gra. W har to you thin 1 Harr I hou'd 
do in your Son's Charnbers? : . Sir 1 the \ 


— 


1 IT. Tuch. Or What de you ſee here like the art- 
NB: ment of à Beau but I ask Pardon, our Von is is a 

1 Lawyer. * 

1 "Ones. A Lawyer! Ha, ha, ha! 

\F L. Gra. In ſhort, Sir Harry, your Son is as great 
BY? a Rake as any in Town. 


1 . Ped, 420 as ignorant as any at the aiverſity. 
. Lach. Ay, of as one half of his Brother T'emplers. 

Sir Av. And as great a Rogue, I'm afraid, as the other 
half. : 


| Sir Har. He ſhall be AS 3 a ; Beggar r then as thoſe 
1 that are honeſ. USES 

1 Wild, Tbar, Sir, an hone Ca tain of my Acquain- 
tance Wir prevent; for as 7 Now: my Loch s that 
were bike open, he as given up thoſe Articles you 
were pleaſed to enter ihto, to me and my Uſe: - For 


* * - 
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which I am to thank the honeſt Counſellor 8 
into W Hoſe Poſſeſſion you have given a Bond of An- 
vity of five hundred Pounds a Lear. 


Sir Har. Cheated I abüs'd! Dog! Villain! —— Ha! 
yl ſee whether I am able te recover it ; 
Searthe;" Pincer' 8 's Pockets, throws out Jeveral Papers, 


Wild. 


and pulls his Wie off 1 ο be SOPs » 


——— 
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Had. It's bey and your Search, I aſſure you. 
Hin. Help!. Murder! 
era Nays, Sir Hemm! ::. % „ % ls He; 
en, Sir la Dog! Raſcal !— ru be revenged on you 
——— | 


SCENE XXI. 


"Sir 0 Tung. Pedant, Lad) Lok Lay A 
ilding, Veromil, Valentine, ellaria, Clarilla, 
"2 Pincer. 


7 er. [taking up a Lane} Has onal; your xml 
Sir — [arts]. Gillert, my Father's Servant ! —| look 
ing on the Leiter] By Heav'ns!. my Brother's! Hand 
too - then my Curioſity is re L Reads it. 

Pin. Heaven I fee is juſt. | 
Ler. Prodigious!— Gentlemen, 1 beg that Man 
may be ſecur c. 
Wild. He is my Servant, Sir. 
Ver. He formerly was my Father — This Letter 
3 * which is from my Brother to him, will inform 


you farther. 


w GILBERT,  - 
1 Received hours, and aon d bave. "paid you Jour. half 
. "Year's Annuity long ſince, but I have bad urgent Occa- 
75 ions for my Money — Ton ſay, it is hard to be reduced to 
our primitive Degree, when you have ventur'd. your Soul 
70 raiſe your. ſelf to a bigher ; and 8 little after have the Im- 
. Pudence to threaten to diſcover — diſcover if you dare — you 
will then find, you have ventur'd your. Body tod; and that Per- 
Jury will entitle you to the ſame Reward, as you audaci- 
-. ouſly ſay Forgery will me —— expect 10 hear no more from 


nme. Tou may diſcover if you. pleaſe, but you ſpall, find I 
will not ſpare that Money which your Roguery has aſſiſted 
in getting, to have the Life of him who is the Cauſe 


E my lofing it, 


J. VER oMiIL. 


Pin. 


W—_— C— — 
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Pin. If there yet want a ſtronger Confirmation 
1, Sir, the Wretch whom the Hopes of Riches have 
betray d to be a Villain, will openly atteſt the. Diſco- 
very, and by a ſecond Appearance in a publick Court, 
reſtore the lawful Heir what my firſt coming there has 

robbed him of. 

Bell. Is this poſſible? 

Per. Yes, my Sweet —I am now again that Vero- 
mil, to whom you firſt were promis'd, and from whoſe 
Breaſt nothing can tear you more. Sir Avarice, you 
may be at Eaſe ; for it is now in my Power to offer 
up a better Fortune to this Lady's Merit, than any of 
her Prerenders. 

Bel. No Fortune can ever add to my Love for vou, 
nor Loſs diminiſn it. 

Sir Av. What is the meaning of this? 

Ver. That Fortune, Sir, which recommended me 
to this Lady's Father, and which by Forgery and Per- 
jury I was depriv'd of, my happy Stars now promiſe 
to reſtore me. 

Pin. Vou need not doubt your Gmocdle The other 
Evidence to the Deed has been touched with the ſame 
Scruples of Conſcience, and will be very ready on an 
aſſur d Pardon to recant. 

Mild. Dear Veromil, let me embrace thee. I am 
heartily glad I have been inſtrumental in the Adres, | 
your Happineſs; and tho' it is with my Miſtreſs, 
with you Joy ſincerely. 

Ver. Wilding, I thank you; and in Return, I wiſh 
you may be reſtor'd into your Father's Favour. 

Mild. I make Peace with Sword in Hand, and que- 
ſtion not but to bring the old Gentleman to Reaſon. 

Bel. There yer remains a Quarrel in the Company, 
which I would reconcile —— Clarifa, I think 1 read 
Forgiveneſs in your Face; and I am ſure Penitence is 
very plain in Valentine's. 

Fal. I am too much a Criminal to hope for Pardon: 
Vet, if my Fault may be attoned for, 1 will employ 
my utmoſt Care to do it. Cou'd J think the Acqui- 

ſition of Fortune any Recommendation, Sir Avarice 
| has 
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has obliged himſelf to pay me ſeven thouſand Pounds 


on this Lady's Marriage. 


Sir Av. The Conditions are not full611'd Sir, and — 
Pal. Not *till ſhe is married, Sir. As you have nor 


been pleaſed to mention to whom, PYeromil will fill che 
Place as well as any other. 


Sir Av. Sir ! 

Val. Sir, what you have agreed to give 1s han my 
own; your Conditions of delivering it are as ſcanda- 
lous as your retaining it: So you may make a Buſtle, 
and loſe as much Reputation as you pleaſe z but the Mo- 
ney you will be obliged to pay. 

Sir Au. And pray, Sir, why did you invite all 
this Company hither? 

Val. How ſome of it came here, I know no more 


than you do. 


L. Gra. I can only account for myſelf and Siſter. 
L. Lucy. Ay; my Sifter and I came together. | 
Wild. Mine is along Story; but I will divert you all 


. with it ſome other time. 


Pin. May I then hope your Pardon? 


Ver. Deſerve it, and I will try to get his ni 8 
for you, which will do you moſt Service. 


SCENE rhe laſt. 


To *em, a Seryant. 
Ser. An't pleaſe your Honour, your Honda's 


Brother, Mr. Pedant, is juſt come to Town, and is at 


home now with Sir Harry Filding. 


Sir Av. Thenall my Hopes are fruſtrated. Get Chairs 
to the Door. 


Ver. This is lucky News indeed! and may be fo for 


you too, Wilding. For Sir Harry is too good-hu- 


mour'd a Man to be an Exception to the univerſal Sa- 
tisfaction of a Company. I hope this Lady will pre- 


vent the Uncaſineſs of another. To Clariſſa. 


Hal. This Generoſity ſtabs me to the Soul — Oh! 
my Yeromil! my Friend! let this Embrace teſtifie my 
Repentance. 


Per 


— net among mens 


— 
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Ver. And bury what is paſt. | 
Hal. Generous," noble Soul! 8 
Ver. Madam, give me leave to join your Hands. 
Bel. Nay, fince I have been the unfortunate Cauſe 
of ſeparating em, I mult affiſt.  , * 
Cla. I know not whether the World will Pardon 

my forgiving you but —— _ _ __ 
Val. Oh! ſay no more, leſt I am loſt in too exceſſive 


ke «1:45 Ts 3 
L. Lap. Indeetl, I think ſhe need not. ; 

L. Gra. [to Wild.] Vour Excuſes to me are vain. 
We have both diſcover'd you to be a Villain, I have 
ſeen the Aſſignation von made my Siſter, and ſhe has 
ſeen mine: So you may be aſſured we will neither of 
us ſpeak to you more. „ | 
Mild. 1 hope torgive you ſubſtantial Reaſons for my 
Conduct; at leaſt my Secrecy you may be aſſured of. 
Hir Av. Come, Gentlemen, and Ladies, we will 
now adjourn, if you pleaſe, to my Houſe; where, Sir, 
[% Ver.] if my Brother and; you agree (as certainly 
vou will, if you prove your Title ro: yout Father's 
Eſtate) I have nothing to ſay againſt your Match. 
. Nor againſt my returning to the Univerſity, 

OPC. i , h | 
Ver. Sir Avarice, J wait on Jou; and before the Con- 
clufion of this Evening, 1 hope you will not have a 

diſcontented Mind in Your Houte. Come my Dear 

Bellariu; after ſo many Tempeſts, our Fortune: once 
more puts on a ſetene Aſpect; once more we have 
that Happineſs in view, Which crowns the Succeſs of 
Virtue, Conſtancy and Love. 17 


All Love, as Polly, Libertines diſclaim z 
And Children cal their Folly by its Ndme. 
Thoſe Joys which from its pureſt Fountains flow, 
No Boy, no Fool, no Libertine can know: 
Hcav'n meant ſo bleſt, ſo exquiſite a Fare, 

But to reward the Virtuous ànd the"Grear. 
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Had ſent us off together, and left you in 


E PI L OU G E, 
Written by a FRIEND, and Spoken by 
Mrs. G TF FAR D. . 


RITICKS, no doubt, you think I come to pray 
A Your Pardon, for this fooliſh, virtuous Play. 
As Papiſts, by a Saint; ſo Authors practiſe, 
To get their Crimes atton d for, by an Aftreſs.. 
Our Author too wou'd fain have brought.me to it, 
But, faith! I come to beg you'd damn the Poet. 
Hhat did the Dullard mean, by ſtopping ſhort, 
And bringing in a Husband to ſpoil Sport? | 
No ſooner am I in my Lover's Arms, * ; 
But pop —— my Husband all our Foys alarms! 
— Madam, to ſave your Virtue, cries Sir Bard, 
1 was obligd —— 7 ſave my Virtue! —— Lard! 
A Woman is her own ſufficient Guard. 
For, ſpight of all the Strength which Men rely in, 
We very rarely fall — without complying. . © 
Some modern Bards, to pleaſe you better Skill d- 
Had, without Scruple, the whole thing fulfild, 


A ſad Suſpence, to gueſs what we were doing; 
Then Fans had hid the virtuous Ladies Faces, | | 


And Cuckolds Hats had ſbelter d their Grimaces. 


But ours, forſooth, will argue that the Stage 2 
as meant t improve, and not debauch the Age. 

Fſbau ! to improve ! -—— the Stage was firſt defign'd, 

Such as they are, to repreſent Mankind. | 

And, fince a Poet ought to copy Nature, 

Cuckold, ſure, were not ſo ſtrange a Creature. 
Well, tho our Poet's very modeſt Muſe, . 

Cou'd, to my Wiſh, ſo ſmall a Thing refuſe, 

Criticks, to damn him, ſure, will be ſo civil — 

That's n&er refus'd by Criticks or the De vil. 

But ſhou'd we both act Parts ſo very ſtrange, 

And, tho I ast, ſhou'd You refuſe Revenge; 

Oh! may this Curſe alone attend your Lives ! 

May ye have all Bellaria's to your Hives 4 

5 5 | 

5 "7% , | 
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Sung by "Miſs THORNOWEATR in the 
Sera cond AG, 
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(rl — J. 
fl ma 12 tbe Ei aud the Tory, | 
Are Prude and Coguette; 
From Love theſe ſeek Glory, 
fs thoſe do from State. 
No Prude or Coguette 
My Vows ſhall atteng, 
No Tory Dll get, 
No Whig for a Friend. 
II. 
The Man who by Reaſon 
His Life doth ſupport, 
Neer riſes to Treaſon, . 
Ne'er ſinks to a Court. 
By Virtue, not Party, 
Does Actions commend; 
My Soul ſhall be hearty 
Towards ſuch a Friend. 
III. 
The Woman who prizes 
No Fool's empty Praiſe , 
Who Cenſure deſpiſes, 
Yet Virtue obeys; 
With Innocence airy, 
With Gaiety wiſe, 
In every thing wary, 
In nothing. preciſe : 
7543 OEMs: 
When Truth 2 Ii dove, 
She ceaſes Diſdain 
Nor hunts after Lovers, 
To give only Pain. 


So lovely a Creature, 
To Worlds I'd prefer er ; | , 
Of bountiful Nature 11 
Ast nothing but Her. 


| 8 


— 
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Sung in the Third Act, by the ſame Perſon. 


J. 
V. Belinda, gre your a, = 
Vain are all your rf Smilers A | 
pile, like @ Bully, you invite, -(- 
Aud then decline 1 7b approaching * 1 2 
. b 23 405 0 
Parious are the little Arts, 
Wich you uſe to conquer Hearts; 
By empty Threats be word affright, 
And Jou: by empty Hopes delight. 
"UL gh 
Cowards may by him be brav 4; j 
Fogs may be by you enſlav'd 
Men won d be panguiſi, or you bind, 
He muſt be brave, and 30% te ng Nu 54 and 
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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. FONES. 


OO long the T1 ragick Au hath a the Stage, 
Aud frigbined Wives and Children with ber Rage. 

Too long Drawcanſir roars, Parthenope weeps, = 

N vile ev ry _ cries, and Critick _—_— 


* « 4 * 


When the SkilPd Aare to ber weeping Eyes, 
With ariful Sigh, the Handkerchief applies, 
How griev'd each Sympathizing Nymph appears ? 
And Box and Gallery both melt in Tears, 

Or, when in Armour of Corinthian Braſs, 
Heroick Attor ſtares you in the Face, 

And cries aloud with Emphaſis that's fit, on 
Liberty, Freedom, Liberty and Briton 

While frowning, gaping for Applauſe he ſtands, 
What generous Briton can refuſe his Hands? 

Like the tame Animals defign'd for Show, 

You have your Cues to clap, as they to bow ? 
Taught to commend, your Judgments have no Share 
By Chance you gueſs aright, by Chance you err. 


But Handkerchiefs and Britain laid fide, 
7" Night we mean to laugh, and not to chide, 
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In Days of Yore, when Fools were beld in Faſhion, 


Tho” now, alas] all baniffd from the Nation, © : | 


A merry Teſter had reform'd his Lord, 


Who wow?d have ſcorn'd the fterner Stoick's Word. 


Bred in Democritus his laughing Schools, 
Our Auther flies ſad Heraclitus Rules : 
No Tears, no Terror plead in his Bebalf; 
The aim of Farce is but to make you laugh. 
Beneath the Tragick or the Comick Name, 
Farces and Puppet-ſhows ne er miſs of Fame, 


© 3 
* 9 * « 


Condemn them not, appearing in their own, 
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Smiles we expect, from the Good-natur'd fo 


As ye are done by, ye Malicious, do; 
And kindly laugh at him, who laughs at you. 


Perſons 
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Marplay jun. Mr. Stopler. 
Book weight, a Bookſeller, Mr. Jones. 
carecrow,. ) | Mr. Marſoal. 
aſh, | Mr. Hallam. 
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Quibble, Mr. Dove. 
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Mrs. Money wood, the Author*s Land- 
lady, 


Harriot, her Daughter, 5s Miſs Palms. 


I Mrs. Mullart. 
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Perſons in the Porr rer vice. 5 
Player, 22 "Mt; "ag 
Conſtable, Mr. Well. 
Murder-text, 4 Presbytertan . Mr. Hallam. 
Goddeſs of Nonſenſe, Mrs. Mullart. 
Charon, Mr. Ayres. 
Curry, 4 Bookfeller, Mr. Dove, 
A Poet, Mr. W. Hallam. 
Signior Opera, Mr. Siapler. 
Don Tragedio, Mr. Mar/hal, a 
ö Sir Farcical Comick, Mr. Davenport. 
N Dr. Orator, Mr. Jones. 
| Monſieur Pantomime, Mr. Knott, © 
| | Mrs. Novel, Mrs. Martin, 
j Robgrave, ihe Sexton, Mr. Harris. 2 
5 Sailor, Mr. Achurch. 2 | 
jy Somebody, Mr. Harris, Jun. | 
i Nobody, Mr. Wells, Jun. 
i Punch, Mr. Reynolds. 
| Joan, Mr. Hicks, 
i Lady Kingcall, Miſs Clarke, 
4 Mrs. Cheat'em, Mrs. Wind. 
\t Mrs. Glaſs- ring, Mrs. Blunt. 
Count Ugly, — oc cn | - 
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AUTHOR' FARCE. 
A 
_ Lucklefs's Room in Mrs. Moneywood's Houſe, 

Mrs. Moneywood, Harriot, Luckies. 


MonEtYWOOD. 


EVER tell me, Mr. Zuckleſs, of your Play, 
& and your Play, I tell you, I muſt be paid. 
I would no more depend on a Benefit-Night 
of an unacted Play, than I would on a Benefit- 
Ticket in an undrawn Lottery. Cou'd I have 
gueſs d that I had a Poet in my Houſe! Cou'd I have 
look'd for a Poet under lac'd Clothes! 

Luck. Why not? ſince you may often find Poverty 
under them : Nay, they are commonly the Signs of it : 
And therefore, why may not a Poet be ſeen in them as 
well as a Courtier ? 

Money. Do you make a Jeft of my Misfortune, Sir? 
Luck. Rather my Misfortune. I am ſure I have a bet- 

ter Title to Poverty than you; for notwithſtanding the 
handſom Figure I make, unleſs you are ſo good to invite 
me, I am aid! ſnall ſcarce prevail on my Stomach to 
dine to-day. | bh; 


A 4 Money. 


» © — * 2». — 


c DDR ar ed 
8 7 hy 2 


ö 
| 


1 
\ 4 
' 
9898 
3 
1 
| 
, 
«* * 
g 
1 - 
- 


Sz 
8 


* - 
> - 


2 


— 


— 4 
Sy 


8 The Aur HORN FAM. 


Money. O never fear that; you will never Want a 
Dinner till you have dined at all the Eating-houſes round. 
—— No one ſhuts their Doors againſt you the firſt: time; 
and I en! eu are ſo e . ag hho ag me a 
ſecond. 14 

Luck. "Wl And if you will give me Jets: to walk: 
out of your Doors, the Devil take me if ever I come 
into *em again. 

Money. Pay me, Sir, what you owe me, and walk 

away whenever you pleaſe. 
Tuck. With all my Heart, Madam; get me a Pen and 
Ink, and Pl give you my Note for it immediately. 
Money. Your Note! Who will diſcount it? Not your 
Bookſeller, for he has as many of your Notes as he has 
of your Works, Both good laſting Ware, and which are 
never likely to go out of his Shop, and his Scrutore. 

Har. Nay, but Madam, tis barbarous to inſult run 
in this manner. 

Money. No doubt you'll take his Part. Pray, get you 

about your Buſineſs. I ſuppoſe he intends to pay me, by 
ruining you. Get you in, this Inſtant, and remember if 
ever I ſee you with him again, Pl turn 2 out of Doors. 


© EN EM 


Luckleſs, Mrs. Moneywood. 


Luck. Diſcharge all your I!|-nature on me, Madam, but 
ſpare poor Miſs Harri. | 

Money. Oh! then it is plain. I have ſuſpected your 
Familiarity a long while. You are a baſe Man. Is it not 
enough to ſtay three Months in my Houſe without paying 
me a Farthing, but you muſt ruin my Child? 

Luck, I love her as my Soul. Had I the World, I'd 
give it her all. 


But as you happen to have nothing in the 


World, I defire you would have nothing to ſay to her. 


I ſuppoſe you wou'd have ſettled all your Caſtles in the 
Air, Oh! I wiſh you had liv'd in one of them, inſtead 
of 
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of my Houſe. Well, I am reſolv'd, when you are gone 
over my: Door in great red Letters, No Ladgings for. Poets. 
— dure, never was ſuch a Gueſt as you have been; My 
Floor is all ſpoil'd with Ink, my Windows with Verſes, 
and my Door has been almoſt beat down with Duns. 
Luck, Would your Houſe had been beaten down, and 
every thing, but my dear Harriet, cruſh*d under it. 
Money. Sir, Sir —— 
Luck. Madam, Madam! I will attack you at your own 
Weapons ; I will pay you in your own Coin. 
N Money. 1 with you wou'd pay me in any Coin, Sir. 
| Luck. Look ye, Madam, I'Il do as much as a reaſo- 
nable Woman can require; I'll ſhew you all I have; and 
give you all I have too, if you pleaſe to accept it. 
| | [ Turns his Pockets infide out. 
Money. I will not be us'd in this manner. No, Sir, I 
will be paid, if there be any ſuch thing as Law. 
Tuck. By what Law you will put Money into my 
Pocket, I know not; for I never heard of any one who 
got Money by the Law, but the Lawyers. I have told 
you already, and, I tell you again, that the firſt Money 
I get ſhall be yours; and I have great Expectations 
from my Play. In the mean time, your ſtaying here can 
be of no Service, and you may poſſibly drive ſome fine 
Thoughts out of my Head. I wou'd write a Love- 
Scene, and your Daughter wou'd be more proper Company 
on that Occaſion, than you. | 
Money. You wou'd act a Love- Scene, I believe, but I 
ſhall prevent you; for I intend to diſpoſe of myſelf, 
before my Daughter, 
Luck, Diſpoſe of yourſelf! 
Money. Yes, Sir, diſpoſe of myſelf —— *Tis very well 
known, that I have had very good Offers ſince my laſt 
dear Husband died. I might have had an Attorney of 
Neu-Inn, or Mr. Fiill-pot the Exciſe- man: Yes, I had 
my Choice of two Parſons, or a Doctor of Phyſick ; 
and yet I ſlighted them all; yes I lighted them for 
for—for you. | Luck. 


10 Tre'AuTrHor's FARCE, 


Luck, For me! Epc eee e 
Money. Les, you have ſeen too viſible Marks of my 
Paſſion; too viſible for my Reputation. [SSobbing. 


Luck. 1 have heard very loud Tokens of your Paſſion; 
but I rather took it for the Paſſion of Anger, than of 

Money. Oh! it was Love indeed : Nothing but Love 
upon my Soul. | 

Luck. The Devil! This way of Dunning is worſe than 
the other. | | 

Money. If thou canſt not pay me in Money, let me 
have it in Love.—If I break through the Modeſty of my 
Sex, let my Paſſion excuſe it I know the World will 
call it an tmpudent Action; but if you will let me reſerve 
all I have to myſelf, I will make myſelf yours for ever. 

Luck. Toll, loll, loll ! | 

Money. And is this the manner you receive my Decla- 
ration, you poor beggarly Fellow ? You ſhall repent this, 
remember you ſhall repent it, remember that. I'll ſnew 
you the Revenge of an injur'd Woman. 

Luck. I ſhall never repent any thing that rids me of 
you, I am ſure. 


r 
Luckleſs, Harriot. 
Luck. Dear Harriot! 
Har. I have waited an Opportunity to return to you. 
Luck. Oh! my Dear, I am fo ſick, 
Har. What's the matter ? 1 
Luck. Oh! your Mother! your Mother 
Har. What, has ſhe been Scolding ever ſince ? 
Luck. Worſe! worle! 
Har. Heav'n forbid, ſhe ſhould threaten to go to Law 
with you. 
Luck. Ob, worſe! worſe! She threatens to go to 
Church with me. She has made me a generous Offer, 
that if I will but marry her, ſhe will ſuffer me to ſettle all 
the has upon her, Har. 


on 


1 


Propoſal ? 
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Har. Generous Creature! Sure yon will not reſiſt the 


+ * 


Tuck. Hum! what wou'd you adviſe me to? | 
Har. Ob, take her, take her, by all means; you will 
be the prettieſt, fineſt, lovelieſt, ſweeteſt Couple— Auh ! 
what a delicate Diſh of Matrimony you will make? Her 
Age with your Youth, her Avarice with your Extrava- 
cance, and her Scolding with your Poetry. 

Luck. Nay, but I am ferious, and I deſire you wou*d 
be ſo. You know my Unhappy Circutnſtances, and your 
Mother's Wealth. It would be at leaſt a prudent Match. 

Har. Oh! extremely prudent, ha, ha, ha, the World 
will ſay, Lard{ who could have thought Mr. Luckle/; 
had had ſo much Prudence. This one Action will over- 
balance all the Follies of your Life. | 

Luck, F aith, T think it will: But, dear Harriot, how 
can I think of loſing you for ever? And yet as our Af- 
fairs ſtand, I ſee no Poſſibility ef our being happy to- 


gether. It will be ſome Pleaſure too, that I may have 


it in my Power to ſerve you. Believe me it is with the 
utmoſt Reluctance I think of parting with you: For if 
it was in my Power to have you — 

Har. Oh, I am very much oblig'd to you = [ believe 
you Les, you need not ſwear, I believe you. 

Luck. And can you as eaſily conſult Prudence, and part 
with me? for I wou'd not buy my own Happineſs at the 
Price of yours. | | | 
4 Har. | thank you, Sir,. part with you— intolerable 

anity! ! - 

Lack Then I am reſolv'd, and fo, my good Landlady, 
have at you. So 7 

Har. Stay, Sir, let me acquaint you with one thing ; 
you are a Villain! and don't think I'm vex'd at any thing, 
but that I ſhou'd have been ſuch a Fool, as ever to have 
had a good Opinion of you. Crying. 

Luck. Ha, ha, ha! Caught by Jupiter! And did my 
dear Harriot think me in Earneſt ? 

Har. And was you not in Earneſt ? 


Luck, 
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12 De AUT Ho Fancy. 
Luck. What, to part with thee ? A pretty Woman 


will be ſooner in Earneſt to part” with her Beauty, or a 


great Man with his Poweerr. 
Har. I wiſh I were aſſurd of the Sinceriey of your Love. 


AIR. Butter d Peafe. 


Luck, Does my deareſt Harriot ak _ Ph 


What for Love I wou'd purſue - 
on ou'd you, Charmer, know what. 7 ak 
I wou'd undertake for you? 


Ak the bold Ambitious, what © 
He for Honours wou'd atchieve ? © 

Or the gay Voluptuous, bat 
I bicb hed not for Pleaſure. . „ 


A the Miſer what: bed, i cn os eo 
To amaſs exceſſive Gain? 
ef 5 Or the Saint, what he'd purſue 
His wiſh'd Heavn to obtain 


»[131 97: 


Sf 


' Theſe I wo d attempt, „ 
For Oh ! my Harriot zs to me, 


All Ambition, Pleaſure, Store, * 2 
Or what Head'n iifelf can be! WE; 
* Wou'd my deareſt Luckleſs bnow, 210 AOTOOWS A 

What his conſtant Harriot cas Jy 

Fer tender Love and Faith to ſhow, © © 

For her dear, her only Man. qo? 


Ask the vain Coquette, what ſhe 
For Mens Auoration wou'd ; 

Or from Cenſure ta be free, 
Ast the vile cenſcrious Prude. 


In a Coach and Six to ride, 22 
bat ibe mercenary Fade, Pk 
Or the Widixw to be Bride OT regs 

To a brisk broad. ſhoulder d Blade, 


The AvTruorxs Fakes, 


16 At All theſe I won d attempt for thee, H at 
4 10 .,y*1:Cou'dvid but thy Paſſion fix ; he Hem 
Th Will, my fole Commander: be,  ' + 5 / 

And ul trms my — | we 


Money. [20ithin,] Harriot, Harriot. 

Har. Hear the dreadful Summons, adieu. I will take 
the firſt Opportunity of ſeeing you again. 

Luck. Adieu, my pretty Chariner 3 89 thy ways for 
the firſt of thy Sex.” 


S CEN E 1 
LC uckleſs, Jack. a 


Luck. So! What News bring you! 
Jack. An't pleaſe your Honour, I have been at my 


Lord's, and his Lordſhip thanks you for the Favour 
you have offer'd of reading your Play to him; but he 
has ſuch a prodigious deal of Buſineſs, he begs to be 
excus'd, I have been with Mr. Keyber too: He made 
me no Anſwer at all, Mr. Bookweight will be here im- 
mediately. 8 old 

Luck. Jack. 

Jack. Sir. 

Luck. Fetch my other Hat kicher, Cary it to the 
Pawnbrokers. 

Fack, To your Honour's own n Pawnbroker. J 

Luck. Ay—And in thy way home, call at the Cook's 
Shop. So, one. way or other I find, my Head muſt 
always provide for my Belly. | 


8 C E N E F: 
Luckleſs, Witmore. 


Luck. I am . dear Witmore ! 
Wit. Dear Harry! * 
Luck. This is kind, indeed; but 1 do not more 
vonder at n a Man f in this Age, who can be a 
Friend 


81 
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Friend to Adverfity, than that Fortune thould be fo 
much my Friend, as to direct you to me; for ſhe is a 
Lady I have not been much indebted to lately. | 

Wi. She who told me, I affure you, is one you have 
been indebted to a long while. 

Luck. Whom do you mean? 17 f 

Wit. One who complains of your Unkindnek i in not 
Viſiting her; Mrs. Lovewwood. 

Luck. Doft thou viſit there ſtill, chen? | 

Wit. I throw an idle Hour away there ſometimes: 
When I am in an ill Humour, I am ſure of feeding it 
there with all the Scandal in Town; for no Bawd is half 
ſo diligent in looking after Girls with an uncrack'd 
Maidenhead, as ſhe. in ſearching out Women with crack*d 
Reputations. 

1 The much more infaragits Office of the two. 
Wit. Thou art ſtill a Favourer of the Women, I 
find. | 

Luck. Ay, the Wotnen and the Muſes ; the high 
Roads to Beggary, 

Wit. What, art thou not cured of Seribling yet? 

Luck. No, Scribling is as impoſſible to cure as the 
Gout. 

Wit. And as ſure a Sign of Poverty as the Gout of 
Riches. Sdeath! in an Age of Learning and true Po- 


liteneſs, where a Man might ſucceed by his Merit, there 


would be ſome Encouragement. But now, when Party 
and Prejudice carry all before them, when Learning is 
decried, Wit not underſtood, when the Theatres are 
Puppet- Shows » and the Comedians Ballad-Singers : 
When Fools lead the Town, wou'd a Man think to 
thrive by his Wit? If you muft write, write Non- 
ſenſe, write Operas, write Hurlo- thrumbo' s, ſet up an 
Oratory and preach Nonſenſe; and you may meet with 
Eacouragement enough. Be prongs be ſcurrilous, be 
immodelt z if you wou'd receive Applauſe, deſerve to 
receive Sentence at the Old- Baily: ant 
in a Coach, deſerve to ride in a Lg 
Luck, 


if you wou'd ride 


Cl 
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Luck. You are warm, my Friend. 
Wit. It is becauſe I am your Friend. I cannot bear 
To hear a Fellow, who had he been born a Chineſe, had 


ſtarv'd for want of Genius, to have been even the loweſt 


Mechanick, toſs up his empty Noddle with an affected 
Diſdain of what he has not underſtood; and Women 
abuſing what they have neither ſeen nor read, from an 
unreaſonable Prejudice to an honeſt Fellow, whom the 
have not known, If thou wilt write againſt all the 
Reaſons get a Patron, be Pimp to ſome worthleſs Man of 
Quality, write Panegyricks on him, flatter him with as 
many Virtues as he has Vices: Then perhaps you will 
engage his Lordſhip, his Lordſhip engages the Town on 
your Side, and then write till your Arms ake, Senſe or 
Nonſenſe, it will all go down. 

Lack. Thou art too fatirical on Mankind. It is poſſi- 
ble to thrive in the World by juſtifiable Means. 
Mit. Ay, juſtifiable, and fo they are juſtifiable by 
Cuſtom. What does the Soldier or Phyſician thrive by, 
but Slaughter? The Lawyer, but by Quarrels? The 
Courtier, but by Taxes? The Poet, but by Flattery ? 
I know none that thrive by profiting Mankind, but the 
Husbandman, and the Merchant : The one gives you the 
Fruit of your own Soil, the other brings you thoſe from 
Abroad; and yet theſe are repreſented as mean and me- 
chanical], and the others as honourable and glorious. 

Luck. Well, but prithee leave Railing, and tell me 
what you wou'd adviſe me to do? 

Wit. Do! why, thou art a vigorous young Fellow, 
and there are rich Widows in Town. 

Luck. But I am already engaged. 


Wit. Why don't you marry then — for I ſuppoſe 


you are not mad enough to have any Engagement with 
a poor Miltreſs, 


Luck. Even fo, faith, and fo heartily that I wou'd not 
change her for the Widow of a Cræſus. 


Wit. 
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Hit. Now. thou art; .,undane,, indeed. Matrimony 


cJlenches Ruin beyond Retrieval. What unfortunate 


Stars wert thou born under! Was it not enough to 28 
thoſe nine ragged Jades the Muſes, but 5 t faſten 
on, ſome, Earth-born. Miſtreſs as. poor as ; oi 
© Mar. jun. [within] Order my Chair. to call * 
e Q, let em ſtay. * 

| eyday! whom the Devil have we here? 
Luck. The young Captain, Sir, no leſs Perſon, I 


1 you. 
enn E:- e 0 
dis Luckleſß, Witmore, Marplay Junior. W 1M 


Mar. jun. Mr. Luckleſs, I kiſs your Hands — — = Sir, 1 
am your moſt obedient humble Servant; 5. you ſee, | 
Eucfleſs, what Power you have over me. I attend 9 — 
Commands, tho“ ſeveral Perſons of Quality have, ſtaid 
af Court for me above this Hour. 5 

Luck. I am obliged to you—1 have a : Tragedy for 
your* Houle, Mr. Marplay. I 


Mar. jun. Ha! If you will ſend it to, me, 1 will, 


ve vou my Opinion of it, and if I can make will 
Iterations in it that will * for its Frags, 

do it freely. EO 

Mi.. Alterations, Sir? 


' , 34 
# KY 


Mar. fun. Yes, Sir, e Gr will maintain it, 5 
1&3 Play be never ſo 6500. without Ms it 11 5 


nothin 


Wit. No, Sir, thank Heav? n. 98 3 
Mar. jun, Oh! humble ervant— your wr 
humble Servant, Sir. N 
will find the Neceſſity of Alterations. Why, Sir, wou 
you. gueſs that I had alter'd Shakeſpear ? 4, 
Wil. Yes faith, Sir, no one ſooner, _ 


Mar. jun. Alack-a-day | Was you to ſee the 2 


when _— are brought to us, a Parcel of erude, un- 
digeſted 


0 - 


* 94 . -» % 
- * 


e r 
Mar jun. Did * ever write, . 


rere 1 


hen you write yourſelf, 275 


I 


ſted 
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digeſted Stuff. We are the Perſons, Sir, who lick them 
into Form, that mould them into Shape The Poet 


make the Play indeed! The Colour-man might be as 


well ſaid to make the Picture, or the Weaver the Coat: 
My Father and I, Sir, are a Couple of poetical Tailors ; 


When a Play is brought us, we conſider it as a Tailor does 


his Coat, we cut it, Sir, we cut it: And let me tell you, 
we have. the exact Meaſure of the Town, we know how 
to fir their Taſte. The Poets between you and me, are 
a Pack of ignorant 

Wit. Hold, hold, Sir. This is not quite fo civil to 
Mr. Luckleſs :/ Beſides, as I take it, you have done the 
Town the Honour of writing yourſelf. - 

Mar. jun. Sir, you are a Man of Senſe, and expreſs 
your ſelf well. I did, as you ſay, once make a imall 
Sally into Parnaſſus, took a fort of flying Leap over 
Helicon : But if ever they catch me there again 
Sir, the Town have a Prejudice to my Family; for if 
any Play cou'd have made them aſhamed to damn it, 
mine muſt. It was all over Plot. It wou'd have made 
half a dozen Novels: Nor was it cram'd with a pack of 


Wit-traps, like Congreve, and J/cherly, where every one 


knows when the Joke was coming. I defy the ſharpeſt 
Critick of em all to have known when any Jokes of mine 


_ were coming. The Dialogue was plain, eaſy, and natural, 


and not one ſingle Joke in it from the Beginning to che 
End: Beſides, Sir, there was one Scene of tk. me- 
lancholy Converſation, enough to have melted a Heart of 
Stone; and yet they damn'd it: And they damn'd them- 
ſelves; tor they ſhall have no more of mine. 

Wit. Take pity on the Town, Sir. 


Mar. jun. I! No, Sir, no. Fl write no more. No 


more; unleſs I am forc'd to it. 
Lack. That's no eaſy thing, Marplay. 


Mar. jun. Yes, Sir. Odes, Odes, a Man is be oblig'd 


to 5 thoſe you know. 


— 1 Ha, ha, ha. That's true indeed. 


B | Luck. | 


Gr ee I * n 


DE 


F oe P22 Af 


=, 


n 


n 


— — 2 1 — — 1 Oy" —— — — — — — — —— — — - 
—— . 222 8 2 a x N * "7 2 * 2 * 15 ud Gs p — 4 . 
R 4 7 — — — 2 3 8 — TW bo ; — : 
— * n —＋ * £ * 4 - * 1 — ” = -y 2 4 
. 2 5 q G ; + % e a 5 "T4 * 
a 2 ; a 5 . 
- 
"= « — > _— 


pox 
En woman 


- — 

. + * _ > "Bo 
. 7 2 

3 ; 5 A 


4 
4 
7 
: 
4 
14 
* 
8 


148 We Aur RON FAR. 


Tuck. But about my Tragedy, Mr. Marplayß?s 
Mar. jun. Þ believe my Father is at the Playtwuſer If 
you pleaſe we will read it now; but I muſt call 'on'4 
young Lady firſt———- Hey! Who's there? Is my Foot- 
man there 7 Order my Chair to the Door Vour rvant, 
Gentlemen Caro vien. I Exit Anging. 
ii. This is the moſt finiſn'd Gene 1 ever n, 
and hath not, I dare ſwear, his Equal. fm Us AW 
Luck, If he has; here he comes. eam, Ii 


8 e oN E WII, b ws 
Luckleſs, Witmore, Book weight. FER __ | 


Luck. Mr. Bookweight, your very humble Servant. 
Book. I was told, Sir, that you had particuler Buſineſs 
with me. 2 wort ink 

Luck. Yes, Mr. Bookzwerght ; I haveſornething.o\pat 
into your Hands. I have a Play for you, o u N 

Boot. Is it accepted, Sir? br M et 88 

Luck. Not yet. : 

Book, Oh! Sir, when it is, it 1 a 3 Time 
enough to talk about it. A Play like a Bill is of no 
value till it is accepted: Nor indeed when it is, very often. 
Beſides, Sir, our Playhouſes are grown ſo plenty, and 
our Actors ſo ſcarce, that really Plays are become very 


had Commodities. But pray, Sir, do INT 20 the 


Players or the Patentees ? 
fe Oh! to the Players, certainꝶ m. © 


Boot. You are in the right of that: But 2 pd 
will do on the Stage, will not always do for us; "thera aut: | 


your Acting Plays, and your Reading Plays. 
„Mit. I do not underſtand that Diſtinction 

Book. Why, Sir, your Acting Play is intirely ſupported 
by the Merit of the Actor; in which Caſe it lignifies 
vrry little whether there be any Senſe in it or no. Now 
your Reading. Play is of a — Stamp, and muſt have 
Wit and Meaning in't. Theſe latter I call your Subſtan- 
tive, as being able to I themſelves. The former 


2 on Are 
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are your Adijective, as what: require the Buſſeonty, and 
| Gellaresioh) an Actor to be oin d wich arg to e 
88 niſication. | , 
1 i. Very learnedly: defined truly. ay 
Luck. Well, but Mr. Bookweight, will you advance 
| Fifty: Guineas on my Play? 
Book, Fifty Guineas! 0 Sir. You ſhall have them 
with all my Heart, if you will give me Security for *em. 
Fifty Guineas for a Play ? Sir, I wou'd not give Fifty 
Shillings, 
Luck. S'death, Sir! Do you beat me down at this 
rate ? 
Book. No, nor Fifty Farthings. Fifty Guineas! In- 
deed your Name is well worth that. 
5 Lack, Jack I take this worthy Gentleman, and kick 


him down Stairs. 
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t Book. Sir, I ſhall make you repent chis - 
Jack. Come, Sir, will you en It 
Book. Help! Murder! Ill have the Law of you, Sir, 
Luck. _ hi ha! TY N AW. 

E I x 

0 86 C E N E vil. 
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0 1 Wit more, Mrs. Money wood. 


d 
ry N What Noiſe is this ? te 206-97 eb es 
he truly, Mr. Luctleß, that you will make theſe” Vproar 
in my Houſe. | 

Lack, If you diflike it, it is in your Power: to drown 
ch x moch greater. Do you but ſpeak, Madam, and 
urs I am ſure no one vill be heard but youtſelf. 

Money. Very well, indeed fine Reflexions on my Cha- 
hs racter | Sir, Sir, all the Neighbours know that I have 
ted been as quiet a Woman as ever liv'd in the Pariſn. I 
lies had no Noiſes in my Houſe till you came. We were the 
OW Family of Love. Bur you have been a Nuſance to the 
ave whole Neighbourhood. While you had Money my 
an- Doors were thundered at every Morning at Four and Five 
mer _ Coachmen and Chairmen, and ſince you have had 
are B 2 none, 


20 TheiAuTnors Faro. 
none, my Houſe has been beſieg'd all Day ay by Creditors 
and Bailiffs: Then there's the Raſcal your Man, * 
will pay the Dog, I will ſcour him. — dir, 1. am 1 
you are a Witneſs of his Abuſes of me 

mit. I am indeed, Madan, a Witneſs 5. 1 


; 
| 
| 
: 


— — = ramen 
3 


he has abus'd you. Jack wbiſpers Lucklefs. . 
Luck. ae excuſe me een, 8 . i 
* NG DITONY 


Mrs. Moneywood, Witmore. | 
Money. Yes, Sir; and Sir, a Man that bas never 
ſhewn one the Colour of his Money. 


Wit. voy hard, truly: How much may he be i in your 
Debt, pray ? Becauſe he has order'd me to Pay you. 
Money. Ah! Sir, I wiſh he had. 


Mit. I am ſerious, Jaſſure vod. e ' EY 
Money. I am, very glad to hear it, Sir Hure is the 


; 


—_— 


RT 


* 8 SSD 


| Bill as we ſettled it this very Morning. I always thought 
: indeed Mr. Luckleſs had a great deal of Honeſty in his 
| Principles; any Man may be unfortunate: But I knew 


when he had Money I ſhou'd have it; and what fignifies 
dunning a Man, when he hath it not? Now that is a Way 
with ſome People which: I cou'd never come into. 
, Wit. There, Madam, is your wears, Lou may give 
[ Mr, Luckleſs the Receipt. 


Money. Sir, I give you both a great many Thanks. 1 
am ſure it is almoſt as charitable as if you gave it me; for 
Iam. to make up a Sum to-morrow! Morning. Well, if 

r. Luckleſs was but a little ſoberer, I ſhould like him 
for. a Lodger exceedingly ; for I muſt lay, [ think him A 
yery r u s hamour'd Man. 


7 JM I {5 5 
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| HI unc Tackleſ, Witmore, Money wood. 0 
Gagat. ole are e Wordt 1 never heard | out t that 
N olith, d mb vn 
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5 Why Wa tmore,. thou haſt the Faculty ties 
to that of a Witch; and ean'ſt lay a Tempeſt. 1 ſhowd 
as ſoon have imagin'd one Man cou*d have ſtopt n Cannon. 
Ball i in its full Force, as her Tongue, S Sti If 


Money. Ha, ha, ha! he is the beſt Company in the | 


World, Sir, and % full of his Similitudes. 

Wit. Luckleſs, good Morrow: I ſhall ſee you ſoon 
again. 
n Let it be ſoon, I beſcech you; for thou haſt 
brought a Calm into mn bb that was ſcarce ever in it 
bein 


35 £5 *7 alt N on E N E XI. | id 0 


Luckleſs, Mrs. Money wood, jack. S0 
Money. Well, Mr. Luckte/5,' you are a comical Man, 


| to give one ſuch a Character to a Stranger. 


Luck. The Company is gone, Madam; and now, 
like true Man and Wife, we may fall to abuſing one  ang- 
ther as faſt: yh pleaſe. A mn 

Money. e me as * p 0 a me Sir.” 

Tuck. Sdeath! Madam, I will nfs Wee une 

Money. Nay, Sir, I do not ask it before it is due. 1 
don't queſtion your Payment at all: If you was to 
in my Houſe this Quarter of a Year, as 1 hope you wi : 
I ſhou'd not ask you for a Farthing, 

Luck. Toll, loll, loll, ———But I ſhall have her be- 
gin with her Paſſion immediately; and I had rather h. 
the Object of her Rage for a , than of her Love ar 
half an Hour. ; 

Money. But why did you ond to ſurpriſe me with 
my Money? why did you not tell me you wou'd pay me? 

Luck. Why, have I not told you! © 


Money. Yes, you told me of a Play and Stuff: — 
2 never told me you wou*d order a Genin t 


me. A ſweet pretty good- humour'd Gentleman ON 1 
Heav' a bleſs 4:4 Well, you have comical ways with 
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ou; but you haye A wi at he, Bottom, and I'm 
[ Eee RT. ſelf Aye you War 


rakter. SY * 25 7 Jo N N | I 


You" re; Matarn, 
I am better fads my Ward to 17 did he "oy it you 


in Gold or Silver? 1 
Money. All pure Gold. 
; Luck. 1 have a vaſt deal of Silver, which he 1 


me, within; will you do me the favour of taking it 
in Silver? that will be of uſe to you in the Shop too. 
Money. Any thing to oblige you, Sir! 
Luck. ack, bring out the great Bag, Number Ons. 
Pleaſe to tell the Money, Madam, on that Table. | 
Money. It's eaſily told: Heaven Anda, there's an ſo 
much on't. 
Jack. Sir, che Bag is fo heavy, 1 tot bring it in, 
Luck. Why then, mira help to Herr a er 


Bag out. 
ane What do Weeds? „ e wb 
: 17 5 Only to pay you in my Bed- 3 Ie 
* Villain, Dog, Pll ſw ear a Robbery, and have 
you bang d: Rogues, Villains? 

Lack, Be as noiſy as you — [Shiits the Door. 
12 on a Davy and eye hear, get opt weh ing e and 
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8 H EN hence my Sorrows, hence my ev* ry Fear; 
No matter where, ſo we are bleſs'd together. 
ith thee, the harren Rocks, where not one 1. 


. 


Ol human Race lies printed in the Snow, 


% Look lovely as the ſmiling Infant Spring. M0 
Mar. fn. Augh! Will you. pleaſe. to, read that FEY 

Sir? i 5 1 
Luck. Then hence my Sorrow, hence my est. 
Mar. ſen. Then hence my Sorrow. Horror is a 

better Word. — And then in the ſecond Line -= No 


matter where, ſo we are bleſs'd t ether — Une aubt- 


edly; it ſhou'd be No matter where, ſo ſomewhere we're 


together. Where is the Queſtion, ſomewhere is the 
Anſwer - Read on, Sir. 


Luck. With thee, Ge. 


Mar. ſen. No, no, I cou'd alter thoſe Lines to a much 
better Idea. 

« With thee, the barten Blocks; where not a bit 

„Of human Face is painted'on the Bark, 

Look green as Coden Garden in the Spring. , 

Luck, Green as Covent-Garden ! 


Mar. jun. Yes, yes; Covent-Gardey Market, where 
as ſell Greens. 


Luck, Monſtrous ! 
Mar. ſen. Pray, Sir, read on. I 
; ; B 4 Zuck. 


2% The Avtwors Fucs? 


Lurt. * Leandra! oh my Harmonio, I gow'd hear thee ſtill; 
« The Nightingale to thee ſings out of Tune, 90 T 
wor ee Wlüle on thy faithful Breaſt my Head reclines, 
% The downy Pillow's hard; while from + x 
++: drink delicious: Draughts of Nectar Gowns 4 
* Falernian Wines ſeem bitter to my Taſte. 5s 
Mar. jun, Here's — ran, e, —_— | Lodg-- 
ing} Egad. 3: Be 
Tuck. "He canfvers, ee Sv, Joy Ot das 
Mar. jun. But Sir 25 
Luck. Oh let me pull thee, preſs thee to my dle, 
Thou riſing Spring of everlaſting Sweets; 
« Take notice, Fortune, I forgive thee all, 
-**, Thow'ſt made Zeandra mine; thou Flood of be 
« Mix with my Soul, and ruſh thro? eviry Vein. 
Mar. ſen Thoſe two laſt Lines again, it you — 
Luck. Thou'ſt made, oe. 
Mar gun. © Thou Flood of Joy 
| „Mix with my Soul, and ruſh thro? ev*ry Vein, 
Thoſe are two excellent Lines indeed: 1 never writ better 
myſelf: But, Sar n 
He. « Feandra's mine, go bid the Tungbe of F ate 
* Pronounce another Word of Bliſs like that; N 
* gearch thro' the eaſtern Mines and golden Sucker, 
e Where Javiſh Nature pours forth all her Stores; 
i & For to my Lot cou'd all her Treaſures fall, Eh 
1 « wou'd not change Leandra for em all. 
There ends Act the firſt, and ſuch an Act, as I e 
never was on this Stage yet. 
. Mar. jun. Nor never will, I hope. 
1 Mar: Jen. Pray, Sir, let me look at one thing. 
« Falernian Wines ſeem bitter to my Taſte. 
| Pray, Sir, what ſort of Wines may your Falernian be? 
j fof 1 never heard of 'em before; and I am ſure, as 2 
| keep ctie beſt Company, if there had been ſuch Sorts « 
Wines, I ſhould have taſted 'em. Toſay I have dealt, 
and Tacrimæ I have drank, but what your Faternian is, 
* Defil take me if J can tell, 
Mar. 


* 


* 
; L 


The-Autnors FAA. 25: 
A ey, Rl the 
Top of Parnaſſus. eQtIi 99 1 0? 2&9! J 1 33} 9? 
Luc. Do they ſo, Nur Pots 'Why new ld hey you 
have never taſted them. ci Un wob 2 7? 
Mar en. Suppoſe you thow'd: for The Wines of Cape 
are bitter to my Taſt mee. na NN 25 
Luck. Sir, F cannot alter it. RK 
Mar. ſen. Nor we cannot act it. It Vane) bs Sir 


and ſo you need give yourſelf no farther Trouble 
about it. 1G n w 4 R 


7 


Lack, What particular Fault do: you find 6) ** Swl 
Mar. jun. Sar, there is nothing that h me, no- 


thing that is coercive to my Paſſions. 
Luck. Fare you well, . ne another —_ be coer- 


eive to your * u „ 1 N 
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Mar. ſen. Ha, ha, ha! 1 3} ber 

Mar. jun. What do you think of the Play? » kw 

Mar. jen, It may be a very good one, for ought I 
know; but I am reſolv d, ſince the Town will not receive 
any of. mine,, they. ſhall have none from ny other. Pl 
keep them to their old Diet. J * 

Mar. jun. But ſuppoſe they won't feed on t. j * 

Mar. ſen. Then it ſhall be cramm'd down their 
Throats. Id no 26W en 

Mar. jun. 1 wiſh, Father, you wou'd, leave me that 
Art for a Legacy, ſince I am afraid Jam like to haue no 
other from you. —_— 

Mar. ſen. *Tis Buff, Child, %is. Buff te cenie. 
thian Braſs: And Heav'n be. praig'd: tho?,, I have gg. 
thee no Gold, I have giv'n thee enough of that, Which 
is the better Inheritance of the two. Gold thou might ſr 
have ſpent, but this is a a Eſtate that wil ſick by 
thee all hwy Life. 18411 


Mar Jun. 
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that matter. 
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T: bo > 


Mer. jun. What ſhall be done with ran, ** which 
was — laſt N ight ? 

Mar. ſen. Give it em again to morrew. I have told 
Tome Perſons of Quality that it is a good thing, and 1 
am refoly*'d not to be in the wrong: Let us ſee which 
will be weary firſt, the Town of Damning or we of being 


8 5 d. 


Mar. jun. Rat the Town, I fay. | q « 
Mar. ſen. That's a good Boy; and fo fay I: But 


Mice what didſt thou do with the Comedy which I 
gave thee other Day, that I thought a good one? 


- Mar. jun. Did as you order'd me, return'd it to the 


; Author, and told him it wou'd not do. 


Mar. ſen. You did well. If thou writeſt thyſelf, and 
that I know thou art very well qualified to do, it is thy 
Intereſt to keep back all other Authors of any Merit, and 
be as forward to advance thoſe of none. 
Mar. jun. But I am a little afraid of Writing; for my 
Writings, you know, have far'd but ill dali . 
Mar. ſen. That is, becauſe thou haſt a little miſtaken 
the Method of Writing. The Art of Writing, Boy, is 
the Art of ſtealing old Plays, by changing the Name of 
the Play, and new ones by changing che Name of the 


Author. 


Mar. jun. If it was not for theſe. curſed Eilts and 


S 


Mar. ſen. Harmleſs Muſick, Child. very bewies Mu- 


ſick, and what, when one is but well. ſeaſon'd to it, Has 


no Effect at all : For 477 part I have been us'd to em. 
Mar. jun. Ay, and I have been us d to em too, for 


Mar. ſen. And ſtood 'em bravely too. Idle 


Actors are fond of Applauſe, but take my Word for it, 


a Clap is à mighty filly empty thing, and does no more 
good than a Hiſs; and therefore if any Man loves Hiſſing, 

e may have his three Shillings Worth at me, Whenever he 
; | LE xeun. 


SCENE 


Ry gs pogo BY) . © 
4 Room in Bookweight's Houſe, + 


Daſh, Blotpage, Quibble, writing at ſeveral Tables: 


Daſh. Pox on't, I'm as dull as an Ox, tho' I have not 
a Bit of one within me. I have not din'd theſe two Days, 
and yet my Head is as heavy as any Alderman's or Lord's, 
I carry about me Symbols of all the Elements; my Head 
is ag heavy as Water, my Pockets are light as Air, my 
25 is as hot as Fire, and my Coat is as dirty as 
Earth. 


Blot. Lend me your Byßibe, Mr. Daſs, 1 want A 


5 * 

” 1 — 

1 F — 8 Wy 
OL: 4 


Rhime for Wind. 


Daſh. Why there's blind, and kind, and behind, and 
find, and Mind: It is of the eaſieſt Termination ima- 
inable; I have had it four times in a Pa 


Blot. None of thoſe Words will do. 
Daſob. Why then you may uſe any that end in Ord, « or 


And or End. I am never ſo exact, if the two laſt Let- - 


ters are alike, it will do very well. Read the Verſe. 
Blot. Inconſtant as the Seas, or as the Wind. 
Daſh. What wou'd you expreſs in the next Line? a 
Blet. Nay, that I don't know, for the Senſe is out al- 


ready. TI would fay ſomething about Inconſtancy, 


Daſb. I can lend you a Verſe, and it will do very 


well too. 
Iaconſtancy will never have an End. 
End rhimes very well with Wind. | | 
Blot. It will do well enough for the middle of a Poem. 
Daſb. Ay, ay, any thing will do well enough for the 


middle of a Poem. If you can but Fel twenty good 


Lines to place at the Beginning for a Tafte, it will ſell 
very well. 


Quib. So that R to you, Mr. Daß, a Poet 
acts pretty much on the une Principle with an Oiſter- 


Woman, 
Daſs. 
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Dab. Pox take your Simile, it has ſet my Chaps a 
watering: But come let us leave off Work "or a while, 
and hear Mr. Quibble's Song. 4 "4 A bed 
„ Quib. My Pipes are pure and clear, and my Stomach 

is as hollow as any Trumpet in Europe. | 

iÞ e, the Song. 


8 0 N G. bie Za 
AIR, Ye Commons and Peers. 0 


i. How unhappy's the Fate 
2. To live by one's Pate, 
id be forc'd to write Hackney wt Bread? b 
. An. Author's a Joke, 
To all manner of Folk, 775 
” Wherever be Pops up bis Head, bis Ha, 554 
. Wherever be Pops up bis Head. 


Ipo' he mount on that Hack, 
Old Pegaſus Back, 
/ And of | Helicon drink till he burſt, 
Yet a Curſe of thoſe Streams, ONT WI & 
Poetical Dreams, | 5 
n never can quench one's Ti birt, Kc. 


Ab how bod be fy DCA + Te 
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On Fancy ſo high, 
MM ben bis Limbs are in 8 ET, Hold? 2 
3b * Or how ſhould he charm, | 
Mb Genius ſo warm, 

*A vl his . naked Body's a cold, de. 
gn 0 x ne 4 13 "hh E N. E | IV. ge 


Bock weight, Daſh, Quibble, Blotpage. b Him 
Book. Fy upon it, Gentlemen! what, not at your Pens? 


Do you conſider, Mir. Quibble, that it is a Fortni t ſince 
your Letter to a Friend in the Country was publiſh'd? 
"alt not | cert for an Anſwer to come out? At this 
83 1000 R "ares 


RAA 
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rate, before your Anſwer" is printed your Letter will be 
forgot. I love to keep a Controverſy up warm. I have 
had Authors who have writ a'Pamplet in the Morning, 
anſwer'd it in the Afternoon, and anſwer'd that again at 
Ni ht. SA ai 1445 þ mo ul af 2+ 
Dub. Sir, I will be as expeditious as poſſible: But it 
is harder to write on this fide the Queſtion, becauſe it is 
the wrong Side. PL Yo” Op | | 
Book. Not a jot. So far on the contrary that I have 
known ſome Authors chooſe it as the propereſt to ſhew 
their Genius. But let me ſee what you have produc'd, 
with all Deference to what that very learned and moſt in- 
genious Perſon, in his Letter to a Friend in the Coun- 
try, hath advanced. Very well, Sir; for befides that it 
may fell more of the Letter, all controverſial Writers 
ſhould begin with complimenting their Adverſaries, as 
Prize-fighters kiſs before they engage. Let it be finiſh'd 
with all ſpeed. Well, Mr. Daſs, have you done that 
Murder yet? A 28971 WO | 
Daſh. Yes, Sir, the Murder is done; I am only about 
a few moral Reflexions to place before it. 
Book. Very well: Then let me have the Ghoſt finiſhed 
by this Day Se'nnight. Kay dt u 
Daſb. What ſort of a Ghoſt wou'd you have this? 


: 


Sir, the laſt was a pale one. 1 8 
Book, Then let this be a bloody one. Mr. Quibble, you 
may lay by that Life which you are about; for I hear the 
Perſon is recovered: And write me out Propoſals for de- 
livering five Sheets of Mr. Bailey's Engliſh. Dictionary 
every Week, till the whole be finiſned. If you do not 
know the Form, you may copy the Propoſals for printing 

| Bayle's Dictionary in the ſame manner. The ſame Words 
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, will do for baths; {it dtc 1d 219 wookk 

> 5 Enter Index. 1 fool 

2 So, Mr. Index, what News with you e ] voy of 

ce Drin ee : 9s hag Þ ak '2 

12 Index. I have brought my Bill, Sir. 1 2094 A 

_ Book. What's here? for fitting the Motto of Niſum 

ie, tenealis Amici to a dozen Pamphlets at Sixpence per each, 17 \ 
| Six i 
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Six Shillings——F or Omnia uincit Amor, & ubs calamus 
Amori, Sixpence. — For Diſicile off Satyram non ſcritere, 
Sixpence—Hum'! hum, hum Sum total, for Thirty 
ſix Latin Motto's, Eighteen Shillings; diteo Englyfs, One 
Shilling and Nine-pence ; ditto Greek, Four, Four * 
lings. Theſe Greek Motto's are exceſſively dear. 

Tad. If you have them cheaper at either of the Uni- 
verſities, I will give you mine for nothing 

Book. You ſhall have your Money immediately, and 
pray remember that I muſt have two Latin Seditious 
Motto's, and one Greek Moral Motto for Pamphiews by ro 
morrow Morning, 

Quib. I want two Latin Sentericrs; Sir, one for. page 
the Fourth, in the Praiſe of Loyalty, and another for 
Page the Tenth, in Praiſe of Liberty and Property. 

Daſh. The Ghoſt wou'd become a Motto very: vel, 
1 you wou'd beſtow one on him. 

Book. Let me have them all. ! 

Ind. Sir, I ſhall provide them. Be pleag'd to bn on 
that, Sir, and print me Five hundred Propoſals, ny as 
many Receipts. 

Book. Propoſals for printing by Subſcription a new 
Tranſlation of Cicero of the Nature of the 
Gods and his Tuſculan Queſtions, by Feremy Index, Eſq; 
I am _ you have undertaken this, for it PRIUS 
Deſign of mine. 

Ind. Indeed, Sir, it does not, an ſee all of the 
Book that IT ever intend to publiſh. It is only a hand- 
ſom Way of asking one's Friends for a Guine. 

Book. Then you have not tranſlated a ; Word of i i 
perhaps. | 
Ind. Not a ſingle Sy able. UGLY 

Book. Well, you ſhall have your Propoſal forthwith s 
but I deſire you wou'd be a little more reafonable in 
your Bills for the future, or I ſhall deal with you no 
longer ; for I have a certain Fellow of a College, who 


offers to furniſh me with Second-hand MEFs: $ Our of the 
Tut 


Speftator for Two-pence each, 
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Aud. Sir, L only deſire to live by my Goods, and I hope 
you will be pleas'd to allow ſome difference between a 
neat freſſi Piece piping hot out of the Claſſicks, and old 
thtead-bare\worn-out Stuff, that has paſt thro?/ ev'ry Pe- 


dant's 2 been as common at che ne 


their Whorek /' J 
8 C1 N E V. 


Bookweight, Daſh, Quibble, Blotpage, Scarecrow. 


Scare. em I have ene you a Libel againſt che 
Miſtry. - 

Book. Sir, 1 ſhall. not take any thing againſt cham: 3 
for I have two in the Preſs already. 14 
— Then, Sir, I have an Apology in Deſenoe of 


| Book. That 1 ul ber meddle wich neicher chey dot 
ſell ſo well. 

Scare, I have a Tranlation of Virgit's uad, wich 
Notes on it, if we can agree about the Price. 

Book. Why, what Priee wou'd you have ? 

Scare. You ſhall read it Felt, otherwiſe how will you 
know the Value? 


Book. No, no, Sir, I never deal that Way: A Boda 


is a Poem, and a Pamphlet a Pamphlet with Me. Give 
me a good handſom large Volume with a full promiſing 
Title-Page at the head of it, printed on a Wo Paper 
and Letter, the whole well bound and gilt, and I'lW-war- 
rant its ſelling You have the common Error of Au- 
thors, who think Peop ple buy Books to read No, no, 
Books are only — to furniſn Libraries, as Pictures 
and Glaſſes, and Beds and Chairs are for other Rooms. 
Look-ye, Sir, I don't like your Title-Page; however to 
obige a young Beginner, I don't care if I do print it at 

my own Expence. | 
Scare. But pray, Sir, at whoſe Rrpenet ſhall I car? 
Book. At whoſe ?. Why at mine, Sir, at mine. tam 
as great a Friend to Learning as the Durch are to Trade: 
No one can want Bread with me who will earn it; there- 
| fore, 


\ 
1 43% 
| : 
4:0 
* 
'Þ 2 
38 
17 
; . 
1 15 
4 7 
* 4 k 
\ 
NI. J 
11 
141 
j j 13 
* 
3 . 
al 
in 
1 
[ 14 4 
i 
1 
1 U 
' 7 
' WE 
1 
1 4 q 
: 
i 1. 
* 
4 
# * 
C 
f XX 
1 oy 4 
4 i 
13 * 
1 — 
'" 1 
þ * 
* \ d 5 
! 4 
1 1 
I; * 
_ 7 
44 j 
1 = 
1 1 
1 £3. 4 
9 8 
321 
1 
* 
[ * 
11 
4 ©) 5 
N 11 
ih > 
OBI 
1248 
ER 
e 
1 
1 
1 
. 
4 + 3 
[ . 1 
in 
N. ** i # 
1 
1 
1.99 4 
_—— 
N 
11 
* 1 
4 | 
wv g. 
"_ 
* 
OS 
i 
Sk T3, 4 
4 
3 
1 
13 Y 
þ 
6 
1 H 
1 9 
ind 0 i 
"Y ol 
i 
1 
1 
1 = 
* . 
þ þ "Us 
4 15 
1 
EIS 
\ * 
5 
© 
U 6 
„ 
99 
3 
' ry. 
f i 
. I 
: . 
a ? 
„ N 
1 1 
7 7 
©: 
3 15 | 
1 * 4 5 
7 
1 6 * N 
* p 
* 5 N 
„ * 
4X —— 
4 7 
1 
4 
- 
j : i 
Mz 
= 
KT 
5 N 
„ 
: "1 
$» *. 
" 
94 
bo" 
os 
Fu 


E 6 


n . ; 
— 


— — . 
7%. * 2 a 


22 DAY. 2s 


OS 2 


32 The AuUTHOR's FARCE. 
fore, Sir, if you pleaſe to take your Seat at my Table, 
here will be every thing neceſſary provided for you: Good 
Milk-porridge, very often twice a Day, which is good 
wholſom Food, and proper for Students: A Tranſlator 
too is what I want at preſent; my laſt being in Newgate 
for Shop-lifting. The Rogue had a trick of tranſlating 
out of the Shops as well as the Languages. 

Scare. But I am afraid I am not qualified for a Tranſ- 
htor, for I underſtand no Language but my own. 

Book. What, and tranſlate Virgil? 

Scare. Alas! I tranſlated him out of Dryden. 

Book. Lay by your Hat, Sir, lay by your Hat, and 


take your Seat immediately. Not qualified! Thou art as well 


vers d in thy Trade as if thou hadſt labour'd.in my Garret 
theſe ten Years : Let me tell you, Friend, you will have 
more Occaſion for Invention than Learning here. You 
will be oblig'd to tranſlate Books out of all Languages, 
2 French, that were never printed in any Languag 
whatſoever. | 

Scare. Your Trade abounds in Myſteries. 

Book. The Study of Bookſelling is as difficult as the 
Law ; and there are as many Tricks in the one as the 
other. Sometimes we give a Foreign Name to our own 


| Labours, and ſometimes we put our Names to the Labours 


of others. Then as the Lawyers have Jobn- a- Notes and 
Tom-a- Stiles, ſo we have Meſſieurs Moore near St. Paul's, 
and Smith near the Royal. Exchange. 


enn 
To them Luckleſß. 


Luck. Mr. Bookweight, your Servant. Who can form 
to himſelf an Idea more amiable than of a Man at the 
Head of ſo many Patriots working for the Benefit of 
their Country ? 

Book. Truly, Sir, I believe it is an Idea more agree- 


able to you, than that of a Gentleman in the Crown- 


Office 
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2 ce paying ü or 3 Guinea for abuſing an ton, 


Night in 


Tradeſman. ol ly 

1 Fay ty that was 2 jocoſely done, and a Man 
wh o lives by ir, muſt not be angry at a Jeſt, _ ; 

Book. Look ye, „Sir, II you have a mind to com- 
promile the Matter, and have brought me any Money : 

Luck, Haſt thou been in thy Trade fo long, and talk 
of Money to a modern Author? You might as well 
have talk d Lalin or Greek to him, I have DP you 
Paper, Sir. 

Book. That is not bringing me Money, I own. Have 
you brought 1 me an Opera e 
Luck. You may call it an * if you will, but 1 FH 
it a Pa ppet-ſhow. | 

Peel A Puppet how? 

Lack. Ay, à Puppet-ſhow, and is to be playa. is 
5 Playhouſe. „ 
> Heck. A Puppet-ſhow in a Playhouſe. 

Tack. Ah, why, what have been all the rumble 
a long while but Puppet · ſnows? 

FE Why, I dont know but it may ſucceed 3 at leaſt 

if we can make out a tolerable good Title- Page: So, if 

ou will walk i in, if I can make a Bargain with you 1 will: 7 

alen "yy may go to 17 Oprts 


13 Jack- Pudding, Drankiven Mob. | 


Jack-P, This is to give Notice to all Gentlemen, La- 
dies and others, That at the Theatre-Royal in Drury- 
Lane, this Evening will be perform'd the whole Puppet- 
ſhow call'd The Pleaſures: of ihe Torn; in which will be 
EA the whole Court of. Nonſenſe, with abundance, of 

ng, Dancing, and ſeveral other Entertainments l 

FN the Comical and diverting Humours of boch 
and N o-body : Punch and his Wife Joan, to be —— 
by Figures; ſome of them Six * high. God ſave the 
King. [Drum beats, 
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TS$CENE Ix 


Witmore with a Paper, meeting Luckleſs. 
Mit. Oh! Luctleſs, I am overjoy'd to meet you: 


Here, take this Paper, and you will be diſcouraged from 


Writing, I warrant you. 
Luck. What is it? Oh! one of my Play-Bills. 
Wit. One of thy Play-Bills! | 
Luck, Even ſo ] have taken the Advice you gave 
me this Morning, 
Wit. Explain. 
Luck. Why, I had ſome time ſince given this Per- 


formance of mine to be Rehearſed, and the Actors were 


all perfect in their Parts; but we happen'd to differ about 
ſome Particulars, and I had a deſign to have given it 
over; *till having my Play refus'd by Marplay, I ſent 
for the Managers of the other Houſe in a Paſſion, join'd 
Iſſue with them, and this very Evening it is to be acted. 

Wit, Well, I wiſh you Succels. 

Luck. Where are you going ? 

Wit. Any where but to hear you damn'd, which I muſt, 
was I to go to your Puppet-Show. 

Luck, Indulge me in this Trial; and I aſſure thee, if 


it be ſucceſsleſs, it ſhall be the laſt. 


Fit. On that Condition I will: But ſhou'd the Tor- 
rent run againſt you, I ſhall be a faſhionable Friend, and 
hiſs with the reſt. 

Luck. No, a Man who cou'd do fo unfaſhionable and 
ſo generous a thing, as Mr. }/itmore did this Morning 
Wit, Then I hope you will return it by never men- 


tioning it to me more. I will now to the Pit. 
Luck. And I behind the Scenes, 


585 


SCENE 
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3 CRANES: 


Luckleſs, Harriot. 


Luck. Dear Harriot!! 

Har. I was going to the Playhouſe to look after you. 
J am frightned out of my Wits ; | have left my Mother at 
home with the ſtrangeſt fore of Man, who is inquiring 
after you: He has rais'd a Mob before the Door by the 
oddity of his Appearance; his Dreſs is like nothing I 
ever ſaw, and he talks of Kings, and Bantam, and the 

ſtrangeſt Stuff, | 
Luck. What the Devil can he be? 

Har. One of your old Acquaintance, T ſuppoſe, in 
Diſguiſe : One of his Majeſty's Officers with his Com- 
miſſion in his Pocket, I warrant him. 

Luck. Well, but have you your Part perfect? 

Har. I had, unleſs this Fellow hath frighten'd it out 
of my Head again: But I am afraid I ſhall play it 
wretchedly. 

Luck. Why ſo? 

Har. I ſhall never have Aſſurance enough to go thro? 
with it, 7. * if they ſhou'd hiſs me. 

Luck. O! 
and as for hiſſing, you need not fear it. The Audience 
are generally ſo favourable to young Beginners: But hiſt, 
here is your Mother, and ſhe has ſeen us. Adieu, my 
Dear, make what Haſte you can to the Playhouſe. [ Exit. 


s CC EE EE 


Harriot, Money wood, 


Har. I wiſh I cou'd avoid her, for I ſuppoſe we ſhall 
have an Alarum, cr 

Mon. So, ſo, very fine: Always together, always 
catter-wauling, How like a Hangdog he ſtole off; and 
its well for him he did, for I ſhou'd have rung ſuch a 


Peal in his Ears= There's a Friend of his at my 
| C2 Houle 


your Mask will keep you in Countenance, 
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Houſe wou'd be very glad of his Company, and I wiſh 
it was in my Power to bring 'em together. 

Har. You wou'd not ſurely be ſo barbarous. 

Mon. Barbarous, ugh! You whining puling Fool! 
Huſſy, you have not a Drop of my Blood in you, What, 

ou are 1n love I ſuppoſe? | 

Har. If I was, Madam, it wou'd be no Crime. 

Mon. Yes, Madam, but it wou'd, and a Folly too. 
No Woman of Senſe was ever in Love with any thin 
but a Man's Pocket. What, I ſuppoſe he has filPd your 
Head with a pack of romantick Stuff of Streams and 
Dreams, and Charms and Arms. I know this is the 
Stuff they all run on with, and fo run into our Debts, and 
run away with our Daughters. Come, confeſs, are 
not you. two to live in a Wilderneſs together on Love ? 
Ah! thou Fool! thou wilt find he will pay thee in Love, 
Juſt as he has paid me in Money. If thou wert reſoly'd 
to go a begging, why did you not follow the Camp ? 
There indeed, you might have carried a Knapſack; but 
here you will have no Knapſack to carry. There indeed 
you might have had the chance of burying half a Score 

usbands in a Campaign; whereas a Poet is a long-lived 
Animal : you have bur one chance of burying him, and 
that is ſtarving him. | 

Har. Well, Madam, and I wou'd fooner ſtarve with 
the Man I love, than ride in a Coach and Six with him I 
hate: And as for his Paſſion, you will not make me 
ſuſpect that, for he hath given me ſuch Proofs ont. 

Mon. Proofs! I ſhall die. Has he given you Proofs 
of Love! | | | | 

Har. All that any modeſt Woman can require. 

Mon, It he has given you all a modeſt Woman can 
require, Iam afraid he has given you more than a modeſt 
Woman ſhou'd take : Becauſe he has been ſo good a 
Lodger, I ſuppoſe I ſhall have ſome more of the Family 

to keep, It is probable I ſhall live to {ce half a dozen 
Grandions of mine in Grub-ſtreet, 


SCENE 


W 
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SCENE ML 
Moneywood, Harriot, Jack. 


Jack. Oh Madam! the Man whom you took for a 
Bailiff is certainly ſome great Man; he has a vaſt many 
Jewels and other fine things about him; he offer'd me 
twenty Guineas to ſhew him my Maſter, and has given 
away ſo much Money among the Chairmen, that ſome 
Folks believe he intends to ſtand Member of Parliament 
for Weſtminſter. 5 8 7 | 
Mon. Nay, then I am ſure he is worth inquiring into. 
So, d'ye hear, Sirrah, make as much haſte as you can 
before me, and deſire him to part with no more Money 
till I come. 

Har. So, now my Mother is in purſuit of Money, I 
may ſecurely go in purſuit of my Lover, and I am 
miſtaken, good Mamma, if e'en you wou'd not think 
that the better Purſuit of the two. | | 


In generous Love tranſporting Raptures lie, 
Which Age, with all its Treaſures, cannot buy, 


C 3 "LEP 


A C1119. SCENE I. 
The Playhouſe, 


Enter Luckleſs as Maſter of ihe Show, and Manager. 


Luck. I IT'S very ſurpriſing, that after I have been at 

I all this Expence and Trouble in ſetting my 
Things up in your Houſe, you ſhould deſire me to Re- 
cant; and now too, when the Spectators are all aſſembled, 
and will either have the Show or their Money. 

Man. Nay, Sir, I am very ready to perform my Co- 
venant with you; but I am told that ſome of the Players 
do not like their Parts, and threaten to leave the Houſe : 
Some to the {{ay-Market, ſome to Goodman's-Fields, and 
others to ſet up two or three more new Playhouſes in ſe- 
vera] Parts of the Town. 

Luck. I have quieted all that, and believe there is not 
one engag'd in the Performance, but who is now very 
well ſatisfied. 

Man, Well, Sir, then ſo am I : But pray what is the 
Deſign or Plot? for I cou'd make neither head nor tail 
ont. 7 | 

Luck. Why, Sir, the chief Buſineſs is the EleCtion of 
an Arch-poet, or as others call him a Poet Laureat, to 
the Goddeſs of Nonſenſe, I have introduc'd indeed ſe- 
veral other Characters, not intirely neceſſary to the main 
Deſign ; for I was aſſur'd by a very eminent Critick, that 
in the way of Writing great Latitude might be allow'd, 
and that a Writer of Puppet-ſhows might take as much 
more Liberty than a Writer of Operas, as an Opera- 
Wruer might be allow'd beyond a Writer of Plays. 


As 


* 
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As for the Scene it lies on the other Side the River Styx, 
and all the People in my Play are dead. 


Heart. | 
Luck, Sir, I depend much on the Good-nature of the 
Audience, but they are impatient, I hear them knock with 
their Canes. Let us begin immediately : I think we will 
have an Overture-play*d on this Occaſion. Mr. Seœedo, 
have you not provided a new Overture on this Occaſion ? 

Seedo, I have compos'd one 

Luck, Then pray let us have it. Come, Sir, be pleas'd 
to ſit down by me. 

Gentlemen, the firſt thing I preſent you with 1s 
Punchinello. | | 
[ The Curtain draws, and diſcovers Punch in a great Chair. 


Punch /ngs. 


AIR I. Whilt the Town's brimfull of Folly. 


Whilſt the Town*s brimful of Farces, 
Flocking whilſt we ſee ber Aſſes 
Thick as Grapes upon a Bunch, 
Critics, whilſt you ſmile on Madneſs, 
And more flupid, folemn Sadneſs , 
Sure you will not frown on Punch, 
Luck, The next is Punch's Wife Joan. 


Enter Joan. 


Joan. What can ail my Husband ?. he is continually 
humming Tunes, tho' his Voice be only fit to warble 
at Hog's Norton, where the Pigs would accompany it 
with Organs. I was in hopes Death would have ſtopp'd 
his Mouth at laſt. But he keeps his old harmonious Hu- 
mour even in the Shades. 

Punch, Be not angry, dear Joan; Orpheus obtain'd 
his Wife from the Shades, by charming Pluto with his 


Muſick. 
| C 4 7 an. 


Man. I wiſh they may not be damn'd too with all my 
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40 The Pleaſures of the Town. 
Joan. Sirrah, Sirrah, ſhould Pluto hear you Sing, 
vou cou'd expect no leſs Puniſhment than Tantalus has: 
—— Nay, the Waters would be brought above your 
Mouth, to ſtop it. | 
Punch. Truly, Madam, I don't wiſh the ſame Gucceſs 


Orpheus met with; could [ gain my own Liberty, the 
Devil might have you with all my Heart. 


| AIR II. 


Joan, Joan, Joan, bas a Thund'ring Ti ongue. 
Aud Joan, Joan, Joan, is a bold one. 

How happy is be, 

Who from Wedlock is free: 
For who'd have a Wife to ſcold one ? 


Joan. Punch, Punch, Punch, pr'y:hee think of your Hunch, 
Priythee look op your great ſtrutiing Belly: 
Sirrab, if you dare 
War with me declare, 


I will beat your fat Guts 10 a Fell. 


[They Dance: 
AIR III. Bobbing Joan. 


Pun. Joan, you are the Plague of my Life, 
A Rope wou'd be welcomer hon ſuch a Wife. 
Joan. Punch, your Merits had you but ſhar'd 
Your Neck had been longer by half a Yard : 


Pun, Uzly Witch, 
11 Son of a Bitch, 
oth. ou d you were hang d, or drown'd i in a Ditch, 


[ Dance . 
Pun, Fince we hate like People in Vogue, 
Let us call not Bitch and Rogue: 
 Gentler Titles let us uſe, 


Hate each other, but not abuſe. 


. Joan, 


The 8 if the rum: 41 
Joan. Preity Dearl yy, | 
Pun, Ab! Ma Chere! 


Both. 7oy of my Life, and only Care, 
I [Dance, 4 Eau. 


Luck. Gentlemen, the next is Charon and a Poet; they 
are diſputing about an Affair pretty common with Poets 


——Going off without Paying. 


Enter Charon, and a Poet- 


Char. Never tell me, Sir, I expect my Fare. I 
wonder what Trade theſe Authors drive in the other 
World: I would with as good a Will ſee a Soldier 
aboard my Boat. A tatter'd Red-coat, and a tatter'd 
Black one ? bilk'd me ſo often, that I am reſolv*d 
never to take either of them up again—unleſs I am paid 
before-hand, 

Poet. What a wretched thing it is to be Poor? My 
Body lay a Fortnight in the other World before it was 
| Buried. And this Fellow has kept my Spirit a Month, 
funning himſelf on the other ſide the River, becauſe my 
Pockets were empty. Wilt thou be ſo kind as to ſhew 
me the Way to the Court of Nonſenſe? 

Char. Ha, ha! the Court of Nonſenſe! Ny pray, 
Sir, what have you to do there ? theſe Rags look more 
like the Dreſs of one of Apollo's People, than of Non- 

enſe's. 

* Why, Fellow, didſt chou never carry Rags to 
Nonſenſe ? 

| Char. Truly, Sir, I cannot ay but I have, but it is 4 
long time ago, I aſſure you. But if you are really bound 
thither, and are a Poet, as I preſume from your outward 
Appearance, you ſhou'd have brought a Certificate from 
the Goddeſs's Agent, Mr. What-d'ye-call-him, the Gen- 
tleman that writes Odes—So finely ! However, that I 


may not hear any more of your Verſes on the River 2 
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Pl e'en carry you over on er Account: She pays for | 
all her inſolvent Votaries. Look at that Account, Sir. 
She is the beſt Deity to me in the Shades. | 1 


Poet. Spirits imported for the Goddeſs of Nonſenſe. 
Five People of great Quality, 
Seven ordinary Courtiers, 
Nineteen Attorneys, 
Eleven Counſellors, 
One bundred Poets, Players, Doctors, and Apo- 
thecaries, Fellows of Colleges, and Members of the 
Royal Society, © | 


Tuck. Gentlemen, the next is one of Charon's Men 
with a Priſoner, 


Enter Sailor, and a Sexton, j 
Cha. How now? he 2 7 
Sail. We have caught him at laſt. This is Mr. Rob. b 
grave the Sexton, who has plunder'd ſo many Spirits. 
Cha. Are you come at laſt, Sir? What have you to ſay t 
for yourſelf? Ha ! Where are all the Jewels and other C 
valuable things you have ſtolen? Where are they, Sirrah ? 
Ha 9 | t 
Sex. Alack, Sir, I am but a poor Rogue; the Pariſh- | 
Officers and others have had them all ; I had only a ſmall a 
Reward for ſtealing them. te 
Char. Then you ſhall have another Reward here, Sir. ſt 
Carry him before Juſtice Minos; the Moment he gets on J 
the other ſide the Water, let him be ſhackled and put 
aboard. : tc 
En [ Exeunt Sailor and Sexton. 
. Poet. Who knows whether this Rogue has not robb'd fr 
1 me too. I forgot to look in upon my Body before I E 
1 catne away. . | 
Char. Had you any things of Value buried with you? tc 
| 5 


Poet, 


. 
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Poet. Things of Ineſtimable Value ; > fix Folio's of 
my own Works, 


Luck. Moſt Poets of this Age will have their Works 
buried with them. 


[ The next is the Ghoſs of a Director; 


Enter Director. 


Dir. Mr. Charon, I want a Boat to croſs the River. 

Cha. You ſhall have a Place, Sir; I believe I have 
juſt room for you, unleſs you are a Lawyer, and I have 
ſtrict Orders to carry no more over yet: Hell ls too full 
of them already. 

Dir. Sir, I am a Director. 

Cha. A Director! what's that? 

Dir. A Director of a Company, Sir. I am ſurpris'd 
you ſhould not know what that is ; I thought our Names 
had been famous enough on this Road. 

Cha. Oh Sir, I ask your Honour's Pardon; will you 
be pleas'd to go aboard, 

Dir. 1 muſt have a whole Boat by myſe!f ; for I have 
two Waggon-loads of Treaſure that will be here i imme- 
diately. 


Cha. It is as much as my Place is worth to take any 
thing of that Nature aboard. 

Dir. Pſhaw, pſhaw, you ſhall go ſnacks with me, 
and I warrant we cheat the Devil. I have been already 
too hard for him in the other World Do you under- 
ſtand what Security on Bottomry is? I'll make your 
Fortune. 

Cha. Here, take the Gentleman, let bim be well fet- 
ter*d, and carried aboard, away with him. | 

Sail, Sir, here are a Waggon-load "of Ghoſts arriv'd 
from England that were knock'd on the Head at a late 
Election. 

Cha. Fit out another Boat immediately: But be ſure 
to ſearch their Pockets, that they carry nothing over 
with them, I found a Bank, bill of fifty Pound t' other 


Day 
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Day in the Pocket of a Cobler's Ghoſt, who came hither 
on the ſame Account. 5 
2 Sail. Sir, a great Number of Paſſengers arriv'd from 

London, all bound to the Court of Nonſenſe. ' 

| Char. Some Plague, I ſuppoſe, or a freſh Cargo of 
Phyſicians come to Town from the Univerſities 

Luck. Now, Gentlemen, I ſhall produce ſuch a ſet of 
Figures as I defy all Europe, except our own Playhouſes, 
to equal, Come, put away; pray mind theſe Figures, 


Enter Don Tragedio, Sir Farcical Comick, Dr. Orator, 
Signior Opera, Monſieur Pantomime, and Mrs. 
Novel, 


Poet. Ha! Don Tragedio, your moſt obedient Servant. 
Sir Farcical! Dr. Orator ! I am heartily glad to ſee you, 
Dear Signior Opera! Monſieur Pantomime] Ha! Mynheer 
Van: treble! Mrs. Novel in the Shades too! what lucky 
Diſtemper cou'd have ſent ſo much good Company 
hither ? | 

Trag. A Tragedy occaſion'd me to die; 

That periſhing the firſt Day, fo did I. | 

Farc. A Paſtoral ſent me out of the World, My Life 
went out ina Hiſs; Stap my Vitals. | 

Ora. A. Muggletonian Dog ſtabb'd me. 


AIR IV. Silvia, my Deareſt, 


Oper. Claps univerſal, 3 
Applauſes reſounding; 
Hiſſes confounding 
Altending my Song: 
My Senſes drowned, 
Aud I fell down dead; 
Whilſt 1 was Singing, Ding, dang, dong. 


, Poet. Well, Monſieur Pantomime, how came you by 


- 


your Fate ? 


Pantom. 
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Pantom. | Makes Signs to his Neck. 
Poet. Broke his Neck: Alas poor Gentleman 
And you, Mynheer Yan-treble, what ſent you hither ? 
Poet. And you Madam Novel? 


AIR V. *Twas when the Seas were roaring. 


Nov. Ob! Pity all a Maiden, | 
: Condemw'd hard Fates to prove; 
IJ rather would have laid- in, 
Than thus have died for Love ! 
*Twwas hard encounter Death-a, 
Before the Bridal Bed; 
Ah! would I had kept my Breath-a, 
And loſt my Maiden-head. 


| Poet. Poor Lady ! 
[ Cha. Come, my Maſters, it is a rare freſh Gale; if 
f you pleaſe I'll ſhew you aboard, 
Luck. Obſerve, Gentlemen, how theſe Figures walk off. 
The next, Gentlemen, is a Blackamore Lady, who 
comes to preſent you with a Saraband and Caſtanets. 
e [4 Dance. 
Now, Gentlemen and Ladies, I ſhall produce a Book- 
_ who is the prime Miniſter of Nonſenſe, and the 
oct, 


Enter Bookſeller, and Poet. 


Poet. Tis ſtrange, tis wondrous ſtrange ! | 
Book. And yet 'tis true. Did you oblerve her Eyes? 
Poet. Her Ears rather, for there ſhe took the Infection. 

She ſaw the Signior's Viſage in his Voice. | 
1 — Did you not mark, how ſhe melted when he 
ung? | 
Poet. I ſaw her like another Dido. I ſaw her Heart 
riſe up to her Eyes, and drop down again to her Ears. 


Book. 
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Book. That a Woman of ſo much Senſe as the God- 
deſs of Nonſenſe, ſhould be taken thus at firſt Sight! I 
have ſerv'd her faithfully theſe thirty Years as a Book- 
ſeller in the upper World, and never knew her guilty of 
one Folly before. 
Poet. Nay certainly, Mr, Curry, you know as much of 
her, as any Man. | 
Book, I think I ought, I am ſure I have made as large 
Oblations to her, as all Y/arwick-Lane and Pater-Noſter- 
Poet. But is ſhe, this Night, to be married to Signior 
Opera ? 
Book. This is to be the Bridal Night, Well, this will 


be the ſtrangeſt Thing that has hapned in the Shades, ſince | 


the Rape of Proſerpine.—But now I think on't, what News 
bring you from the other World? | 

Poet, Why, Affairs go much in the ſame Road there as 
when you were alive, Authors ſtarve, and Bookſellers 
grow fat, Grub-ſtrect harbours as many Pirates as ever 
Algiers did. They have more Theatres than are at Paris, 
and juſt as much Wit as there is at Amſterdam; they 
have ranſack d all Lay for Singers, and all France for 
Dancers. | | | 

Book. And all Hell for Conjurers. 

Poet, My Lord-Mayor has ſhorten'd the Time of 
Bartholomew-Fair in Smithfield, and ſo they are reſolved 
ro keep it all the Year round at the other End of the 
Town. | 

Book. I find Matters go ſwimmingly ; but I fancy I 
am wanted ; if you pleaſe, Sir, I will ſhew you the way. 

Poet. Sir, I follow you. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Punch. 
Punch. You, Fidler. 
Luck, Well, Punch, what's the Matter now ? es 
Punch, What do you think my Wife Joan is about? 
| 5 Luck. 
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Luck. Faith, I can't tell. 
Punch. Odsbobs ; ſhe is got with * Women of 
Quality at Quadrille. 

Luck. Quadrille ! ha, ha! 

Punch. | have taken a Reſolution to run away from her, 
and ſet up a Trade. 

Luck. A Trade? why, you have no Stock: - 

Punch. Oh, butI intend to break, cheat my Creditors, 
and fo get one. | | 

Luck. That Bite is too ſtale, Maſter Punch. 

Punch. Is it? Then VII &en turn Lawyer: There is 
no Stock requir'd there, but a Stock of Impudence. 

Luck. Yes, there is a Stock of Law, without which 
you will ſtarve at the Bar. 

Punch. Ay, but I'll get upon the Bench, then I ſhall 
ſoon have Law enough; for then I can make any thing I 
. ſay to be Law. 

: Luck. Huſh, you ſcurrilous Raſcal. 

, Punch. Odsbobs, I have hit it now. 

Luck. What now? 

, Punch. I have it at laſt; the rareſt Trade. Punch, thou 
4 art made for ever. 

* What Conceit has the Fool got in his Head 
now ! 

Punch. I'll e' en turn Parliament-Man. 

Tuck. Ha, ha, ha! Why, Sirrah, thou haſt neither 
Intereſt*nor Qualification. 

Punch. How! not Intereſt? Yes, Sir, Punch is very 
well known to have a very conſiderable Intereſt in all the 
Corporations in England; and for Qualification, if I have 
no Eſtate of my own, I can borrow one. 

Luck. This will never do, Maſter Punch—You muſt 
think of ſomething you have a better Qualification for. 

Punch, Ay, why then I'll turn great Man, that re- 
quires no Qualification whatſoever. 

Luck, Get you gone, you impudent Rogue. 

Gentlemen, the next Figures are Some- body and No- body, 
ck. come to preſent you with a Song and a Dance. 


Euter 
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Enter Some-body, and No- body. 
AIR VII. Black Joke. 


Some. Of all the Men in London Town, 
Or Knaves, or Fools, in Coat, or Gown, 
The Repreſentative am J: 
No. Go thro the World, and you will find, 
In all the Claſſes of Human-kind, 
Many a jolly No-body. 


— — 


—— — Conn” ae, 


— — ——— 


1 Fur him, a No- body, ſure we may call, 
4 Who during bis Life does nothing at all, | 
Wh. But Eat, and Snore, | * 
AM And Drink, and Rore, 
il From Whore to the Tavern, from Tavern to Whore, 
With a lac'd Coat, and that is all. . 


» = 


Luck. Gentlemen, this is the End of the firſt Interlude. | f 
, 77 gn ELD 1 
9 D 
B 
D. 


Luck. Now, Gentlemen, I ſhall preſent you with the of 
molt glorious Scene that has ever appear'd on the Stage: oy 
It is The Court of Nonſenſe. Play away, ſoft Muſick, and | 
draw up the Curtain, | | | old 


The Curtain drawn up to ſoft Muſick, diſcovers the Goddeſs| 
of Nonſenſe on 4 Throne; the Orator in a Tub; Trage- 
dio, Sc. attending. 


Nonſ. Let all my Votaries prepare 
To celebrate this joy ful Day. 2 
HC , 


—Y" 
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Luck. Gentlemen, obſerve what a Lover of Recitativo, 
1 5 | 

onſ. Monſieur Pantomime! you are welcome. 

Pant. | Culs a Caper.) | 
Nonſ. Alas, poor Gentleman! he is modeſt: you may 
ſpeak; no Words offend, that have no Wit in them 
Maſt. Why, Madam Nonſenſe, don't you know that 
Monſieur Pantomime is dumb? and yet let me tell you, 
he has been of great Service to you; he is the only One of 
your Votaries that ſets People aſleep without Talking. 
But here's Don Tragedio will make Noiſe enough. | 
Trag. Yes, Tragedio is indeed my Name, | 6 


Long ſince recorded in the Rolls of Fame, 

At Lincoln'-Inn, and eke at Drury-Lane. 

Let everlaſting Thunder ſound my Praiſe, 

And forked Light'ning in my Scutcheon blaze; 
To Shakeſpear, Fobnſon, Dryden, Lee, or Rowe, 
I not a Line, no, not a Thought, do owe. 

Me, for my Novelty, let all adore, 

For, as I wrote, none ever wrote before. 
 Non/. Thou art doubly welcome, welcome. FP 
Trag. That Welcome, yes, that Welcome is my Due, 

Two Tragedies I wrote, and wrote for you; 
And, had not Hiſſes, Hiſſes me diſmay cd. 
By this, I'd writ Two-ſcore, Two-ſcore, by Jay' d. 

Luck. By Jay'd! ay, that's another Excellence of the 
Don's; he does not only glean up all the Bad Words 
of other Authors, but makes new Bad Words of his 
own. 

Farc. Nay, i'gad, I have made new Words, and ſpoil'd 
old ones too, if you talk of that; I have made Foreigners 
break Engliſo', and Engliſbmen break Latin. I have as 
great a Confuſion of Languages in my Play, as was at 
the Building of Babel. 

Luck. And ſo much the more extraordinary, becauſe 
the Author underſtands no Language at all. 

Farc. No Language at all !-—Stap my Vitals. 

Nonſ. Dr. Orator, 9 heard of you, 


e. 


Luck. | Orat . 


> 
2 . 4 
% > 
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Orat. Ay, and you might have heard me too, I bawl'd 
loud enough, Pm ſure. 

Maſt. She might have heard you: But if ſhe had under- 
ſtood your Advertiſements, I will believe Nonſenſe to have 
more Underſtanding than Apollo. 

Orat. Have underſtood me, Sir! what has Underſtand- 
ing to do? My Hearers would be diverted, and they are 
ſo; which could not be if Underſtanding were neceſſary; 
becauſe very few of them have any. | 

Nonſ. You've all deſerv'd my hearty Thanks but 
- here my Treaſure I beſtow. [To Opera, 
Oper. Tour Highneſs knows what Reward | prize. 


AIR VIII. Lillibolera. 


Op. Let the fooliſh Philoſopher ſtrive in his Cell, 
By Vi ſdom, or Virtue, to merit true Praiſe; 
The Soldier in Hardſhip and Danger ſtill dwell, 
That Glory and Honour may crown his laſt Days ; ; 
The Patriot fweat, 
To be thought Great 
Or Beauty all Day at the Looking-glaſs toil; 
That popular Voices 
May ring their Applauſes, 
While a Breath is the only Reward of their Coll. 


/ 


But would you a woiſe Man to Action incite, 
Be Riches propos'd the Reward of his Pain: 
In Riches is center'd all Human Delight , - 
Mo Foy is on Earth, but what Gold can obtain. 


if Women, ©. = 
Or Grandeur fine, _ bu 
Be moſt your Delight, all theſe Riches can ; | IF | 
Would you have Men to flatter ? bs 


To be'Rich is the Matter ; 
When you cry be is Rich, you cry a Great Man. 


Nonſ. [Repeating in an Ecſtacy.] 
When you cry be is Rich, you cry a Great Man, 
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Braviſſimo ! J long to be your Wife. 

Luck. Gentlemen, obſerve and take notice how the 
Goddeſs of Nonſenſe is ſmitten by Muſick, and falls in 
love with the Ghoſt of Signior Opera. 

Novel. If all my Romances ever pleas'd the Ear of my 


Goddeſs—if I ever ſound F avour in her Sight—oh, do 
not rob me thus! 


 Nonſ. What means my Daughter? 
Novel. Alas, he is my Husband! 
Curry. But tho' he were your Husband in the other 


World, Death ſolves that Tye, and he is at Liberty 


now to take another ; and I never knew any one Inſtance 


of a Husband here, who would take the ſame Wife again. 


AIR IX. WhilſtI gaz'd on Che trembling. 


Novel. May all Maids from me take Warning, 
How a Lover's Arms they fly: 
Leſt the firſt kind Offer ſcorning, 
They, without a Second, die. 


How unhappy is my Paſſion! 
How tormenting is my Pain! 

F you thwart my Inclination, 
Let me die for Love again. 


Curry. Again! What, did you die for Love of your 
Husband ? 


Novel. He knows he ought to have been ſo. He 
ſwore he wou'd be ſo.— Les, he knows l hs for Love, 
for I dy'd in Childbed. 


Orat. Why, Madam, did you not tell me all the Road 
hither, that you was a Virgin? 


AIR X. Highland Laddy. 


Oper, u was told, in my Life, 
Death, for ever, 
Did diſſever, 


Ds. Men © 
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Men from ev'ry mortal Sirife, 
And that greateſs Plague, a Wife. 


For had the Prieſts poſſeſs Men, 
That to Tartarus' 
Wives came after us, 

Their Devil would be a Feſt then, 

And our Devil a Wife. 


Nonſ. Avaunt, polluted Wretch! begone; 
Think not III take Pollution to my Arms, 
No, no,. no, no, no, no, no. 

Oper. Well, ſince J can't have a Goddeſs, I'll e'en 
prove a Man of Honour. 
with thee, my Angel; but Ambition is a dreadful Thing. 
However my Ghoſt ſhall pay the Debts of my Body. 

Novel. Now I am happy, verily. 
Oper. My long-loſt Dear! 


Novel. My new-found'Bud ! 
AIR XI. Duſty Miller, 
Oper. Mill my charming Creature, 


Once again receive me? 
T I prov'd a Traitor, 
Will fhe ſtill believe me? 
1 will well repay thee, 
For paſt Faults of Roving, 
Nor ſhall any Day be 


' Without Proofs of Loving. 


On that tender lily Breaſt 
Whilft I lie panting, 
Both together bleſs, 
Both with Tranſports fainting. 
Both, Sare no Human Hearts 
Were ever ſo delighted ! 
Death, which others parts, 
Hatb our Souls united. 


[ was always in Love 


AIR 
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Al R XII. Over the Hills and far away, 


= - ere I laid on Scotland's Coaſt, 
And in my Arms embrac'd my Dear, 
Let Scrubbado do its moſt, 
I wou'd know no Grief or Fear, 


Nov. Were we caſt on Ireland*s Soil, 
There conſin d in Bogs to dwell, 
For thee Potatoes I ike boil, 


No Iriſh Spouſe ſhou'd feaſt ſo well, 


Op. And tho we ſerubÞ'd it all the Day, 
Nov. + He'd kiſs and bug the Night away ; 
Op. Scotch and Iriſh both ſbou d ſay, 
Both. Ob, how bleſt! bow bleſt are they! 


Orat. Since my Goddeſs is diſengaged from one Lover, 
may the humbleſt, yet not the leaſt di Agent of her Servants, 
hope ſhe wou'd ſmile on him? 

Luck. Maſter Orator, you had beſt try to charm the 
Goddeſs with an Oration. 

Orat. The Hiſtory of a Fiddle and a Fiddleſtick is go- 
ing to be held forth; being particularly defir'd in a Letter 
from a certain Queriſt on that Point. 

A Fiddle is a Stateſman: why? Becauſe it's hollow, 
A Fiddleſtick is a Drunkard : why? Becauſe it loves 
Rog ning. 

Luck. Gentlemen obſerve how he balances his Hands ; 
his Left Hand is the Fiddle, and his. Right Hand is the 
Fiddleſtick, 

Orat. A Fiddle is like a Beau 8 Noſe, becauſe the Bridge 
is often down; a Fiddleſtick is like a Mountebank, be- 
cauſe it plays upon a Crowd, —A Fiddle is like a Stock- 

Jobber's Tongue, becauſe it ſounds different Notes ; and 
a Fiddleſtick is like a Stockjobber's Wig, becauſe it has a 
great deal of Horlehair i in it. 


D z Tuck. 
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Tuck. And your Oration is like yourſelf; becauſe it 
has a great deal of Nonſenſe in it. 

— 4 In vain you try to charm my Ears, unleſs by 
Muſick, ) et SIRE | 


Orat. Have at you then. | 

Maſt. Gentlemen, obſerve how the Doctor ſings in his 
Tub. Here are no Wires; all alive, alive, ho 

Orat. Chimes of the Times, to the Tune of Moll Pately, 


AIR XIII. Moll Patch. 


All Men are Birds by Nature, Sir, 
Tho* they have not Wings to fly; 
On Earth a Soldier's a Creature, Sir, 
Much reſembling a Kite in the Sky ; 
The Phyſician is a Fowl, Sir, 
Whom moſt Men call an Owl, Sir, 
Who by bis Hooting, © 
Hooting, hooting, 
Hooting, hooting, 
Hooting, booting, 
Tells us that Death is nigh. 


The Uſurer is a Swallow, Sir, © 
That can ſwallow Gold by the Jorum ; 
A Wooacock is Squire Shallow, Sir; 
And a Gooſe is oft of the Quorum: 
The Gameſter is a Rook, Sir, 
The Lawyer, with his Coke, Sir, 
Is but a Raven, 
. Croaking, croaking, 
Croaking, croaking, 
Croaking, croaking, 
After the ready Rhinorum. 


Young Virgins are ſcarce as Rails, Sir; 
Plenty as Batts the Night-walkers go 
Soft Italians are Nightingales, Sir, 
And a Cock-Sparrow mimicks a Beau: 
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Like Birds Men are to be Caught, Sir; 

Like Birds Men are to be Bought, Sir: 5 . = 

Men of a Side, | 1 

Like Birds of a Feather, | ; = | 

Will flock together, GP | | 

Will flock together, - | 1 

Both Sexes like Bird; Will ———t00. | ” | 


Nonſ. *Tis all in vain. 1 
Trag. Is Nonſenſe of me then forgetful grown, | 
And muſt the Signior be preferr'd alone? 
Is it for this, for this, ye Gods, that I 
Have in one Scene made ſome Folks laugh, ſome cry 
For this does my low bluſt'ring Language creep, 
At once to wake you, and to make you ſleep? - 
Far. And ſo all my Puns, and Quibbles, and Conun- 
drums are quite forgotten, ſtap my Vitals! 
Or. More Chimes of the Times, to the Tune of Rogues, 
Rogues, Rogues. 


AIR XIV. There was a jovial 5 | 


The Stone that all things turns at vill 
To Gold, the Chymiſt craves; _. 
But Gold, without the Chymiſt's Skill, 
Turns all Men into Knaves. 
For a Cheating they will 20, &c. 
The Merchant wou d the Courtier cheat, 
When on his Goods be lays 
Too high a Price but faith be's bit, 
For a Courtier never pays. 
| For a Cheating they will go, &c. 
The Lawyer, with a Face demure, 
Hangs him who ſteals your Pelf; 
Becauſe the good Man can endure 
No Robber but himſelf. 


For a Cheating, &c. 


1 


D 4 | Betwixt 
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Betwixt the Quack and Highwayman 
hat. Ke can there 17 
Tho” this with Piſtol, that with Pen, 
Both kill you for a Fee. 
For a Cheating, &c: 
The Husband cheats bis loving Wife, 
And to a Miſtreſs goes, FEE 
' While fhe at home, to eaſe ber Life, 
Carouſes with the Beaus. _ 
| TF.or a Cheating, &e, 
That ſome Directors Cheats were, | 
Some have made bold to doubt; 
Did not the Supercargo's Care 
Prevent their finding out, 
For a Cheating, & c: 
The Tenant doth the Steward nick, 
(So low this Art we find, ) 
The Steward doth his Lordſhip trick, 
My Lord tricks all Mankind. 
5 For a Cheating, &c. 
One ect there are to whoſe fair Lot 
No cheating Arts do fall, 
And thoſe are Parſons call'd, God ot; 
And ſo I cheat you all. 


A | For a Cheating, Ke. 
Enier Charon. 


Char. An't pleaſe your Majeſty; there is an odd ſort | 
of a Man on t'other fide the Water fays he's. recom- 
mended to you by ſome People of Quality. Egad 
] don't care to take him ates 1 not I. — He fays his 
Name is Hurloborumbo — rumbo——— Hurloborumbolo, 
T think he calls himſelf, he looks like one of Apollo's 
People in my Opinion, he ſeems to be mad enough to be 
ag real Poet. 5 

Nonſ. Fake him aboard. 

Char. I had forgot to tell your Ladyſhip, I hear rare 
News, they ſay you are to be declared Goddeſs of Ni 

| LHTTY, 
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Curry. That's no News, Mr. Charon. 


Chas. Well, I'll take Hurloborumbo aboard. | 
I Exit Charon. 
Orat. I muſt win the Goddeſs before he arrives, or elſe 


Iſnall loſe her for ever. A Rap at the Times. 


AIR Xv. When I was a Dame of Honour, 


Come all who've beard my Cuſhion beat, 
Confeſs me as full of Dulneſs 


wa any Egg ts full of Meat, 


Or full Moon is of Fulneſs : | 
Let the Fuſtice and his Clerk both own, 
Than theirs my Dulneſs greater; 

And tell bow Poe barangu'd the Town, 
Hhen I was a bold Orator. 


The Lawyer wrangling at the Bar, 
While the Reverend Bench is dozing, 
The Scribler in a Pamphlet War, 
Or Grubſtreet Bard compoſing : 
The trudging Quack in Scarlet Cole, 
Or Coffee-bouſe Politick Prater; 
Can none come up to what I have ſpoke, 
When I was a bold Orator. 


The well-bred Courtier telling Lies, 
Or Levee Hunter believing ; 

The vain Coguette that rolls ber Eyes, 
More empty Faps deceiving z 

The Parſon of diſſenting Gang, 
Or flattering Dedicator, 

Could none of them lie me Harangue, 
When 1 was a bold Orator. 


Enter Punch. 


Punch, You, you, you 


Luck. What's the matter, Punch? 


Punch, W ho is that ? 


Luck. That's an Orator, Maſter Punch. 


Punch. An Orator——- What's that? 


Luck. 
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Luck. Why an Orator is—egad I can't tell what; 
he is a Man that no, body dares diſpute with. 


Punch. Say you ſo, I'll be with him preſently. Bring 


out my Tub there, [1 diſpute with you, PII warrant. 
1 am a Muggletonian. 5 


Qrat. | am not. 

Punch. Then you are not of my Opinion. 
Orat. Sirrah, I know that you and your whole Tribe 
would be the Death of me; but [ am reſolv'd to proceed 
to confute you as I have done hitherto, and as long as [ 
have Breath you ſhall. hear me; and I hope I have 


Breath enough to blow you all out of the World. 
Punch. It Noiſe will. 
Orat. Sir, l © 


Punch. Hear me, Sir. 
Nonſ. Hear him 3 hear him hear him. 


AIR XVI. Hey Barnaby, take it for Warning, 


Punch. No Tricks ſhall ſave your Bacon, 
Orator, Orator, you are miſtaken ; 
Punch will not be thus confuted, 
Bring forth your Reaſons or you are nonſuited, 
ER Heigb bo. 
No Tricks ſhall ſave your Bacon. 
Oirator, Orator, you are miſtaken. 
Orat. Inſtead of Reaſons advancing, 
Let tbe Diſpute be concluded by dancing, 


Ti, to. [T] bey dance. 


Nonſ. *Tis all in vain: A Virgin I will live; and oh 


great Signior, pr'ythee take this Chaplet, and ſtill wear 
it for my ſake. 


Luck. Gentlemen, obſerve how Signior Opera is created 
Arch- poet to the Goddeſs of Nonſenſe. 
Trag. And does great Nonſen/e then at length determine 
To give the Chaplet to that NY Vermin ? 
. Non. I do. 


7 rag. 


3 4 ö * 
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Trag. Then Opera come on, and let us try, 
Whether ſhall wear the Chaplet, You or I. 


AIR XVII Be kind and love. 


Nov. Ob, fpare to take his precious Life away; ql 
So feweet a Voice muſt ſure your Paſſion . | 
Ob hear his gentle Murmurs firſt, and then, | | 
If you can kill him, I will cry Amen. : | {1 


Trag. Since but a Song you ask, a Song I'll hear; 
But tell him, that laſt Song i is his laſt Prayer. 


AIR XVIII 


Op. Barbarous cruel Man, | = | 
PII 7 ing thus while Im dying, Im dying like a n 
Swan, | 

A Swan, | \ 

With my Face all pale and wan, ; | 

More fierce art thou than Pirates, 

Than Pirates, 118 

H/ bom the Sirens Muſick charms, | il! 


— 
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Alarms, © 
Diſarms ; 
More fierce than Men on the 221 Roads, 
On the high - « Roads, 
On the high - - - Roads. \ s 
More fierce than Men on the high Roads, 
HY hen Polly Peachum warms. 


The Devil 95 
Was made civil, | a 
1 By Orpheus's tuneful Charms; 
r And ca 
— — = 7, 
3 a He gentler prove than Man. ? 
e Trap. I cannot do it—  [Sheaths his Sword, 
? Methintes I feel my Fleſh congeal'd to Bone, 


And know not if Pm Fleſh and Blood, or Stone. 19 5 
1 5 | F ant, 
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Pant. [Rims ſeveral times round the Stage. : 
| Nonſ. Alas, what means Monſieur Pantomime? 


Curry 


would 


Nonſ. Pretty Youth ! 
Nev. Oh, my Dear, 


have the Chaplet. 


of my Soul ? 


Op. 


for I was in a damnable Fright too. 


Nov 


Give me a Buſs then. 


AIR XIX. Under the Greenwood Tree. 


In vain a Thouſand Heroes and Kings 


Should court me to their Arms 


In vain ſhould give me a Thouſand fine Things, 


For thee Id reſerve my Charms. 


On that dear Breaft, intran#d in Joy, 


Ob, let me ever be. 


Op. Ob, how I will kijs thee, 
How [ll embliſs thee, 


Nonl. 


When thou art a-bed with me. 


[repeats] Ob, how I will kiſs thee, &c; 


Alas! what mighty Noiſe ? Pr 
Luck. Gentlemen, the next is a Meſſenger. 


MN'eſſ. 


Nonſ. 


Enter Meſſenger. 


. By his pointing to his Head, I ſuppoſe he 


how ſhall I expreſs the Trouble 
If there be Sympathy in Love, Im ſure I felt it; 


Stay, Goddeſs, not with haſte the Prize bequeath, 


A mighty Spright now haſtens her beneath ; 
Long in the World your noble Cauſe he fought ; 


Your Laureat there, your Precepis ſtill be taught, 


To his great Son be leaves that Laurel now, 
And haſtens to receive one here below, 

T can't revoke my Grant, but be 

Shall Manager of onr Players be, 
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Luck. The next is Count Ah from the Opera- houſe 


in the Hay- market. 


Enter Count Ugly. 


Nonſ. Foo late, O mighty Count, you came. 
Count. J ask net for myſelf, for I diſdain 
O'er the poor ragged; Tribe of Bards. ta reign. 
Ne did my Stars to happier- Fates prefer, 
Sur- Intendant dez plaifirs d Angleterre ;_ 
Tf Maſquerades you have, let thoſe be mine, 
But on the Signior let the Laurel ſhine. 


Trag. What is thy Plea ? Hast written? 
Count, No, nor read. 5 


\ . 


But if from Dulneſs any may ſucceed, 
To * and Nasen. good Title plead, 
Nought elſe was ever in my Maſquerade. 
Nonſ. No more, by Styx I fivear 
That Opera the.Crown ſhall, wear. 


AIR. 


Nov. Away each meek. Pretender flies, 
Opera thou haſt gain'd the Prize. 
Nonſenſe grateful ſtill muſt own, 
Thou beſt ſupport'ſt her Throne. © 
For her Subſcriptions thou didſt gain 80 
By thy ſoft alluring Strain, 
HY hen Shakeſpear*s Thought. 
And Congreve's brought 
Their Aids to Senſe in vain, 


Beauties who ſubdug Mankind, 
Thy ſoft Chains alone can bind; 
See within their lovely Eyes 

The melting Wiſh ariſe : 

While thy Sounds inchant the. Ear, 
Lovers think the Nymph, /incere; 


And Projectors, 
| And Directors, | 
| Loſe a while their Fear, Enter 
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| | Enter Chardon. 5 


Luck. How now, Charon? you are not to enter yet. 


Char. To enter, Sir! Alack-a-day ! we are all undone: 
Here are Sir Fobn Bindover and a Conſtable coming 1 in. 


Enter Sir John, and Conſtable. 


Conſt. Are you the Maſter of the Puppet-Show ? 
Luck. Yes, Sir. 


Conſt. Then you muſt along with me, Sir; 1 have a 


Warrant for you, Sir. 


Luck. For what ? | 
Sir John. For abuſing Nonſenſe, Sirrah. 


fions libeli'd ; at this Rate. 
Luck. Of what do you accuſe me, Gentlemen ? 


Town ſupports it ? 


Luck. Pox on't, had this Fellow ſtaid a few Moments 
longer, till the Dance had been over, I had been eaſy. 
Harkye, Mr. Conſtable; ſhall I only beg your Patience for 
one Dance, and then I'll wait on you? 

Sir John. Sirrah, don't try to corrupt the Magiſtrate 
with your Bribes : Here ſhall be no Dancing. 


Nov. What does this Fellow of a Conſtable mean by 
interrupting our Play ? 


AIR XXI. Fair Dorinda. 
Oh Mr. Conſtable, | 
Drunken Raſcal, 
Would I had thee at the Roſe. 
May'ſt thou be beaten, 
Hang'd up and eaten, 
Eaten by the Carrion Crows. 
The Filth that lies in Common Shores, 


May it ever lie in 0 Noſe, 
May it ever 


Lie in thy Noſe, 
Ob may it lie in thy Noſe. Luck, 


Conſt. People of Quality are not to have their Diver- 


Sir John, Shall you abuſe Nonſenſe, when the whole 


0 
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Luck. Mollify yourſelf, Madam. 


Sir Fobn. That is really a pretty Creature, it were a 
Piece of Charity to take her to my ſelf fora Handmaid. 


[Afide . | 


Conf. Very pretty, very pretty truly ; If Ma- 
giſtrates are to be abus'd at this Rate, the Devil may be 


2 Conſtable for me. N den do ye know who 
we are ? 


Nov. A Rogue, Sir. 


Conſt. Madam, I'm a Conſtable by Day, and a Juſtice 


of Peace by Night. 


_ Now. That is a Buzzard by Day, and an Owl by Night. 


A 1 R XXII. New 


Conſt, Why, Madam, do you give ſuch Words as theſe 
| To a Conſtable and a Fuſtice of Peace? 
I fancy yow'll better know how to ſpeak, 
By that time youve been in Bridewell a Week ; 
Have beaten good Hemp, and been 
HY hipt at a Poſt ; 
T hope youll repent, when ſome Skin 
You have loſt. 
But if this makes you tremble, PII not be ſevere; ; 
Come down a good Guinea, and you ſhall be clear. 


Nov. Oh, Sir Fohn, you, I am ſure, are the Com- 
mander in this Enterpriſe. If you will prevent the reſt 
of our Show, let me beg you will permit the Dance. 


AIR XXIII. Charming Beth. 


Sweeteſt Flony, 
Good Sir Johny, 

Prythee let us take a Dance, 
Leave your Canting, 
Zealous Ranting, 

Come and ſhake a merry Haunch. 


Motions 
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Motions firing, ee b OH . 
een een d be bon 
Ve are led pr 05 HOWS e 
M bere in Trances © 2 1 210 ene gaiA 
TSS 5 72055 3991010 GU va 


Muſick then feems only Noiſe es wel 2102 


Sit Jobn. Verily, I am gert pity prevaltrh 
over Severity, and the Fleſh hath ſubdued the Spirit. 
feel a Motion in me, and whether it be of Grace'or no I am 
not certain. Pretty Maid, I cannot be deaf any longer to 
your Prayers, I will abide the performing, 3 Dance, and 
will myſelf, being thereto mov'd by an inward working, 


rend Gentleman, 
Maſe. Then ſtrike up. 


Enter Witmore, eren Harrior, Baues 


Vit. Long live his Majeſty of Bantam! 
Money. Heaven preſerve him! 
Bant. Your gracious Father, Sir, greets you well. 
Luck. What, in the DeviPs Name, is the Meaning of 
this? 


Bant. I find he is intirely ignorant of his Father. 

Wit. Ay, Sir, it is very common in this Country for a 
Man not to know his Father. 

Luck. What do you mean? 

Bant. His Features are much alter'd. 

Lack. Sir, I ſhall alter your Features, if you proceed. 

Bant. Give me leave to explain myſelf. I was your 
Tutor in your earlieſt Days, ſent by your Father, his pre- 


p \ ; - 5 . 1 


the World. We arriv'd at London, when one Day among 


Boat over- ſet, and of all our Company, I and your Royal 
Self were only ſav'd by ſwimming to Billingſgate; but tho 
I fav'd my Life, I loft for ſome time my Senſes, and you, 
as I then fear'd, for ever. When [I recover'd, after a long 
fruitleſs Search for my Royal Maſter, I ſet Sail for Ban- 

tam, 


accompany you therein, taking for 7 Partner that Reve- 


ſent Majeſty Francis IV. King of Bantam, to ſhew you 
other Frolicks our Ship's Crew ſhooting the Bridge, the 
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tam, but was driven by the Winds on far diſtant Coaſts» 
and wander*d ſeveral Years, till at laſt I arriv'd once 
more at Bantam, Gueſs how I was receiv'd The 
King order'd me to be impriſon'd for Life: At laſt ſome 
lucky Chance brought thither a Merchant, who offer'd 
this Jewel as a Preſent to the King of Bantam. 

Luck. Ha! it is the ſame which was tied upon my Arm, 
which by good Luck I preſerv'd from every other Acci- 
dent, till want of Money forc*d me to pawn it. 

Bant. The Merchant being ſtrictly examin*d, ſaid he 
had it of a Pawn-broker, upon which I was immediately 
diſpatch'd to England, and the Merchant kept cloſe Pri- 
ſoner till my Return, then to be puniſh*d with Death, or 
rewarded with the Government of an Iſland, | 

Luck. Know then, that at that Time when you loft 
your Senſes, I alſo loſt mine. I was taken up half-dead 
by a Waterman, and convey'd to his Wife, who fold 
Oiſters, by whoſe Aſſiſtance I recover'd. But the Wa- 
ters of the Thames, like thoſe of Lethe, had caus'd an 
entire Oblivion of my former Fortune. But now it 
breaks in like Light upon me, and I begin to recollect it 
all. Is not your Name Goꝝſalvo? | 

Bant. It is. ET. 

Luck. Oh my Gonſalvo ! 


Bant, Oh, my deareſt Lord! . [ Embrace, 
Luck. But ſay by what lucky Accident you diſcover'd 
me. 


Bant, I did intend to have advertis'd you in the 
Evening-Poſt, with a Reward ; but being directed by 
the Merchant to the Pawn-broker, I was accidentally there 

e enquiring after you, when your Boy brought your Nab. 
> (Oh, fad remembrance, that the Son of a King ſhould 
1 pawn a Hat!) The Woman told me, that was the Boy 
> that pawn'd the Jewel, and of him 1 learnt where you 
E lodg'd. 

- # > rt Prodigious Fortune! 


f 8 4 Vind. born wit out. 
'S E, | Enter 


66 The Pleaſures of the Town.” 
Enter Meſſenger. 


Me . An Expreſs is arriv*d from Pam with. the 
News of his Majeſty's Death. - 


Bant. Theo, Sir, you are King, Long [tl Henry J. 
King of Bantam. | 

Omnes. Long live 1 I. King of Bantam. 

Luck. Witmore, I now may repay your Generoſity. 

Fit. Fortune has repaid me, I am ſure more than 
the. ow'd, by conferring this Bleſſing on you. 

Luck. My Friend — But here I am indebted to the 
golden Goddeſs, for having given me an Opportunity to 
aggrandiſe the Miſtreſs of my Soul, and ſet her on the 
Throne of Bantam. Come, Madam, . now you may lay 
aſide your Mask; ſo once repeat your Acclamations, 


Long live Henry and Harriot, King and n of Bantam. 
Omnes. Huzza! 


AIR XXIV. Gently touch the Aibling Lyre. 


Harr. Let others fondly court a Throne, 
All my Joy's in you alone; 
Let me find a Crown in you, 
Let me find a Sceptre too, 
Equal in the Court or Grove, 
Jam bleſt, do you but love. 
Luck. Were I not with you to live, 
Bantam would no Pleaſure give. 
Happier in ſome Foreſt I 
Could upon that Boſom lie. 
T would guard you from all Harms, 
While you ſlept within my Arms. 
Harr. Would an Alexander riſe, 
Him I'd view with ſcornſul Eyes. 
Luck. Would Helen with thy Charms compare, 
Her I'd think not half ſo fair: | 
Deareſt ſhalt thou ever be. 
Farr. Thou alone ſhalt reign in me. 


Conſt. 
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Conſt. I hope your Majeſty will pardon a poor ignorant ll 
Conſtable : I did not know your Worſhip, I aſſure you. | 

Luck. Pardon you Ay more—— You ſhall be 1 
chief Conſtable of Bantam, You Sir Jobn, ſhall be | 
chief Juſtice of Peace; you, Sir, my Orator; you my | 
Poet-Laureat z you my Bookſeller ; you Don Tragedio, N 
Sir Farcical, Signior Opera, and Count Ugly, ſhall It 
entertain the City of Bantam with your Performances; "If 
Mrs. Novel, you ſhall be a Romance-Writer z and to [159 
ſhew my Generolity, Monſicur Marplay, you ſhall ſuper- 11 
intend my Theatres —- All proper Servants for the King 
of Bantam. 

Money. I always thought he had ſomething more than 
ordinary in him. 1 

Luck. This Gentle woman is the Queen's Mother. 

Money. For want of a better, Gentlemen. 


AIR XXV. Oh ponder well. 


Money. Alack how alter'd is my Fate ! 
bal Changes have I ſeen! 

For I, who Lodgings let of late, 
Am now again a Deen. 

Punch. And I, who in this Puppet-Shew 
Have played. Punchenello, 
Will now let all the Audience know 
Jam no common Fellow, 


Punch. If his Majeſty of Bantam will give me leave, 
] can make a Diſcovery which will be to his Satisfaction. 


You have choſe for a Wife, Henrietta, Princeſs of Old 
Brentford. | | 


Omnes, How ! 

Punch. When the King of Old Brentford was expelb'd 
by the King of the New, the Queen flew away with her 
little Daughter, then about two Years old, and was never 
heard of ſince. But [ ſufficiently recolle& the Phiz of my 
Mother, and thus I ask her Bleſſing. 


nf. E 2 | Money. 


Money. Oh, my Son! des ; 

Harr. Oh, my Brother! Y 1 : 1 

Punch. Oh, myrSMter 4.5 \£ 9 b 

Money. I am ſorry, in this Pickle, to remember who 
I am. But alas! too true is all you've ſaid: Tho' I. 
have been reduced to let Lodgings, I was the Queen of 
bel e and this, tho' a Player, is a King's Son. 


4 \ g . © — — ” 
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Enter Joan. 


 Foan, Then 1 am a King's * for this Gentle- 
man is my Husband. 
Money, My Daughter! 
Harr. 


Luck 1 My Siſter! 


Punch. My Wife! | 2 

Luck. Strike up Kettle-Drums and Trumpets — 
Punch, I will reſtore you into your Kingdom at the Ex- 
pence of my own. I will ſend an ENS to Bantam 
for my Army. 

Punch. Brother, I thank you — And now, if 


you pleaſe, we will celebrate theſe happy Diſcoveries 
with a Dance, 


A” DANCE. 


Lack. Taught by my Fate, let never Bard deſpair, 
Tho long he drudge, and feed on Grub-ſtreet Air: 
Since him (at laſt) tis poſſible to ſee 
As happy andas great a King as me. 


E PI- 


iy fa% 


2 4d „ . 1 , = 
Ar yd. 8 5 e 0 4 o — 
x * = = * * % _ = 3 2 w N * } 7 27 * 1 4 
* N * . 
0 * Y . 
1 6 0 ' T, A 
V 
” 
: 1 2 5 . 
% a ”_ Py ” 
| : 4 ” 
of 5 3 - : « * 
< : : % 14 
; 4 
| | ® 
2 8 W , ; s 5 ; 2 . r 
ih p 1 2 , 7 — N ” * 9 
% * £ I 4 = 


1 - Mr. Jones. 
2 Poet, = Mr. Dove. 
3 Poet, Mr. Marſbal. 
4 Poet, Mr. Wells jun. 
Player, Miſs Palms. 
Cat, Abe Mrs. Martin. 


Four Po RTS ſitting at a Table. N 


1 Po. Rethren we are aſſembled here, to write 


An Epilogue, which muſt be ſpoke To- night. 

2 Po. Lei the firſt Lines be to the Pit addreſs d. A 

3 Po. If Criticks too were mention d, it were beſt; 
With fulſome Flattery, let them be cramm'd, 
But if 1 they damn the Play 

1 PO ——————Let them be damn'd. 

2 Po. Suppoſing therefore, Brother, we ſhow lay 
Some very great Encomiums on the Play? 

3 Po. It cannot be amiſs 

1 Po. — — —— — o mount the Boxes, 
Abuſe the Beaus, and compliment the Doxies. © 

4 Po. Abuſe the Beaus!— But how? 

1 Po, — Oh] never mind, 
In ev'ry modern Epilogue, you'll find © 
Enough, which we may borrow of that kind. 

3 Po. What will the Name of Imitation ſoften ? 

1 Po. Oh! Sir, you cannot ſay good things too often; 
And ſure thoſe Thoughts which in another ſhine, 
Become not duller, by Wer nine. 

3 Po. Tm ſatisfyd. 

1 Po. The Audience is already 
Divided into Critick, Beau, 4 Lady; 
Nor Box, nor Pit, nor Gallery, can ſhew 
One, Who's not Lady, Crilick, or a Beau. 


5% 


3 Po, 


EPILOGUE 


3 Po. It muſt be very difficult to pleaſe 
Fancies ſo odd, ſo oppoſite as theſe. 
1 Po. The Tast is not ſo difficult, as put; 
* There's one thing pleaſes all. 
2 Po. bat is that ? | 
1 Po. ————— Smut. 
For as aWhore is lif'd, for being dg. 
So is an Epilogue for ———— — 
3 Po. [ina Paſſion] I order you, : 
On Pain of my Departure, not to chatter, © 
One * * ſo very ſav'ry of the Creature; 
For, by my Pen, might I Parnaſſus ſhare, 
Pd 27 lo gain it ut offend the Fair. 
1 Po. Ibu are too nice for ſay whateer we can, 
Their Modeſty is ſafe behind a Fan, 
4 Po. Well, let us now begin. 
3 Po. But we omit 
An Epilague s chief Decoration, Wit. | 
v1 Po. It bath been ſo; but that ſtale Cuſtom” s broken ; 


F 


bo dull to read, twill pleaſe you when tis — 
; Enter the Author. | 


Auth. Fy, Gentlemen, the 4 now bath ſtaid 
This balf Hour for the Epilogue — 

All Po. — "Tis not made. 

Auth. How ! then I value not your Aid of that, 
PII have the Epilogue ſpoken by a Cat. 


me Pubs Pls, Puſs, hw Puſs, Puſs. 


7 Euter Cat. 
. itn In in a Rage 
When Cats come on, Poets Acud leave the Stage. 


[Exeunc Poets. 
Cat. Mew, Mew. 


Auth. Poor Puff, come bither prelty Rogue, 
Who knows but you may come to be in Vogue? 
Some Ladies like a Cat, and ſome a Dog. 


Enter 


Play. Caſs! caſs! caſs! caſs! H. Mr. Luckleſs, what. - 
: T _ doing with that filthy Cat? ¶ Exit Cat, 

Auth. Ob! curſt Misfortune—— what can I be doing © © 
This Devil's coming in has prov'd my Ruin. 
She's driv'n the Cat and Epilogue away. 

Play. Sure you are mad, and know not what you ſay. 

Auth. Mad you may call me, Madam; but youll own, 
T hope, I am not madder than the Town. 

Play. A Cat to ſpeak an Epilague 

Auth. — — ty ſpeak | —— 10, 

Only to aft the Epilogue in Dumb-Show. 

Play. Dumb-Show ! Ne | 

Auth. by, pray, is that ſo ſtrange in Comedy? 
And have you not ſeen Perſeus and Andromeda? 
Where you may find ſtrange Incidents intended, 
And regular Intrigues begun and ended, 


Alis polite to ſpeak in Murmurs ſmall, 
Sure, is politer not to ſpeak at all. 
Play. But who is this? 


Tho' not a Word doth from an Actor fall; 09 f | 


Enter Cat as a Woman. 


Auth. T know her not \ 
Cat, ——— I that 
Am now a Woman, lately was a Cat. 
{ Turns to the Audience, 


Gallants, you ſeem to think this Transformation 
As ſtrange as was the*Rabbit's Procreation; 
That lis as odd a Cat ſhou*d take the Habit 
of breeding us, as we ſhou'd breed a Rabbit. 

'l 


. warrant caling one of them wou'd be 
As eaſy to a Beau, as kiſſing me. 
7 4 wow'd not for the World that Thing ſhould catch us, 
Cries ſcar*a Sir Plume —- — Fore-gad, my Lord, 
< fed ſcratch as, 
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Tet let not that deter you from your Sport, 

You'll find my Nails are par d exceeding ſhort. 
But— Ha !—what Murmurs thro' the Benches roam 
The Husbands cry e ve Cat enough at home. 
This Transformation can be ſtrange to no Man, 

There's a great Likeneſs *twixt a Cat and Woman. 

Chang'd by her Lover's earneſt Prayers, were told, 
A Cat was, to a beauteous Maid of old. 

Cou'd modern Husbands thus the Gods prevail on; 

Ob gemini! what Wife wou'd have no Tail on. 
Puſs wou*d be ſeen where Madam lately ſat, 

And ev'ry Lady Townley be a Cat. 

Say, all of you, whoſe Honey-moon is over, 
What wou'd you give ſuch Changes to diſcover ; 
And waking in the Morn, inſtead of Bride, 

To find poor Puſſy purring by your Side. 
Say, gentle Husbands, which of you wou'd curſe, 
And cry, my Wife is alter*d for the worſe ? 

$hou*d to our Sex the Gods like Juſtice ſhowy, 
And at our Pray'rs transform our Husbands ioo, 
Many a Lord, who now his Fellows ſcorns, 

Fou'd then exceed a Cat by nothing —but his Horns, 
Fo Plenty then cou d be thoſe Foes to Rats, 
Henley might prove that all Mankind are Cats, 
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* by Mr. MIL WAR D. 


1, 15 ancient Greece, the Infant Muſes School, 
Where Vice firfs felt the Pen of Ridicule, 
With honef# Freedom and impartial Blows 
The Muſe attack'd each Vice as it aroſe : 
No Grandeur could the Mighty Villain ſcreen 
From the juſt Satyr of the Comick Scene: 
No Titles could the daring Poet cool, 
Mor ſave the great Right Honourable Fool, 
They ſpar'd not even the Aggreſſor's Name, 
And Publick Villany felt Publick Shame. 


Long hath this gen'rous Method been difus'd, 
For Vice hath grown too great to be abus'd 1 
By Pow'r, defended from the Piercing Nart, 
It reigns, and triumphs in the Lordly Heart; 
FVhile Beaux, and Cits, and Squires, our Scenes afford, 
Juſtice preſerves the Rogues who weild her Sword, 
All Satyr againſt her Tribunal's quaſh'd, 
Nor laſh the Bards, for fear of being laſh'd. 


1 


But the Heroick Muſe who fings To- night, 
Through theſe neglected Tracks attempts her Flight : 
Vice, cloath'd with Pow'r, ſhe combats with her Pen, 
And fearleſs, dares the Lyon in his Den. 


Then only Reverence to Pow'r is due, 
When Publick Welfare is its only View : | 
A2 Bu 


PROLOGUE 


But ben the Champions, whom the Publick arm 
For their own Good with Pow'r, attempt their Harm, | 
He ſure muſt meet the general Applauſe, 

Who gainſt thoſe Traytors fights the Publick Cauſe. 


And while theſe Scenes the a Knaye di pleaſes 
FH/ho feels within the Criminal be ſees, 
The Uncorrupt and Good muſt ſmile, to find 
No Mark for Satyr in bis Generous Mind, 
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EPILOGUE. 
Spoken by Mrs. YOUNGER. 


A T length the dreadful Hurricane is ended, 

And I and Spouſe are ſafe together landed. 

For after all this mighty Fuſs about it, 

Our Play hath ended modeſtly without it. at 
But, Ladies, did not you too ſympathize ? 

Hey ! pray, confeſs, do all your Frowns ariſe 

Becauſe ſo much of Rape and Rape we bawl? 

Or is it, that we have no Rape at all? 


Indeed, our Poet, to oblige the Ape, 
Had brought a dreadful Scene upon the Stage : 
But I, perceiving what his Muſe would drive at, 
Told him the Ladies never would connive at | 5 
A downright actual Rape — unleſ5 in private. 


But notwithſtanding what theſe Poets tell us, 
Mho'd think our Beaus were ſuch bigh-mettled Fellows ! 


Ob ! may our Youth whoſe Vigour is ſo parlous, 
To Italy be wafted with Don Carlos; 
There ſhould one Victory but give them Scope, 
They would not leave one Maidenhead for the Pope; 
Or ſbould ſome new Pope Joan the Chair poſſeſs, 
They'd play the Devil with ber — Holineſs. 
No Nunnery one Virgin ſbould encloſe, 
Bat New Rome fall, by what the Old arof*. 
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EPILOGUE. 
was a ftrange Doctrine that Lucretia taught, 
Who on her ſelf reueng d her Lover's Fault? 
J Heatheniſh Wreich ! The Pious Chriftian Wife, 
# Tho" raviſh'd, ſtill contents herſelf with Life. 
| So zealous from Self-Murther we refrain, 
We live, ibo ſure of raviſhing again. 


But may no Fears of ſuch a Fate affright 
The beauteous kind Spectators of To-night 3 
Safe to your Husbands Arms may you eſcape, 
| And never know that dreadful thing, @ RA E. 


NS 


* We. , 


Nownket 27, 1730, Juſt Publiſh'd, with a Curious Frontiſpiece 
Deſogn'd by Mr. John Vanderbank, and Ingrav'd by Mr. Gerard 


Vandergucht, 
The FIFTH EDITION of + 
#,* LETTERS of ABELARD and HELOISE. To which is prefix d 4 
3 Account of their Lives, Amours, and Misfortunes, extracted chiefly 
from Monſieur BAYLE. Tranſlated from the French, by the late JOHN - 
HUGHES, Eſq; Printed for John Watts, at the Printing-Office in Wild- 
Court; and ** by the Bookſellers both of Towa and Country, 


— 


N oveniber 27, 1730. Juſt Publiſh'd, wherein are a great _—_ 
of New Tunes by the moſt Eminent Maſters, (and compleazs this 
Collection 

The FIFTH and SIXTH VOLUMES of 

** The MUSICAL MISCELLANY; Being a Collection 

of CHOICE SONGS and LYRICK POEMS: With the BASSES 
to each TUNE, and Tranſpos'd for the FLUTE, 

Behold and liſten, while the Fair 

Breaks in ſweet Sounds the yielding Air; 

And with her own Breath fans the Fire, 

Which her bright Eyes did firſt inſpire. WALLS. 

Printed by and for J. Watts, at the Printing-Office in Wild-Court near Lineotn's- 

Inn Fields, and Sold by the Bookſellers both of Town and CEN Of hom 

may be had the FIRST FOUR VOLUMES. 


Lately Publiſh'd, 

TOM THUMB. A TRAGEDY. As it is Acted at the Theatre in 
the Hay-Market. The Second Edition. 

The TEMPLE BEAU. A Comedy. As it is Acted at the Theatre in 
Goodnian's-Fields, Wiitten by Mr. Fielding. 

LOVE in SEVERAL MASQUES. A Comedy. As it is Acted at thy 
Theatre-Reyal, by His Majeſty's Servants. Written by Mr. Fielding. ; 

The AUTHOR's FARCE; and The PLEASURES of the TOWN. 
As Acted at the Theatre in the Hay-Market. 

The COFFEEB- HOUSE POLITICIAN ; or, the JUSTICE caught in his 
own TRAP. As it is Acted at the Theatre in Lincoln's-Inn-Fields, Written 
by Mr. Fielding, 


The FAIR CIR CASSIAN, a Dramatick Performance. Done from 
the Original by a Gentleman-Commoner of Oxford. To which are added 


ſeveral Occaſional Foems, by the fame Author, 


Dramatis Perſonz. 


Worth ys | 
Squeezum, 
Politick, 
Ramble, 
Conſtant, 


Sotmore, 


Dabble, 
Quill, | 
Staff, 
Porer, 


Faithful, 


Hilaret, 
Iſabella, 

Mrs. Squeezum, 
Mrs. Staff, 
Cloris, 


Evidences, Watch, &c. 


M E N. 


WOMEN. 


Mr. Ogden. 
Mr. Hippiſtey. 


Mr. Chapman. 


Mr. Falter. 


Mr. Milward. 


Mr. Huleti 2 
Mr. Ray. 
Mr. H. Bullock, 
Mr. Hall. 

Mr. Matlean, 
Mr. Houghton. 


Mrs. 7 zunger. | 
Mrs. Bobeme; 
Mrs. Bullock, 
Mrs. Kilby. 
Mrs, Stevens. ; 


SCENE LONDON. 


* EC RAPE upon RAPE; 
O R, 


The JUSTICE caught in his own TRAP. 


. — n 


8 Bw: 


Acr I SCENS-4 


SCENE A Parlour in Politick's Houſe. A 
Table ſpread with News-Papers, Chairs. 


Hilaret, Cloris. 


HiLARET. 


AX 77 ELL, Cloris, this is a mad Frolick. I 
SR WE am horridly frighted at the Thoughts 
of throwing my ſelf into the Power of 
a young Fellow. 

Clo. Ir is natural to us to be frighted 
— at firſt: I was in a little Terror my ſelf 
on my Wedding-Day, but it went all off before the 
next Morning; a Husband, like other Bugbears, loſes 
all his Horror when we once know him thoroughly. 

Hil. Bur if he ſhould not prove a good Husband — 

Clo. Then you muſt not prove a good Wife 
If he keeps a Miſtreſs, a” £2 keep a Gallant; if he 


ſtay 


Van, cre - 
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ſtay out with his Friends at a Tayern, do you be 
merry with your Friends at home. 1 

Hil. You give fine Advice indeed. 

Clo, Upon my Word, Madam, it was ſuch as I fol- 
lowed my felf. I hid a Rogue of a Husband that 
robbed me of all I had, and kept a Miſtreſs under my 
Noſe: but I was even with him: for it hath been ever 
my Opinion that a Husband, like a Courtier, who is 
above doing the Duties of his Office, ſhould keep a 
Deputy. 

Hil. But ſuppoſe you had been in Love with your 
Husband ? | | 

Clo. Why ſo I was, Madam, as long as he deſerved 
it: but Love, like Fire, naturally goes out when it hath 
nothing to feed on. 

Hil. Well, if it be poſſible to be aſſured of a Lover's 
Sincerity, I think I may be aſſured of Conſtant : at 
lealt it is adviſeable to perſuade my ſelf of his Truth. 
whom I ſhould Love, tho' he wanted it: — Ah, 
Cloris ! you may as eaſily remove a Rock as a Woman's 
Paſſion —— | 

Clo. And yet it is very often built on a ſandy Foun- 


dation. 


Hil. Love is the ſame, whatever be its Object: We 
as often like Men for imaginary as real Perfections; 
we all look through a Priſmatick Glaſs in Love, and 
Whatever Beauties we have once fancied, we never 
loſe the Opinion of — our Amorous Faith is as implicit 
as our Religious. 5 

Clo. If 1 have any Judgment in Mankind, and I 
am ſure I have had ſome Experince in them, your 
Paſſion could have been no where better fixed: Capt. 
Conſtant hath all the Qualities any Woman can defire. 
He hath Youth, Beauty, Vigour, Gallantry, Con- 
ſtancy, and as Mr. Cowley ſays, a long c. 


” W IT” "IL 


SCENE I. Politick, Hilaret, Cloris. 


Pol. Ay there it goes, tick rack, tick tack, like the 
Pendulum of a Clock. What Miſchief are you hatch- 
| ing, 


* 


De Jus Tice caught in his own Ta AP. 3 
ing, hey? —Ir is impoſſible that two Women ſhould 
be together without producing Miſchicf. = 

Clo. I always thought a Man and Woman the more 
likely to produce Miſchief: and yer I think them the 


properer ompany. | | 


ol. I ſuppoſe you will tell my Daughter ſo too. 
Hil. Indeed Papa ihe need not: for I was always 
of that Opinion. l | 
Pol. You was! bur I ſhall prevent your Wiſhes — 
Fil. You may be miſtaken. | [ 4fae. 
Pal. I do not believe the Head of Cardinal Fleury 
can be more perplexed, than mine is with this Girl. 
To govern your ſelf, is greater than to govern a King- 
dom, ſaid an old Philoſopher; and to govern a Woman 
1s greater than to govern twenty Kingdoms. 
Hil. 1 wiſh you would nor perplex your ſelf with 
Cardinals or Kingdoms, I wiſh you would mind yohr 


own Buſineſs, inſtead of the Publick's; dear Papa, don't 


ive your ſelf any more trouble about Don Carlos, un- 
leſs you can get him for a Son-in-Law. 


' P41, Not if I were a King. I will make you a little 
ſenſible who Don Carlos is. 


Hil. Nay, I do not underſtand one Word of your 
Politicks. | | 

Pol. I am ſorry you do not — A News-Paper would 
be a more profitable Entertainment for you than a 
Romance. You would find more in one half Sheet, 
than in the grand Cyrus. 

Zi. More Lies very probably You know I do 
read the Home Paragraphs in the Z/hiteball Evening 


. Poſt: and that's the beſt of them. 


Pol. If you would be informed in theſe Matters, 
you muſt read all that come out: about forty 
every Day, and ſome Days fifty: and of a Saturday 
about fourſcore, Would you continue in ſuch a 
Courſe but one Twelvemonth, I do not queſtion but 
you might know as much of Politicks a: —any Man 
that comes to our Coffee-houſe. Ar had rather ſee 
you a Politician, than a Woman of Quality. 


B 2 Hil. 
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Hil. If 1 may ſpeak freely, it would have been bet · 
ter for me that you had been leſs a Politician. 
Po]. You are deceived, very much deceived : but 


1 


ſome Fool hath put this into your Head. Vou may 


live to ſee me one of the greateſt Men in England. 
Did I not fay at the Siege of Gibraltar, that within 
one three Years, we ſhould ſee whether we ſhould 
have Peace or no. And yer I am an Ignoramus; I 
know nothing I warrant you: I had better have con- 


tinued a Merchant no doubt: but then what had be- 


come of my Projects? where had been all thoſe twenty 
different Schemes which I have now ready to lay be- 
fore the Parliament, greatly for my own Honour and 
the Intereſt of my Country? Harkye, I have con- 
trived a Method to pay off the Debts of the Nation 
without a Penny of Money. 
Hil. And you will not get a Penny by it, I dare 


ſwear. 


Pol. No, no, no certainly: tho' I would not take 
twenty thouſand Pounds for the Advantage which 
will ariſe ro me from it. Ir hath lain theſe three Years 
in a Friend's Hands of mine of the Houſe of Commons; 
who aſſured me not many Days ago that it ſhould be 
taken ſhortly into Conſideration, tho? he believed it 
could not be this Seſſions. 

Hil. Nor this Age, I am confident. IA lde. 

Pol. And how do you think it is to be compaſſed! 
why, by procuring a Machine to carry Ships by Land 
about a hundred Miles: and ſo proſecute the Eaft- 
India Trade, thro' the Mediterranean. | 

Hil. 1 with you Succeſs, Sir: but I muſt take my 
leave of you, for it grows very late: ſo good-Night, 


Papa. [ Exit. 


SCENE III. Politick Solus. 


I cannot reſt for theſe Preparations of the Turks : 


what can be their Deſign! —— It muſt be againſt the 


Emperor. — Ay, ay, we ſhall have another Cam- 
paign in Hungary. I wiſh we may feel no _ 
| Efte 
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effe& from them ſhould the Turkiſþ Gallies once 
find a Paſſage through the $:raights, who can tell the 
Conſequence. I hope I ſhall nor live to ſee that Day 


— 


SCENE V. Politik, Dabble. 
Dab. Weare all undone, Neighbour Politick / all 


blown up! all ruined ! 


Pol. Protect us 
of the Turks, I hope! 

Dab. An Expreſs is arrived with an Account of the 
Dauphin's Death. 

Pol. Worſe and worſe — this is a finiſhing Stroke 
indeed! Mr. Dabble, I take this Viſit exceeding kind — 
pray be pleaſed to ſir: we muſt confabulate on this 
Important Accident. — Pray light your Pipe —I 
with this may not retard the Introduction of Don Car- 
los into Italy. 

Dab. I wiſh it may. 

Pol. How! 

Dab. I with Don Carlos do not prove a more formi- 
dable Power than is imagined. 

Pol. Don Carlos a formidable Power, Mr. Dabble? 

Dab. I wiſh we do not find him lo. : 

Pol. Sir, I look on Don Carlos to be an errant 
Blank in the Affairs of Europe and let me obſerve 
to you, the Turks give me much greater Uneaſineſs than 
Don Carlos can: What the deſign of their Preparations 
can be, is difficult to determine — this I know, that I 
know nothing of the marter. | 

Dab. I think we have no need to travel ſo far for 
Apprehenſions, when Danger is ſo near us: the Pro- 
ſpect of Affairs in the Yet is ſo black, that I ſee no Rea- 
ſon to regard the Eaſt: the monſtrous Power which 
Don Carlos may be poſſeſſed of by the Death of the 
Daupbin 

Pol. Rather, ha monſtrous Power which the Em- 
peror may be poſleſſed of. 

Dab. The Emperor — ah! — Both ſhake their © 

Pol. Don Carlos trul * Heads at one another. 


Dab. 


what i is the Matter? No News 


— 


6 Rayrzf0n Raye; Or, 


1 Dab. J would fain ask one Queſtion, Mr. Poluick. 
Pray how large do you take ſay to be ? | 
Pol. How large do | take Tuſcany to be let me 
ſee — Tuſcany, ay; how large do J take it to be — 
hum — Faithful / bring ſome more Tobacco. 
4 How large do | take it to be why truly I take it 
to be about as large as the Kingdom of France — or 
ſomething larger. — - AMT. 
Dab As large as the Kingdom of France you 
might as well compare this Tobacco-Pipe to a Ca- 
non. Why Tuſcany, Sr, is only a Town, a Garriſon 
ll. to be admitted into Tv/cany 5 that is, into the Town 
of Tuſcany | | 
Pol. Sir, | will convince you of your Error 
here, Faith/ul, bring a Viap ot Europe hither —— _ 
Lab. I did not think, Mr. Politict, you had been ſo 
ignorant in Geography. | 
Pol. Sir, I believe I know as much as you, or any 
one, of it. 


* 


* 


* 


= 


SCENE V. Polnick, Dabble, Faithful. 

Faith. Sir, Sir, your Daughter is gone out of the 
Houſe, no one knows whither. 

Pol. And give me leave to tell you, Sir, I wiſh your 
own Ignorance in publick Affairs doth not appear to 
our Colt. 

Dab. Sir, I wiſh you would ſend for the Map. 

Pol. Map me no Maps, Sir, my Head is a Map, a 
Map of the whole World. — = 

Faith. Sir, your Daughter 

Dab. It your Head be a Map, it is a very erroneous 
one. 

Pol. Sir, I would not have called Tu/cany a Town in 
a Cofice- Houſe, io have been Maſter of it. 


Dab. Nor | have compared it to France, to have 
been King of boch. 


SCENE 


. ——————— —————— 
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SCENE VI. Politick, Dabble, Faithful, Porer. 
Por. Great News, Gentlemen, all's ſafe again. 
Pol. More Deaths? | 
Por. An Expreſs is arrived with a certain Account 
of the Daupbin's being in good Health. 
Dab. This is good Nen! indeed. 
Pol. I, there a certain Confirmation? 

Por. Very certain — I came this moment from the 
Secretary's Office. — | 
Pol. Dear Mr. Porer, you are the welcomeſt Man alive 
— This News makes me the happieſt Creature living. 

Faith. I wiſh, Sir, my News may not prevent 

it Your Daughter, Sir, Miſs Hilaret, is gone out of 
the Houſe, and no one knows whither. 
Pol. My Daughter gone! that is ſome allay to my 
Happineſs, I Fe the Loſs of twenty Daugh- 
ters would not balance che Recovery of the Dauphin. — 
However, Gentlemen, you will excuſe me, I muſt go 
enquire into this Affair. | 

Dab. Be not concerned at any thing, after what 
you have heard: let the Private give way to the Pub- 
lick ever. | | [ Exeunt. 


SCENE VII. The Street. Sotmore, Ramble. 

Sotm. Why, thou wilt not leave us yet, and ſneak 
away to ſome naſty little Whore ? A Pox confound 
them, they have ſpoiled ſo many of my Companions, 
and forced me to Bed ſober at three-a-Clock in the 
Morning ſo often that if the whole Sex were go- 
ing to the Devil, I would drink a Bumper to their good 
Journey. 

Ram. And I would go thither along with them. 
The dear charming Creatures! Woman! It is the beſt 
Word that ever was invented. There's Muſick, there's 
Magick in it. Mark Anthony knew well to lay out his 
Money, and when he gave the World for a Woman 
he bought a lumping Penny worth. 

: | B 4 Hot. ; 


8 RAE upon RAPE; Or, 
Lot. If he had given it for a Hogſhead of good 
Claret, I would have commended the Purchaſe more. 
Ramb. Wine is only the Prologue to Love: it only 
ſeryes to raiſe our Expectation. The Bottle is but a 
Paſsport to the Bed of Pleaſure. Brutes drink to quench 
their Appetites —— but Lovers to enflame them. 

Sor. *Tis Pity the generous Liquor ſhould be uſed to 
no better a Purpoſe. 1 

 Rantb. It is the nobleſt uſe of the Grape, and the 
greateſt Glory of Bacchus is to be Page to Venus. 

Fot. Before I go into a Tavern again with a Man 
who will ſneak away after the firſt Bottle, may I be 
curſed with the odious fight of a Pint as long as I 
live: or become Member of a Cirty-Club where Men 
drink out of Thimbles, that the Fancy may be 
heightened by the Wine, about the ſame time that the 
Underſtanding is improved by the Converſation : III 
ſooner drink Coffee with a Politician, Tea with a fine 
Lady, or *Rack Punch with a fine Gentleman, than 
thus be made a Whetſtone of, to ſharpen my Friends 
Inclinations, that ſome little Strumpet may enjoy the 
Benefit of that good Humour which I have raiſed. 

Ramb. Why, thou art as ill- natured and as angry as 
a Woman would be, who was diſappointed in the laſt 
Moment, when her Expectations were at the higheſt. 

Sor. And have I not the ſame Cauſe ? 

Ramb. Truly, honeft Nol, when a Man's Reaſo 
begins ro ſtagger, I think him the propereſt Company 
for the Women : One Bottle more, and I had been 
fit for no Company at all. 

Sot. Then thou hadſt been carried off with Glory.— 
An honeſt Fellow ſhould no more quit the Tavern 
while he can ſtand, than a Soldier ſhould the Field; 
bur you fine Gentlemen are for preſerying your ſelves 
ſafe from both, for the Benefit of the Ladies. 
*Sdeath! I'll uſe you with the ſame Scorn that a Sol- 
dier would a Coward : So, Sir, when I meet you next, 
be not ſurprized if I walk on the other fide the way. 

Ramb. Nay, pr'ythee, dear Silenus, be not ſo en- 
raged ; I'll but take one refreſhing turn, and come 


back 


The JusTICE caught in hisown Trap, 9 


back to the Tavern to thee. Burgundy ſhall be the 


Word, and I will fight under thy Command till I 
drop. 

4 Now thou art an honeſt Fellow and thou 
ſhalt Toaſt whomſoever thou pleaſeſt. — We'll bum- 
per up her Health, till thou doſt enjoy her in Imagi- 
nation. To a warm Imagination there is no Bawd like 


a Bottle. It ſhall throw into your Arms, the ſobereſt 


Prude or wildeſt Coquet in Town; thou ſhalt rifle her 
Charms, in ſpight of her Art. Nay, thou ſhalt en- 
creaſe her Charms more than her Art: and when thou 
art ſurfeited with the luſcious Pleaſure, wake cooly the 
next Morning, without any Wife by your fide, or any 
fear of Children. | 
Ramb. What a luſcious Picture haſt thou drawn! 
Sor. And thou ſhalt have it, Boy! thou ſhalt tri- 
umph over her Virtue, if ſhe be a Woman of Qua- 
lity —— or raiſe her Bluſhes, if ſhe be a common Strum- 
pet. I'll go order a new Recruit upon the Table, and 
expect you with Impatience — Fill every Glaſs. [ Sings. 
[ Exit Sotmore. 


SCENE VIII. Ramble /o/us. 


Ramb. Sure, this Fellow's whole Senſation lies in his 
Throat: for he is never pleaſed but when he is ſwallow- 
ing: And yet the Hogſhead will be as ſoon drunk with 
the Liquor it contains, as he. I wiſh it had no other Ef- 
fe& upon me. Pox of my Paper Scull! I have no 
ſooner buried the Wine in my Belly, than its Spirit 
riſes in my Head TI amin a very proper Hu- 
mour for a Frolick; If my good Genius, and her evil 
one would but ſend ſome lovely Female in my way — 


'Ha! rhe Devil hath heard my Prayers. 


FF”. 


— 


SCENE IX. Ramble, Hilaret. 


Hil. Was ever any thing ſo unfortunate! to loſe 


this Wench in the Scuffle, and not know a ſtep of the 
Way —— What ſhall I do? 


Ramb. 


10 Rare vor Raye; Or, 


Ramtb. By all my love of Glory, an Adventure. 

Hil. Ha! who's that? who are you, Sir? 

Ramb. A Cavalier, Madam, a Knight-Errant ram- 
bling about the World in ew of Adyentures. To 
plunder Widows, and raviſh Virgins; to leſſen the 
Number of Bullies, and encreaſe that of Cuckolds, 
are the Obligations of my Profeſſion. . 

. Hil. I wiſh you all the Succeſs ſo worthy an Ad- 
venturer deſerves. Figs _ [ Going. 

Ramb. But hold, Madam, I am bur juſt fallicu, and 
you are the firſt Adventure I have met with. 4 

| [Takes hold of her. 

Hil. Let me go I beſeech you, Sir, I will have no- 
thing to ſay to any of your Profeſſion. 

 Ramb. That's unkind, Madam: for as I take it, our 
Profeſſions are pretty nearly allied, and like Pricft and 
Nun, we are Peper Company for one another. 

Hil. My Profeſſion, Sir! B18 

Ramb. Yes, Madam, I believe I am no Stranger to 
the honourable Rules of your Order. Nay, 'tis pro- 
bable I may know your Abbeſs roo; for tho' I have 
not been in Town a Week, I am acquainted with 
half a Dozen. | 

Hil. Nothing but your Drink, Sir, and Ignorance 
of my Quality, could excuſe this Rudeneſs. 

Ramb. (W hu [ whifiles | Ignorance of your 
Quality ! The Daughter of ſome Perſon of Rank, I 
warrant her) Aide] Look'e, my Dear, I ſhall not trouble 
my ſelf with your Quality: It is equal to me, whether 
your Father rode in a Coach and Six, or drove it — 
I have had as much Joy in the Arms of an honeſt 
Boatſwain's Wife, as with a Relation of the Great 
Mogul. 

Hil. You look, Sir, ſo much like a Gentleman, 
that I am perſuaded this Uſage proceeds only from 

our miſtaking me. I own it looks a little odd for a 
Wbman of Virtue to be found alone in the Street, 
at this Houraoo 


Ramb. Yes it does look a little odd indeed. [Aſide. 
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Hil. But when you know my Story, | am confi- 
dent you will aſſiſt me, rather than otherwiſe, I have 
this very Night eſcaped with my Maid from my Fa- 
ther's Houſe; and as I was going to put my felt into 
the Hands of my Lover, a Scuffle happening in the 
Street, and both running away in a Fright to avoid it, 
we unluckily ſepa ated trom each other Now, 
Sir, I relie on the Generoſity of your Temper to aſ- 
fiſt an unhappy Woman, for which you ſhall not 
only have my Thanks, bur thoſe of a very pretty Fel- 
low into the Bargain. | 

Ramb. I am that very pretty Fellow's very humble 
Servant. Bur I find | am roo much in Love with 
you my ſelf, to preſerve you for another: Had you 
proved what I at firſt took you for, | ſhould have 
2 with you eaſily; but J read a Coronet in your 

yes: (ſhe ſhall be her Grace if ſhe pleaſes, I had ra- 
ther give her a Title than Money) [ Aſode. 

Hil. Nay, now you miſtake me as widely as you 
did at firſt. | 

Ramb. Nay, by this Frolick, Madam, you muſt be 
either a Woman of Quality, or a Woman of the 
Town —— Your low mean People, who govern them- 
ſelves by Rules, dare not attempt theſe noble Flights 
of Pleaſure, Flights only to be reached by thoſe who 
boldly ſoar above Reputation. | 

Hil. This is the maddeſt Fellow. [ 4fide. 

Ramb. So, my Dear, whether you be of Quality or 
no Quality, you and I will go drink one Bottle toge- 
ther at the next Tavern. 

Ail. I have bur one Way to get rid of him. [ 4/ide. 
Ramb.Come, my dear Angel. Oh ! this dear ſoft Hand. 
Hil. Could I but be aſſur'd that my Virtue would 

be ſafe. | 

Ramb. No where ſafer. I'Il give thee any thing in 
Pawn for it (but my Watch) [ 4/ide. 

Hil. And then my Reputation 

Ramb. The Night will take Care of that - Virtue 
and Reputation! theſe Whores have learnt a ſtrange 
Cant ſince I left England.  [4/ire. 

| Hil. 
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Hil. But will you love me always? 
Ramb. Oh! for ever and ever, to be ſure. 
Hil. But will you -— too. 
Ramb. Les, I wil ——roo. 
#1]. Will you promiſe to be civil? Ys 
Ramb. Oh! yes, yes; (I was afraid ſhe would have 
asked me for Money.) | [ Aide. 

Hil. Well, then I will venture Go you to chat 
corner Tavern, Þ'll follow you. 
Ramb. Excuſe me, Madam, I know my Duty bet- 

ter — ſo if you pleaſe, I'll follow you. 
if Hil. 1 inſiſt on your going firſt. 
9 Ramb. And ſo you'll leave me in the Lurch: I fee 
you are frighted at the Roughneſs of my Dreſs; but 
| foregad I am an honeſt Tar, and the Devil take meif I 
| bilk you. 
q Hil. J don't underſtand you. Woh 
q Ramb. Why then, Madam, here is a Pound of as 
1 good Tea as ever came out of the Indies; you under- 
| ſtand that, I hope. | 
© Hil. I ſhall rake no Bribes, Sir. | 
Ramb. Refuſe the Tea! J like you now indeed; for 
you cannot have been long upon the Town, I'm ſure. 
But I grow weary with Impatience. If you are a mo- 
deſt Woman, and inſiſt on the Ceremony of being 
carried, with all my Heart. | 
Hil. Nay, Sir, do not proceed to Rudeneſs. | 
Ramb. In ſhort, my Paſſion will be dallied with no 
longer. Do you conſider, I am juſt come on Shore, 
that I have ſeen nothing but Men and the Clouds this 
half Year, and a Woman is as raviſhing a Sight to me 
as the returning Sun to Greenland. I am none of your 
puilny Beaux, that can look on a fine Woman, like 
a ſurfeited Man on an Entertainment. My Stomach's 
ſharp, and you are an Ortelan; and if I do not eat 
you up, may ſalt Beef be my Fare for ever. 


[ Takes her in his Arms. 

Hil. l' alarm the Watch. | 
Ramb. You'll be better natur'd than that. At leaſt. 
to encounter Danger is my Profeſſion; ſo have at you, 
my 
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If you don't conſent, IIl raviſh 


my little Venus 


ou. 1 | 
7 Hil. Help there! a Rape, a Rape! We 

Ramb. Huſh, huſh, you call roo loud, People will 
think you are in carneft. 


Hil. Help, a Rape! 


SCENE X. Ramble, Hilaret, Staff, Watch. 


Staff. That's he there, ſeize him. 

Ramb. Stand off, ye Scoundrels ! 

Staff. Ay, Sir, you ſhould have ſtood off 
you charge this Man with a Rape, Madam ? 

Hil. J am frighted out of my Senſes 

Staff. A plain Caſe ! the Rape is ſufficiently 
proved what, was the Devil in you, to raviſh a 
Woman in the Street thus? 

Hil. Oh! dear Mr. Conſtable, all I deſire is, that 
you would ſee me ſafe home. 

Staff. Never fear, Madam, you ſhall not want Evi- 
dence. -: [ Aſide to her. 

Ramb. (Nay, if I muſt lodge with theſe Gentlemen, 
I am reſolved ro, have your Company, Madam.) Mr. 
Conſtable, I charge that Lady with threatning to 
ſwear a Rape againſt me, and laying violent Hands 
upon my Perſon, whilſt I was inoffenſively walking a- 
long the Street. | | 

Hil. How! Villain! | | 

Ramb. Ay, ay, Madam, you ſhall be made a ſevere 
Example of. The Laws are come to a fine Paſs truly, 
when a Sober Gentleman can't walk the Streets for 
Women. | 

Hil. For Heaven's ſake, Sir, don't believe him. 

Staff. Nay, Madam, as we have but your bare Af- 
firmation on both Sides, we cannot tell which Way 
to incline, our Belief; that will be determin'd in the 
Morning by your Characters. — I would not have you 
dejected, you ſhall not want a Character. [ Aſide to her. 

Hil. This was the moſt unfortunate Accident ſure, 
that ever befel a Woman of Virtue. 

Staff. 


Do 
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Staff. If you are a Woman of Virtue, the Gentle 
man will he hanged for attempting to rob you of it. 
If you are not a Woman of Virtue, why you will be 
whipped for accuſing a Gentleman of robbing you of 
what you had not to loſe. 5 

Hil. Oh ! this unfortunate Fright l But, Mr. Conſta- 
ſtable, I am very willing that the Gentleman ſhould 
have his Liberty, give me but mine. 

Staff. That Requeſt, Madam, is a very colloborating 
Circumſtance againſt you. 

Ramb. Guilt will ever diſcover it ſelf. 

Staff Bring them along. 

1 Watch. She looks like a modeſt Woman, in my 

Opinion. | 

Ramb. Confound all your modeſt Women, I fay — 

a Man can have nothing to do with a modeſt Wo- 

man, but he muſt be married, or hanged for't. 
LZxeunt. 


LET UML Seer 
SC ENE Fuſtice Squeezum's; à Table, Pen 
7 (ry et &c. F 


Squeezum, Quill. 


I {7 jon Mother Bilkum refuſe to pay my De- 
mands, fay you? | 
Quill. Yes, Sir; ſhe ſays ſhe does not value your 
Worſhip's Protection of a Farthing, for that ſhe can ſt 
bribe rwo Juries a Year to acquit her in Hicks's- Hall, 
for half the Money which ſhe hath paid you within IM th 
theſe three Months. he 
Squeez. Very fine! I ſhall ſhew her that T underſtand V 
ſomething of Juries, as well as her ſelf. Quill, make a 
Memorandum againſt Mother Bilkum's Trial, that we 
may 
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may remember to have the Pannel Ne 3. they are a 
Set of good Men and true, and hearken to no Evi- 
dence but mine. | 

Bill. Sir, Mr. Snap the Bailiff's Follower hath ſet 
up a Shop, and is a Freeholder. He hopes your 
Worihip will put him into a Pannel on the firſt Va- 
cancy. | 

Squeez. Minute him down for N? 2. I think half 
of that Pannel are Bailiffs Followers. Thank Hea- 
ven, the Laws have not excluded thoſe Butchers —— 

Quill. No, Sir, the Law forbids Butchers to be 
Jurymen, bur does not forbid Jurymen to be Butchers. 
|  Squeez. Quill, d'ee hear! look out for ſome new Re- 
cruits for the Pannel Nꝰ 1. We ſhall have a ſwinging 
Vacancy there the next Seſſions. — Truly, if we do 
not take ſome care to regulate the Juries in the Ola- 
Baily, we ſhall have no Juries for Hicks's- Hall. 

Quill. Very true, Sir. But that Pannel hath been 
more particularly unfortunate. I believe I remember 
it hanged, at leaſt twice over. | 

Squeez. Ay, poor Fellows! We muſt all take our 
Chance, Quill. The Man who would live in this World, 
muſt not fear the next. The Chance of Peace is doubt- 
ful as that of War; and they who will make their 
Fortunes at Home, ſhould entertain no more Dread of 
the Bench, than a Soldier ſhould of the Field. We 
are all militant here, and a Halter hath been fatal to 
many a great Man, as well as a Buller. 


1— — a. 
—— 


SCENE II. Squeezum, Quill, Staff. 
AM Sir, here's Mr. Staff, the Reforming Con- 
. | | 

Staff. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, we have been at 
the Gaming-Houſe in the Alley, and have taken Six 
Priſoners, whereof we diſcharged two who had your 
Worſhip's Licenſe. _ 

Squeez. What are the others? 


Staff. One is an Half-pay Officer; another an At- 
torney's 
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torney's Clerk; and the other two are young Gentle- 
men of the Temple. | 

Squeez. Diſcharge the Officer and the Clerk, there 
is nothing to be got by the Army or the Law; the one 
hath no Money, and the other will part with none. 
But be not too forward to 5 the Templers. 

Staff. Asking your Worſhip's Pardon, I don't care 
to run my Finger into the Lion's Mouth. I would not 
willingly have to do with any Limb of the Law. 

Squeez. Fear not; theſe bear no nearer Affinity to 
Lawyers, than a Militia Regiment of Squires do to 


Soldiers; the one gets no more by his Gown, than the 


other by his Sword. Theſe are Men that bring E- 
ſtates to the Temple, inſtead of getting them there. 
Staff. Nay, they are bedawb'd with Lace as fine as 
Lords. | | 
Squeez. Never fear a Lawyer in Lace the Law- 
yer that ſets out in Lace, always ends in Rags. | 
Staff. I'll ſecure them. We went to the Houſe 
where your Worſhip commanded us, and heard the 
Dice into the Street, but there were two Coaches with 


Coronets on them at the Door, ſo we thought it pro- 
per not to go in. 


Squeez. You did right. The Laws are Turnpikes, 


only made to ſtop People who walk on Foot, and not 
ro interrupt thoſe who drive through them in their 
Coaches. The Laws are like a Game at Loo, 
where a Blaze of Court Cards is always ſecure, and th 
Knaves are the ſafeſt Cards in the Pack. 

Staff. We have taken up a Man for a Rape too. 

Squeez. What is he? 

Staff. I fancy he's ſome great Man; for he talks 
French, ſings Italian, and ſwears Engliſh. 

Squeez. Is he rich? 
Staff. I believe not, for we can't get a Farthing out 
of him. 

Squeez. A certain Sign that he is. Deep Pockets 
are like deep Streams; and Money, like Water, never 
runs faſter than in the Shallows. 8 
Staff. Then there's another Misfortune too. 


Squeez, 
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Squeez. What's that? 
Staff. The Woman will not ſwear any thing againſt 
him. 

$queez. Never fear that, I'll make her ſwear enough 

for my Purpoſe. What ſort of a Woman is ſhe? 
Staff. A common W hore, I believe. 
$queez. The propereſt Perſon in the World to ſwear 

a Rape, A modeſt Woman is as ſhy of ſwearing a 

Rape, as a Gentleman is of ſwearing a Battery, —— 

We will make her ſwear enough to frighten him into 
a a Compoſition, a ſmall Part of which will fatisfie the 
Woman. So go bring them before me. — But hold! 
have you been at home ſince I ſent a Priſoner thither 
this Morning? 

Staff. Yes, an't pleaſe your Worſhip. 

$queez. And what ſays he? 

Staff. He threatens us confoundedly ; and ſays you 
have committed him without any Accuſation. I'm a- 
fraid we ſhall get nothing out of him. | 

Squeez. We'll try him till Noon, however. 


SCENE III. Squeezum, Mrs. Squeezum. 


Mrs. $queez. I deſire, Mr. Squeezum, you would fi- 
niſh all your dirty Work this Morning, for I am re- 
ſolved to have the Houſe to my felt in the After- 
noon. - 

Squeez. You ſhall, my Dear; and I ſhall be obliged 
to you, if you can let me have the Coach this Morn- 


ing. 
Mrs. $queez. I ſhall uſe it my ſelf, 
| Squeez. Then I muſt get Horſes put into the Cha- 
riot. | 
Mrs. Squeez. I am not determined whether I ſhall 
uſe the Coach or Charior, ſo it is impoſſible you ſhould 


—_ have either. Beſides, a Hack is the propereſt to do 

er Buſineſs in, and as I cannot ſpare you a Servant, will 
look better. 

1 Squeez, Well, Child, well, it ſhall be ſo. —— Let 

s C me 


18 RArk bn RAE; Or, 


me only beg the Favour of Dining a little ſooner that 
ordinary. | | 

Mrs. Squeez. That is ſo far from being poſlible, that 
we cannot Dine 'till an Hour later than uſual, becauſe 
1 mutt attend at an Auction, or I ſhall lofe a little Chi- 
2a Baſin which is worth its Weight in Jewels, and it 
is probable I may get it for its Weight in Gold, which 
W1ll not be above One Hundred Guineas, and thoſe 
you muſt give me, Child. 5 
Sguees. A Hundred Guineas for a China Baſon! Oh 
the Devil take the Eaſt-· India Trade! The Clay of 
7 one Indies runs away with all the Gold of the o- 
ther. 


Mrs. Squeez. T may buy it for leſs; but it is good 


to have rather too much Money about one, than too 


little. | 
... Squeez. In ſhort, I cannot ſupport your Extrava- 
gance. | 
Mrs. $queez. I do not deſire you to ſupport my Ex- 
travagance. | | | 
$queez. I wiſh you would not. | 
' Mrs. Squeez. Thus ſtands the Caſe: You ſay I am 
extravagant; I ſay, I am not; ſure, my Word will 
ballance yours every where but at Hicks's-Hall. — 
And heark'e, my Dear, if whenever I ask fora Trifle, 
you object my Extravagance to me, I'll be reveng'd, 
I'll blow you up, I'IL diſcover all your midnight In- 


. 


trigues, your protecting Ill Houſes, your bribing Ju- 


ries, your ſnacking Fees, your whole Train of Rogue- 
ries. If you do not allow me what I ask, I'll bid fair 
to enter on my Jointure, Sir. 


Squeez. Well, my Dear, this Time you ſhall be in- 


7 
| —_—_ a Thief or Lawyer with your Purſc, 
a 


hore or Phyſician with your Conſtitution, but 
never truſt a dangerous Secret with your Wife ; for 
when once you have put it into her Power to hang 
you, the ſooner you are hang'd, the better. [ Aſide. 
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SCENE IV. Squeezum, Quill, Arr. Squee- 
zum, Staff, Watch, Ramble, Hilaret. 


Staff. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, here is a Gentle- 
man harh committed a Rape laſt Night on this young 
Woman. | 

Squeez. How! a Rape! Hath he committed a Rape 
on you, Child? 3 

Mrs. Squeez. This may be worth hearing, [Aſide. 

Hil. Sir, I have nothing to ſay againſt him. I de- 
fire you would give us both our Liberty. He was a 
little frolickſome laſt Night, which made me call for 
theſe People's Help, and when once they had raken 
hold of us, they would not ſuffer us to go away 

Squeez. They did their Duty. — The Power of Diſ- 
charging lieth in us, and not in them. | 

Ramb. Sir h 

Squeez. Sir, I beg we tnay not be interrupted. 
Heark'e, young Woman, if this Gentleman hath trea- 
ted you in an ill manner, do not let your Modeſty pre- 
vent the Execution of Juſtice. Conſider, you will be 
guilty your ſelf of the next Offence he commits; and 
upon my Word, by his Looks, it is probable he may 
commir a Dozen Rapes within this Week. 

Hil. Sir, I aſſure you he is innocent. | 

Squeez. Mr. Staff, what ſay you to this Affair? 

Staff. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, I ſaw the Priſo- 
ner behave in a very indecent manner, and heard the 
Woman ſay he had raviſhed away her Senſes. 

Rs Fye upon you, Child, will you not ſwear 
this? | 

Hil. No, Sir; but I ſhall ſwear ſomething againſt 
you, unleſs you diſcharge us. 

Squeez. That cannot be, Madam, the Fact is too 
5 1 If you will not ſwear now, the Priſoner muſt 

e kept in Cuſtody till you will. | 

Staff. If ſhe will not ſwear, we can ſwear enough to 
convict him, | 
| C 2 Bamb. 
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Ramb. Very fine, faith ! this Juſtice is worſe than a 
Grand Inquiſitor. Pray, honeſt, formidable Sir, what 
private Pique have you againſt me, that you would 
compel the Lady to deſerve the Pillory, in order to 
promote me higher? 

Sguce z. My Dear, did you ever ſee ſuch a raviſhing 
Look as this Fellow hath! Sir, if I was a Judge I 


are ſuch Fellows as theſe who ſow Diſſention between 
Man and Wife, and keep up the Names of Cuckold 
and Baſtard in the Kingdom. 7 | 

' Ram. Nay, if that be all you accuſe me of, I will 
confeſs it freely, I have employ'd my Time pretty well: 
Tho' as I do not remember ever to have done you the 


you ſhould be ſo incenſed againſt me; for I do not i- 
magine you any otherwiſe an Enemy to theſe Amuſe- 
— than a Popiſn Prieſt to Sin, or a Doctor to Di- 
eaſe. 

Mrs. Squeez. You are very civil, Sir, to threaten to 
dub my Husband before my Face. 

Ramb. I ask Pardon, Madam; I did not know with 
whom I had the Honour to be in Company; it was 
always againſt my Inclination to affront a Lady; but a 
Woman of your particular Merit, muſt have claimed 
the molt particular Reſpe&t. - | 

Mrs. Squeez. I ſhould have expected no Rudeneſs 
from a Gentleman of your Appearance, and would much 
rather attribute any misbecoming Word to Inadverten- 
cy, than Deſign. | 
 Ramb. Madam, I know not how to thank ſo much 
Goodneſs; but do aſſure you, I would buy an Intro- 
duction to your Acquaintance at a much greater Dan- 
ger than this Proſecution, which, I believe, you al- 
ready ſee the Malice of. I hope, Madam, I ſtand al- 
ready acquitted in your Opinion. | 

Mrs. S$queez. I hope, Sir, it will only appear to have 
been a Frolick: I muſt own I have been always a 
great Enemy to Force — fince there are ſo many wil- 
* | F 
1 |  Ramtb. 


would hang you without any Evidence at all. They 


Honour of Dubbing, Mr. Juſtice, I cannot fee why 


diſh of Tea with me 
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Ramb. So, I find there is no danger of a Rape here. 
; Ade. 

Mrs. Sgueez. Well, Child, can you find any thing 
againſt this Gentleman? | 

Squeez. The Woman is difficult of confeſſing in 
publick: bur I fancy when I examine her in private 
I may get it out of her So, Mr. Conſtable, with- 
draw your Priſoner. | | 

Mrs. Squeez. Nay he appears ſo much of a Gentle- 
man, that till there be ſtronger Evidence, I will take 
Charge of him Come, Sir, you ſhall go drink a 
You may ſtay withour. 
| [ To the Conflable, &c, 

Ramb. This Kindneſs of yours, Madam, will be an 
Encouragement to Offenders. 


— — _ 


SCENE V. Squeezum, Hilaret. 


Squeez. Come, come, Child, you had better take 
the Oath, tho' you are not altogether ſo ſure. Juſtice 
ſhould be rigorous. It is better for the Publick that 
ten Innocent People ſhould ſuffer, than that one Guilty 
ſhould eſcape; and it becomes every good Perſon to 
facrifice their Conſcience to the Benefit of the Pub- 
lick. 1 

Hil. Would you perſuade me to perjure my ſelf? 

Sguee By no means. Not for the World. Perjury 
indeed! do you think I do not know what Perjury is, 
better than you? He did attempt to Raviſh you, you 
own; very well. He that attempts to do you an In- 
jury, hath done it in his Heart. Beſides, a Woman 
may be Raviſhed, ay and many a Woman hath been 
Raviſhed, ay and Men been hanged for it when 
ſhe hath not certainly known ſhe hath been Raviſhed. 

Hil. You are a great Caſuiſt in Conſcience. Bur 
you may ſpare your ſelf any further Trouble: for 1 
aſſure you it will be in vain. | 

Squeez. I ſee where your Heſitation hangs, you are 
afraid of ſpoiling your Trade — You think Severity to 
a Cuſtomer, will keep People from your Houſe. 


C 3 Pray 
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Pray anſwer me one Queſtion — How long have you 
been upon the Town? | 

Hil. What do you mean? 

Squeez. Come, come, I fee you are but a Novice, 
and 1 like you the better: For yours is the only Buſi- 
nels, wherein People do not profit by Experience 
— You are very handſome It is Pity you ſhould 
continue in this abandoned State — Give me a Kiſs —» 
Nay be not coy to me— l proteſt you are as full of 
Beauty as the Roſe is of Sweetneſs, and I of Love as its 
Stalk is full Briars —— Oh! that we were as cloſely 
joined together too. | 

Hil. Why you will commit a Rape your ſelf, Mr. 
Juſtice. 

Sgucez. If I thought you would prove conſtant, I 
would take you into keeping: for I have not liked 
a Woman ſo much theſe many Years. | 

Hil. I will humour this old Villain, I am reſolved. 

| [ A/ige. 

Sgueen. What think you, could you be conſtant to 
a vigorous, healthy, middle-aged Man, hey ! — could 
this buy thy Affections off from a ſer of idle Raſcals, 
who carry their Gold upon their Backs; and have 
Pockets as empty as their Heads? Fellows who are 
greater Curſes on a Woman than the Vapours; for as 
thoſe perſuade her into imaginary Diſeaſes, theſe preſent 
her with real. Let thy Silence give Conſent ; here 
take this Purſe as an Earneſt of what I'll do for you. 

Hil. Well, and what ſhall I do for this? 

$queez. You ſhall do You ſhall do nothing, 
I will do: I will be a Verb Active, and you ſhall be a 
Verb Paſſive. | 

Hil. I wiſh you be not of the Neuter Gender. 

Squeez, Why you little arch Rogue, do you under- 
ſtand Latin, Huſly ? | 

Hil. A little, Sir! my Father was a Country Parſon, 
and gave all his Children a good Education. He raught 
his Daughters to write and read himſelf. 

Squeez. What, have you Siſters then? 

Hil. Alack-a-day, Sir! ſixteen of us, and all in the 
ſame way of Buſineſs. | . $queez. 
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Sgucez. Ay, this it is to teach Daughters to write, 
I would as ſoon put a Sword into the Hand of a Mad- 
man, as a Pen into thoſe of a Woman; for a Pen in 
the Hand of a Woman is as ſure an Iuſtrument of Pro- 

agation, as a Sword in that of a Madman is of De- 
ſtruction [ 4/ide. } — Sure, my Dear, the Spirit of Love 
mutt run very ſtrongly in the Blood of your whole 
Family. | 

Hil. Oh, Sir! it was a villanous Man of War that 
harboured near us — My poor Siſters were ruined by 
the Officers, and I fell a Martyr to the Chaplain. _ 

Squeez. Ay, ay, the Sailors are as fatal to our Women 
as the Soldiers are. One Venus roſe from the Sea, and 
thouſands have ſet in it But not Venus her ſelf 
could compare to thee, my little Honey- ſuckle. 

Hil. Be not fo hot, Sir. | 
Squeez. Bid the Touchwood be cold behind the 
Burning-glaſs. The Touchwood is not more cafily 
kindled by the Sun, than I by your dear Eyes. 5 
Hil. The Touch wodd is not drier, I dare ſwear. | Aſide. 

Sguceg. But hark, I hear my Wife returning - 
leave word with my Clerk where I ſhall fend to you 
— I will be the kindeſt of Keepers, very conſtant, and 
very liberal. — 

Hil. Two charming Qualities in a Lover! 

Squeez. My pretty Noſe-gay, you will find me vaſtly 
preterable to idle young Rakehells. Beſides, you are 
ſafe with me. You are as ſafe with a Juſtice in Eng- 
land, as a Prieſt abroad; Gravity 1s the beſt Cloak for 
Sin, in all Countries Be ſure to be punctual to the 
Time I ſhall appoint you. | 

Hil. Be not afraid of me. 


Squeez, Adieu, my pretty Charmer. I ſhall burn 
with Impatience. | I 


SCENE VI. Squeezum /0lus. 


Go thy ways for a charming Girl! Now if Ican get 
her at this wild Fellow's Expence, I ſhall have performed 
the part of a ſhrewd Juſtice; for I would make others 


C 4 pay 
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pay for my Sim, as well as their own. I fancy my 
Wife hath ſufficiently frightned him by this, and thar 
he will truckle to any Terms to be acquitted; for I 
muſt own ſhe will pump a Man much better than I 
—— Oh! here they come; I muſt deal with my Gen- 
tleman now, in another Style. | | 


—_— — 
_—_— —— 


SCENE VII. Squeezum, Mrs. Squeezum, 
Ramble. 


Ramb. Well, Sir, is the Lady determined to ſwear 
ſtourly ? | 

Squeez. Truly, it is hard to ſay what ſhe determines; 
ſhe is gone to ask the Advice of a Divine and a 
Lawyer. 

Rami. Then the odds is againſt me: for the Law- 
yer will certainly adviſe her to ſwear, and it is poſ- 
fible the Prieſt may not contradict her in it. 

Sgueez. It is indeed a tickliſh Point, and it were ad- 
viſable to make it up as ſoon as poſſible. The firſt Loſs 
is always the leaſt. It is better to wet your Coat than 
your Skin, and to run home when the Clouds begin 
to drop, than in the middle of the Storm. In ſhort, 
it were better to give a brace of hundred Pounds to 
ro make up the Matter now, than to venture the Con- 
ſequence. I am heartily concerned, to ſee a Gentleman 
in ſuch a Misfortune. I am ſorry the Age is ſo cor- 
rupt. Really I expect to ſee ſome grievous and heavy 
Judgment fall on the Nation. We are as bad as ever 
Sodem and Gomorrah were, and I wiſh we may not be 
as miſerable. | 

Ramb. Heark'e, Juſtice; I take a Sermon to be the 
firſt Puniſhment which a Man undergoes after conviction. 
It is very hard I muſt be condemned to it before-hand. 

Mrs. Squeez. Nay, Sir, I am ſure Mr. Squeezum 
ſpeaks for your good. I ſhall ger a Necklace out 
of this Affair. [ A/ide, 

$queez. Ay, that I am ſure I do, my Intereſt ſways 
not one way or the other I would, were I in that 


Gentleman's Circumſtances, do what I adviſe him to. 
Ramb. 
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Ramb. Faith, Sir, that I muſt doubt: for were you 
in my Circumſtances, you would not be worth the 
Money. EE 2 72 | : 

| $queez. Nay, Sir, now you Jo with me; a Gentle- 
man can never be at a loſs for ſuch a Trifle. 

Ramb. Faith! you miſtake. I know a great many 
Gentlemen not worth three Farthings: he that re- 
ſolves to be honeſt cannot reſolve not to be poor. 

Cqueez. A Gentleman, and poor! Sir, they are Con- 
tradictions. A Man may as well be a Scholar without 
Learning, as a Gentleman without Riches. Bur I 
have no time to dally with you. If you do not un- 


derſtand good Uſage, while it is dealt you, you may, 


when you feel the Reverſe. The Affair may now be 
made up for a Trifle; the time may come when your 
whole Fortune would be too little An Hour's 
Delay in the making up an Offence is as dangerous as 
in the ſewing up of a Wound. | 

Ramb. Well, you have over-perſuaded me, Ill take 
your Advice. 

Squeez. I'll engage you will not repent it 1 
don't queſtion but you will regard me as your Friend. 

Ramb. That I do indeed. And to give you the moſt 
ſubſtantial Inſtance of it, I will ask a Favour, which 


is expected only from the moſt intimate Friendſhip 


which is, that you would be ſo kind to lend me the 


Money. 


Sgueex. Alack-a-day, Sir, I have not ſuch a Sum in 
my Command. Befides, how muſt it look in me, 
who am an Officer of Juſtice, to lend a Culprit Mo- 
ney wherewith to evade Juſtice! Alas, Sir, we mult 
conſider our Characters in Life, we muſt act up to our 
Characters; and tho” I deviate a little from mine, in 


giving you Advice, it would be entirely forſaking the 
Character of a Juſtice to give you Money. 


Mrs. Squeez. I wonder how you could ask it. 

Ramb. Neceſſity obliges ro any thing, Madam. 
Mr. Sgueezum was ſo kind to ſhew me the Neceſſity of 
giving Money, and my Pockets were fo cruel to ſhew 
me the Impoſſibility of it. 

e Sguee x. 
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SCENE VII. Squeezum, Mrs. Squeezum, 


26 RARE p RAE Or, 
Sgucez. Well Sir, if you cannot pay for your 'Tranf. 

greſſions like the Rich, you muſt faffer for them like 

the Poor. — » Here, Conſtable. | 5 


2 


Ramble, Staff, Conſtables. 


SG gueez. Take away your Priſoner, keep him in ſafe 
Cuſtody till farther Orders. If you come to a wiſer 
Reſolution within theſe two Hours, ſend me Word; 
after that it will be too late. | | 1 

Ramb. Heark'e, Mr. Juſtice, you had better uſe me 
as you ought, and acquit me; for if you do any thing 
which you cannot defend, hang me if I am not re- 
venged on you. | 33 
 Squeez, Hang you! ——I wiſh there may not be 
more Meaning in thoſe Words than you imagine. 
 KRamb. *Sdeath! you old Raſcal, I can ſcarce for- 
bear rattling thoſe old dry Bones of thine, till they crack 
thy withered Skin. 

Squeez. Bear Evidence of this, I am threatned in 
the Execution of my Office. | 

Ramb. Come, honeſt Mr. Conſtable, Mr. no&urnal 
Juſtice, let me go any where from this Fellow 
the Night hath choſen a betrer Juſtice than the Day. 


* : 


; SCENE IX. Squeezum, Mrs. Squeezum. 


Squeez. 1 am afraid I ſhall make nothing of this Fel- 
low at laſt. I have a Mind to diſcharge him. 

Mrs. Squeez. Oh! by no means; for I am ſure he 
hath Money. 

Squeez. Yes, and ſo am I. But ſuppoſe he will not 
part with it; it is impoſhble to take it from him; for 
there is no Law yet in being to skreen a Juſtice of 
Peace from a downright Robbery. 

Mrs. Squeez. Try him a little longer, however. 

Squeez. I will, 'till the Afternoon; but if he ſhould 


not conſent by that Time, 1 muſt diſcharge him, for 
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1 have no Hopes in the Woman's Swearing. She is diſ- 
charged already. | 1 | 
Mrs. Squeez. I'll make him a Viſit at the Conſtable's 
Houſe, and try if I can alarm him into a Compoſition. 
I may make him do more than you imagine. | 
$queez. Do ſo, my Dear; — Idoubt not your Power 
Good -morrow, Honey. 
Mrs. Squeez. But, my Dear, pray remember the 
Hundred Guineas. | 
Squeez,. Yes, yes, I ſhall remember them; they are 
not likely to be ſoon forgotten. — Follow me to my 
Eſcritore. 1 


7 — — 


SCENE X. Mrs. Squeezum ſola. 

Since you are ſure of going to the Devil, honeſt 
Spouſe, I'll take Care to equip you with a Pair of 
Horns, that you may be as like one another as poſſible. 
This dear wild Fellow muſt be mine, and ſhall be 
mine: I like him ſo well, that if he had even raviſhed 
me, on my Conſcience I ſhould have forgiven him. 


— 


SCENE XI. Mr. Worthy's. 
Worthy, Politick. | 


Nor. Upon my Word, Mr. Politick, J am heartily 
ſorry for this Occaſion of renewing our Acquaintance. 
I can imagine the Tenderneſs of a Parent, tho* I ne- 
ver was one. = 

Pol. Indeed, Neighbour Worth, you cannot ima- 
gine half the Troubles, without having undergone 
them, Matrimony balks our Expectations every way, 
and our Children as ſeldom prove Comforts to us as 
our Wives. I had but two — whereof one was hanged 
long ago — and the other I ſuppole may be in a fair 
Way by this. | 

Wor. In what manner did ſhe eſcape from you? 

Pol 
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Pol. She had taken Leave of me to retire to Reſt, 
not half an Hour before I heard of her Departure. I 
impure it all to the wicked Inſtructions of an Imp of the 
Devil called a Chamber-maid, who is the Companion 
of her Flight. [IV F - 

Mor. Bur do you know of no Lover? 
Pol. Let me ſee hey ! There hath been 


a Fellow in a Red Coat, with whom ſhe hath con- 


verſed for ſome time, in ſpite of my Teeth. 

Yor. Depend on it, He is the Occaſion of your 
Loſs. I can grant you a Warrant againſt him, if you 
know his Name, tho' I fear you are too late. 

Pol. No, Sir, I am not too late; my Daughter is 
an Heireſs, and you know the Puniſhment for ſtealin 
an Hcireſs. If I could hang the Raſcal, it would be 
ſome Satisfaction. 

For. That will be impoſſible, without her Conſent ; 
and truly, if ſhe be married, I would adviſe you to 
follow the Example of that Emperor, who when 
he diſcovered ſomething worſe than a Marriage, 
between one of his Subjeas and his Daughter, choſe 
rather to let him enjoy her as his own, than puniſh 
him. 5 

Pd]. Pray where did that Emperor reign? 

For. JI have almoſt forgotten, but I think it was 
one of the Greek Emperors, or one of the Turks, 

Pol. Bring me no Example from the Turks, good 
Mr. HYorthy, I find no ſuch Affinity in our Intereſts. 
Sir, 1 dread and abhor the Turks. I with we do not 
feel them, before we are aware. 

Hor. Burt Sir | | 

Pol. But me no buts—— what can be the Reaſon 

of all this warlike Preparation, which all our News- 


papers have informed us of. Yes, and the ſame News- 


papers a hundred times in the fame Words. Is the 
Deſign againſt Perf ? Is the Deſign againſt Germany ? 
Is the Deſign againſt Italy Suppoſe we ſhould 
ſee Turksſh Gallies in the Channel? We may feel them, 
yes, we may feel them in the midft of our Security; 
Troy was taken in its Sleep, and ſo may we. Bey 

| Wor. 


The Just1Cs caught in his own Trav. 29 


Turks come among us, what would become of our 
Daughters then? and our Sons, and our Wives, and 
our Eſtates, and our Houſes, and our Religion, and 
our Liberty. When a Turkiſh Aga ſhould com- 
mand our Nobility, and Janizaries make Grandfathers 
of Lords? Where ſhould we look for Britain then? 
Wor. Truly, where I may look for Mr. Politick 
now, in the Clouds. | 
Pol. Give me leave, Sir, only to let you a little 
into the preſent State of Turkey. | 
Hor. J muſt beg to be exculed, Sir; if I can be of 
any Service to you, in relation to your Daughter, you 
may command my Attention: I may probably defend 
you from your own Countrymen, bur truly from the 
Turks | cannot. ; 
Pol. J am glad to hear you have ſome Apprehenſion 
of them, as well as my ſelf. That you are not 
ſo ſtupidly beſotted, as | meer with ſome People at the 
Coffee-houſe ; but perhaps you are not enough apprized 
of the Danger. Give me leave only to ſhew you, how it 
is poſſible for the Grand Signior to find an Ingreſs into 
Europe. Suppoſe, Sir, this Spot I ſtand on to 
be Turkey then here is Hungary Very 
well here is France, and here is England 
granted then we will ſuppoſe he had Poſſeſſion of 
Hungary — what then remains but to conquer France, 
before we find him at our own Coaſt. — Bur, Sir, 
this is not all the Danger; now I will ſhew you how 
he can come by Sea to us. | | 
Wor. Dear Sir, refer that to ſome other time; you 
have ſufficiently ſatisfied me, I aſſure you. 


Pol. 
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Pol. It is almoſt time to go to the Coffee-houſe 
ſo dear Mr. Worthy, T am your moſt obedient Servant. 
— Wor. Mr. Politick, your very humble Servant. | 


—_— 


>” 


SCENE XII. Worthy /0/as. 

I recolle& the Dawnings of this political Humour 
to have appeared when we were at the Bath together, 
bur ir hath riſen finely in theſe ten Years. Whar an 
Enthuſiaſm muſt it have arrived to, when it could 
make him forget the Loſs of his only Daughter! The 
greateſt Part of Mankind labour under one Delirium 
or other: And Don Quixotte differed from the reſt, 
not in Madneſs, but the Species of it. The Covetous, 
the Prodigal, the Superſtitious, the Libertine, and the 
Coffee-houſe Politician, are all Quixottes in their ſeve- 
ral Ways. | 


bo, by no wild unruly Paſſion blind, 


That Man alone from Madneſs free, we find, 
To Reaſon gives the Condutt of bis Mind. f 
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Ker m. SCENE L 
SC EN E The Street, 


| Hilaret, Cloris, meeting. 
Hl. EAR Cloris. 


Clo. Dear Madam, is it you? you altoges 


ther? | 


Hil. Ay, ay, altogether, thank” Heavens! I had like 


to have loſt ſomething, bur all's ſafe I aſſure you. 
Clo. Ah! Madam, I wiſh it were. 


: Hit. What, don't you believe me? 


Clo. I wiſh you could not me, or I my ſelf. Poor 
Hil, 


Capt, Conſtant 


y 
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_ Hil. What of him? 5 


" Clo. Oh! Madam! _ | 1 
Hil. Speak quickly, or kill me, which you pleaſe— 


2 
ry 


Clo. — ls taken up for a Rape. 
Hil. How! | | 
Co. It is tov true, his own Servant told me. 
Hil. His Servant belied him, and fo do you 
ſhew me where he is, if he be in a Dungeon, I'll find 


him our. | 
Clo. Very generous indeed, Madam! A King ſhould 


ſooner viſit a Priſoner for Treaſon, than I a Lover for 
a Rape. | 1 

Hil. It would be unpardonable in me to entertain 
ſo flagrant a Belief at the firſt hearing, againſt a Man 
who hath given me ſuch. ſubſtantial Proofs of his 


Conſtancy : Beſides, an Affair of my. own makes me 


the more doubrful of the Truth of this; but if there 
appear any Proof of ſuch a Fact I will drive him for 
ever from my Thoughts. 

Clo. Yes, Madam, Juſtice Squeezum will take care 


to have him driven another Way. 


Hil. Juſtice Sgueezum let me hug you for that In- 
formation. Now, I can almoſt ſwear he is Innocent: 
have ſuch an Adventure to ſurprize you with; but 
let me not loſe a Moment — come, ſhew me the 
Way. * 

Cle. Poor Creature! She knows the way to her 
Deſtruction too well —— but it would be Impertinence 
in a Servant to put her out of it. [ Aſide, 


as 


SCENE IL. The Conflable's Houſe. 
Conſtant alone. 
I begin to be of that Philoſopher's Opinion, wha 
faid, that whoever will entirely conſult his own Hap- 
pineſs, muſt be little concerned about the Happineſs of 


others. Good-nature is Quixotiſm, and every Princeſs 
Micomicona will lead her Deliverer intd a Cage. What 


had 1 to do to interpoſe! What harm did the Misfor- 


tunes of an unknown Woman bring me, that I ſhould 
| hazard 
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hazard my own Happineſs and Reputation on her Ac» 
count? — But ſure, ro ſwear a Rape againſt me for 
having reſcued her from a Raviſher, is an unparalelled 
Piece of Ingratitude. | | 


FR — — hin; | 
SCENE III. Conſtant, and Mrs. Staff. 
Mrs. Staff. Will your Honour pleaſe to drink a 


Dram, or ſome Rack Punch? 
Conſt. Dear Madam, do not trouble me; I can drink 


nothing. . | 
Mrs. Staff. Truly, Sir, but I can. Not trouble you ! ; 
I had never ſuch a Cuſtomer here before. You a Cap- ; 


tain charged with a Rape! - I ſhould ſooner take you 
for ſome poor -Attorney, charged with Forgery and 
Perjury : or a travelling Parſon, with ſtealing a Gown 
and Caſſock. PE * 

Conſt. Drink what you will, and I'll pay what you 

pleaſe. | 
Mrs. Staff. Thank your Honour! Your Honour 
will not be offended, I hope —— we ſtand at a great 
Rent: and truly, ſince this Gin Act, Trade hath been 
ſo dull, that I have often wiſhed my Husband would 
live by the Highway himſelf, inſtead of taking High- 
waymen. 

Conſt. You are not the only Wife who would give 
her Husband this Advice, I dare ſwear. Nay, were Men 
all fo uxorious to take it, Tybury would have as 
much Buſineſs as Doctors- Commons. 

Mrs. Staff. I with it had more; for we muſt ſtand 
and fall by one another; no Buſineſs there, no Bufineſs 
here; and truly Captain, 'tis with Sorrow I fay it, 

where we have one Felon now, we had ten, a Year 
or two ago I have not ſeen one Priſoner brought 
in for a Rape this Fortnight, except your Honour. I 3 
hope your Handſel will be lucky. | 
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SCENE IV. Conſtant, Staff, Mrs. Staff. 

Staff. Captain, ee; Servant, I ſuppoſe you will be 
glad of Company here is a "oy civil Gentleman, 
I afſure you. 

Mrs. Staff. More Gentlemen ! ! This is rare News 
indeed. 


Conſt. I had ither be alone. 
Staff. J have but this one Priſon-Room, Captain: 


beſides, I aſſure you, this is no common Fellow, but 


a very fine Gentleman, a Captain too 
a one —— 

Conſt. What is the Cauſe of his Misfortune ? 

Staff. A Rape, Captain, a Rape — no diſhonou- 
rable Offence — I would not have brought any Scoun- 
drels into your Honour's Company: but Rape and 
Murder no Gentleman need be aſhamed of; and this 
is an honeſt Brother-Raviſher I have raviſhed Wo- 
men my ſelf formerly: but a Wife blunts a Man's Edge. 


and as merry 


When once you are married, you will leave off Raviſh- 


ing, I warrant you —— to be bound in Wedlock is as 
good a Security againſt Rapes, as to be bound over ro 
the Peace is againſt Murther. 


Mrs. Staff. My Husband will have his Jeſt. J hope 


your Honour will pardon him. 
Staff. Bur here 1 is the e 


2 -— 


SCENE v. Conſtant, Ramble, Staff, 
Mrs. Staff. 


Conſt. Prodigious! 
Ramb. Dear Conſtant ! 


Conſt. What in the Name of Wonder hath brought 


you to England? 


Kamb. What in the Devil's Name hath brought thee 


to the Conftable's ? 


Confi. Only a Rape, Sir, no diſhonourable Offence, 


as Mr. Conftable hath it. 


Ramb. 
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Ramb. You jeſt. 
Staff. No, Sir, upon my Word the Captain is in 

earneſt. 0 


Ramb. Why I ſhould ſooner have ſuſpected Ermin 
or Lawn-Sleeves. But I ſee Gravity and Hypocriſy 


are inſeparable —— Well, give me thy Hand, Brother, 


tor our Fortunes agree exactly. ng 
Staff. And will agree in the End, I don't queſtion. 
This is not the firſt time of their meeting together on 


this Account; a Couple of old Whore-maſters, I war- 


rant 'em. | [ 4fede. 

Mrs. Staff. Will your Honours pleaſe to drink any 
Punch, noble Captains, it will keep up your Spirits, 

Staff. Don't force the Gentlemen, Wife, to drink 
whether they will or no. — I wiſh you well off this 
Affair in the mean time, whatever my Houſe af- 
fords is at your Service —and let me aſſure you, the 
more you drink the leſs you will lament your Misfor- 
rune. 


Ramb. Spoken like a true Philoſopher. 


SCENE VI. Conſtant, Ramble. 


Kamb. But, dear Billy, J hope thou haſt not really 
committed, hey? | | 

Conſt. What I heartily repent of, I afſure you. I 
reſcued a Woman in the Street, for which ſhe was fo 


Aa Do 
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kind to ſwear a Rape againſt me; but ir gives me no 


Uneaſineſs equal to the Pleaſure I enjoy in ſeeing you. 

Ramb. Ever kind and good-natur'd ! | 

Conſt. Yer I with our Meeting had been on another 
Occaſion, for the Freedom of your Life makes me 
ſuſpect the Conſequence of your Confinement may be 
heavier than mine. 

Ramb. ] can't tell what the Conſequence may be, 
nor ſhall I trouble my ſelf about it: Bur I aſſure thee, 


no ſucking Babe can be more innocent. If our Caſes 


differ in any thing, it is in this, that my Woman hath 
not ſworn. | | 

Confl. This pleaſes me indeed. But pray, how 

Fi came 
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Tame you to leave the Indies, where I thought you had 
been ſettled for Life? | 
Nam. Why on the ſame Account thatTÞ went thither, 
that 1 now am here, by which i live, and for which 
I live, a Woman. 

rs Wid 
 Ramb. Ay, a fine, ric oman! a Widow 
with e Thouſand Pounds in her Pocket ——» 
there's a North Star to ſteer by. 

Conſt. What is her Name? 

Ramb. Her Name! — her Name is Ramble. 

Conſt. What, Married! 25 
Kamb. Ay, Sir; ſoon after you left the Indies, honeſt 
Mr. Ingot left the World, and me the Heir to his 
Wife with all her Effects. PE, pk 
Conſt. I wiſh you Joy, dear Jact; this thy good For- 
tune hath fo filled me with Delight, that 1 have no 
Room for my own Sorrows. 2 

Ramb. But I have not unfolded half yet. 

Sor. [ wit bout.] Let tWo Quarts of Rum be made 
into Punch, let it be hot — hot as Hell. 

Ramb. D'ye hear, we are in a fine Condition faith! 


— A. 2 13 3 


SCE N E VII. Com Ramble, Sotmore, 


Fot. Here they are, here are a Brace of deſponding 
Whore- maſters for you Ramble, what nothing to 
ſay in Praiſe of the Women, Mark Anthony made a 
fine Bargain, hey, when he gave the World for a 
Woman? *Sdeath ! if he had been alive now 1'd have 
waged Six Gallons of Clarer, I had ſeen him hanged 
for a Rape —— as 1 ſhall very ſuddenly my two wor- 
thy Friends. | 

Ramb. Hearkee, Sotmore, if you ſay any thing againſt 
the Women, we'll cur your Throat, and toſs Juſtice 
in a Murder imo the Bargain. 

Sor. Not ſpeak againſt Women! you ſhall as ſoon 
compel me not to drink; = ſhall tow up my _ 

) 2 es 1 
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if you do either —— Here, you, let the Punch. be 
gotten ready. 

Staff. It hall, an- * your Honour. (This Gentle- 


man is a rare Cuſtomer to a Houſe, I wiſh he would 
commit a Rape too.) LA ide. 


8 CENE VIII. Conſtant, Ramble, ee 


Confi. You muſt not rail againſt the Ladies, Sot- 
more, before Ramble ; for he is a married Man. 

Ramb. And what is better, my Wife is at the bot- 
tom of the Sea. 

Sot And what is worſe, all her Effects are at the 
bottom of the Sea with her. 

Conſt. HowW ! 

Ramb. Faith! Sotmore hath ſpoken Truth for once. 
Notwithſtanding my Pleaſantry, the Lady and 
her Fortune are both gone together; ſhe went ro the 
other World Fourſcore Thouſand ſtrong; and if there 
be any ſuch thing there, I don't queſtion but ſhe is 
married again by this Time. 

Sor. You would not take my Advice. J have cau- 
tioned thee never to truſt any thing on the ſame Bot- 
tom with a Woman. I would not enſure a Ship that 
had a Woman on Board, for double the Price. — The 
Sins of one Woman are enough to draw down a Judg- 
ment on a Fleet. 
 Ramb. Here's a Fellow, who, like a Prude, makes Sin a 
Handle to his Abuſe. — Art thou not aſhamed to men- 
tion Sin who art a Cargo of Iniquity? why wilt 
thou fill thy venom'd Mouth with that of others, when 
thou haſt ſuch Stores of thy own ?, 

Conſt. What occaſioned your ſeparating ? 

Ramb. A Storm, and my ill Stars. I left the Ship 
wherein ſhe was to dine with the Captain of one of 
our Convoy, when a ſudden violent Storm ariſing, I 
loſt fight of her Ship, and from that Day have never 
ſeen or heard of her. 

Sort. Nor ever will —I heartily hope. Tho' as for 
the Innocent Cheſts, thoſe I wiſh deliver'd out of the 


Deep. 
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Deep. But the Sea knows its own good: It will be 
ſure to keep the Money, tho” poſſibly it may refund 
the Woman; for a Woman will ſwim like a Cork, 
and they are both of the ſame Value, nay the latter is 
the more valuable, as it preſerves our Wine, which 
Women often ſpoil. 

Conſt, Why, Sotmore, Wine is the Touehſtone of all 
Merit with thee, as Gold is to a Stock-jobber, and thou 
would'ſt as ſoon ſell thy Soul for a Bottle, as he for a 
Guinea. D 

Soft. Wine, Sir, is as apt a, Compariſon to every 
ag that is good, as Woman is to every thing that is 

3 

Conſt. Fie, Sotmore / this railing againſt the Ladies 
will make your Company as ſcandalous to Gentlemen, 
as railing at Religion would to a Parſon. 

Ramb. Right, Conſtant “ they are my Religion, I 
am the High-Prieſt of the Sex. 

Fot. Women and Religion! Women and the Devil: 
he leaves his Votaries in the Lurch, and ſo do they. 

Conſt. I fancy, Ramble, this Friend of ours will turn 
Parſon, one day or other | | 

Ramb. If he was not ſuch a Sot, I ſhould think it 
poſſible. | 1 Y 

Sor. Why faith! I am almoſt ſuperſtitious enough 
to fancy this a Judgment on thee for breaking thy 
Word. — Did I not tell thee, thou wert ſtroling off 
to ſome little dirty Whore? and you fee the Truth of 
my Prophecy. | 

Ramb. Thou art in 'the right: It was not only a 
W hore, bur the moſt Impudent of all Whores —— a 
modeſt W hore. | | 

Conſt. A modeſt Whore | let her be married to an 
honeſt Attorney, by all means. 

Ramb. And ſent together to People His Majeſty's 
Plantations. | 

Fot. Modeſty now-a-daysas often covers Impudence, 
as it doth Uplineſs. Ir is as uncertain a ſign of 
Virtue as Quality is, or as fine Cloaths are of Qua- 


lity. 
D 3 Ramb. 
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Ramb. Yet to do her Right: the Perfuaſions of the 
Juſtice could not prevail with her to perjure herſelf. 
Sort. Conſcientious Strumpet! She hopes to pick 
your Pocket another time, which it were Charity to 
thee to wiſh the might: for if thou eſcapeſt this, ſhe 
certainly will have an Opportunity. 
Ramb. Pray, honeſt Nol, how didft thou find us 
out? for a Boy would as ſoon have ſent for his School; 
maſter when he was caught in an Orchard, as I for 
thee on this Occaſion. i „„ 
Fot. Find you our! why the Town rings of you — 
there is not a Husband or Guardian in it, but what is 
ready to get drunk for Joy If the Woman be not 
Gold- Proof, ſhe will be bribed to fwear againſt you. 
Vou are a Nuſance, Sir! I don't believe he hath been 
in Town Six Days, and he hath had above ſixteen 
Women. 3 | <7 | | V 
Ramb. And they are a nobler Pleaſure than ſo many 
Gallons which thou haſt fwallowed in that time. 
Sot. Sir, I pay my Vintner, and therefore do no 
Injury. ö 5 | 2 
Ramb. And, Sir, I do no Injury : and therefore have 
no Reaſon to pay. 10 n | 
Sor. Hey-day! is taking away a Man's Wife or 
Daughter no Injury ? | 7h 
*Ramb. Not when the Wife is weary of her Hus- 
band, and the Daughter longs for one. N 
Conſtant. Art thou not aſhamed, Sotmore, to throw 
a Man's Sins in his Face, while he is ſuffering for 
them? ; 15 | 
 $otm. That is the time, Sir; beſides you ſee what 
an effect it hath on him: ee ae as well rail at a 
Knight of the Poſt in the Pillory. | 
 Ramb. Let him alone, the Punch will be here im- 
mediately, and then he'}! have no Leiſure to rail. 
Soft. Is it not enough to make a Man rail, to have 
pe with a Friend happy in the Night, and to find 
im the next Morning in ſo fair a Way co 
Death and Damnation! Shew me the Whore, I'll be 
revenged on her and the whole Sex. If thou art 
Yd hanged 


- 
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hanged for Raviſhing her, I'll be "hanged for Murder- 
ing her. Deſcribe the little Miſchiet ro me. Is ſhe 
tall, ſhort, black, brown, fair? In what Form hath 
the Devil diſguiſed himſelf? 5 
 Ramb. In a very Beautiful one, I aſſure you: ſhe 
hath the fineſt Shape that ever was beheld, gentcel 
to a Miracle, then the brighteſt Eyes that ever glanced 
on a Lover, the prettieſt little Mouth, and Lips as 
red as a Cherry: And for her Breaſts, not Snow, 
Marble, Lillies, Alabaſter, Ivory can come up to their 
Whiteneſs; but their little, pretty, firm, round Form, 
no Art can imitate, no Thought conceive —— Oh! 
Hot more, I could die ten thouſand Millions of Times 
upan them | 

Sat. You are only like to die once for them. 

Conſt. All theſe Raptures about a common W hore, 
Ramble ? TS 
Sot. Ay, every Woman he ſees, they are all alike to 
him, modeſt, or immodeſt, high or law, from the 
Garret to the Cellar, St. James's to the Stews; find 
him but a Woman, and he'll make an Angel of her. — 
He hath the ſame Taſte for Women, as a Child for Pi- 
ctures, or a hungry Glutton for an Entertainment: 
eyery Piece is a Venus, and every Diſh an Ortelan. 

Ramh, To ſay the Truth of her, Sotmore muſt have 
allowed her handſome, and I mult allow her to have 
been a damn'd, confounded, common - 


* Y 


- — — n—— 
SCENE IX. Conſtant, Ramble, Sotmore, 
Ramb. Ha! Conjured up, by Jupiter! Well, my 
little Enemy, do the Prieſt and the Lawyer conſent 
and will you ſwear — ha! 
Hil. ( Not regarding Ramble, runs to Conſtant.] My 
Conſtant / 5 | | 
Ramb. Hey-day ! what, are we both in for Raviſhing 


the ſame Woman? —— I ſee by her Fondneſs, he hath 
really Raviſhed her, | 
D 4 Con ſt. 
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Conſt. O, Hilaret / this Kindneſs of yours ſinks me 


the deeper; can you bear to think on one accuſed of 
ſuch a Crime as I am? 


Hil. Never to believe it can I bear. 


Conſt. How ſhall 1 repay this Goodneſs! Then by 


Heavens I am innocent. © |[ They talk a- part. 
Ramb. Hey! the Devil! ——Is this Conſtant's Mi- 


ſtreſs? Here will be fine Work, i' faith) [ 4/ide. 
Sotm. Is this the Ly that did you the Favour, Sir? 


[To Ramb. 
 Ramb. This the Lady! No — why this is a Wo- 
man of Virtue tho' he hath a great Reſemblance of 
the other, I muſt confeſs. 

Sotm. Then I ſuppoſe this is ſhe whom Conſtant hath 
Toaſted this half Vear his Honourable Miſtreſs, 
with a Pox. Rare Company for a Man who is in 
Priſon for a Rape! | 

Hil. And was you in that Scuflle which parted me 
and my Maid in Leicefter- Fields ? | 

Conf. It was there this unfortunate Accident hap- 
pened, while I was going to the Place of our Appoint- 
menr. 

Hil. It had like to have occaſioned another to me, 


which, that I eſcaped, I am to thank this Gentle- 
man. 


Ram. Oh, Madam! your moſt obedient, humble 


Servant. Was it you, dear Madam? 


Conſt. Ha! is it poſſible my Friend can have fo far 
indebted me This 1 isa F avour 1 can never re- 
turn. 

Ramb. You over- rate it, upon my Soul you do; I 
am ſufficiently repayed by this Embrace. 

Conſt. I can never repay thee. Would'ſt thou 
have given me Worlds, it could not have equall'd the 
leaſt Favour conferr'd on this Lady. 

Ramb. I ſhould have conferred ſome Favours on her 
indeed, if ſhe would have accepted them. [ Afide. 


Hil. I am glad it is to Mr. Conſtant's F. riend I am 
obliged. 


Sotm. 
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Sotm. Yes, you are damnably obliged to him for hig 
Character of you. [Afide. 


Conſt. My dear Hilaret, (hall I beg to hear it all? I 


can have no Pleaſure equal to finding new Obligations 
to this Gentleman. | | «TT 
Hil. Since you deſire it — 
Ramb. I fancy, Madam, your Fright at that time 


- may have occaſioned your forgetting ſome Circum- 


ſtance; therefore ſince Capt. Conſtant deſires it, I will 
tell him the Story. I had juſt parted from this 
Gentleman, when I heard a young Lady's Voice cry- 


ing out for help; (I think the Word Rape was men- 


tioned, but that I cannot perfectly remember; ) upon 
this, making directly to the Place whence the Noiſe 
proceeded, I found this Lady in the Arms of a very 
rude Fellow —— 

| Hil. The moſt impudent Fellow, ſure, that ever was 
born! | | 

Ramb. A very impudent Fellow, and yet a very 
cowardly one; for the Moment I came up, he quitted 
his Hold, and was gone out of Sight in the Twinkling 
of an Eye. 

Conf. My dear Ramble, what haſt thou done for 
me ! : 

Ramb. No Obligation, dear Conſtant / I would have 
done the ſame for any Man breathing. But to proceed; 
the Watch came up, who would not be fatisfied with 
what ſhe then ſaid, but convey'd us both to the Round- 
Houſe, whence we were carried in the Morning before 
Juſtice Squeezum, and by him, notwithſtanding this 
Lady's Proteſtations, your humble Servant was com- 
mitted to that Place where he now finds himſelf with 
this good Company. + 

Conſt. Ob, my Friend ! —— May Heaven ſend me 
an Opporrumcy of ſerving thee in the ſame Man- 
ner: — | 

Ramb. May that be the only Prayer which it denies 
to Conflant. PE f 


SCENE 
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SCENE x. 


—_— 2 


Conſtant, Ramble, Sotmore, 
Hilaret, Staff. | 


Staff. The Punch is ready, Gentlemen, you may 
walk down; the Liberty of my Houſe is at your Ser- 
vice. 4 oe 
 Sotm. And that is Liberty enough, while thou haſt 
Punch here. If thy Houſe were a Sea of Punch, 1 
would not prefer any Houſe in Town to it. 7h 
Staff. Your Honour ſhall not want that. 

Sotm. And I ſhall want nothing more. 

Staff. Captain, a Word with you. { To Ramble. } 
There's Madam Sueezum below deſires to ſpeak with 
os © | | $2 4g 

Ramb. Bring her up. Sotmore, you muſt excuſe 
me a few Moments, Conſtant and this Lady will enter- 
rainy you. 

Sotm. Let the Moments be very few. I'll lay Five 


Gallons to One, this Fellow hath another Whore in 


his Eye. | 


LI 


SCENE XI. Ramble, Mrs. Squeezum. 


Ramb. So; my Affair with my Friend's Miſtreſs is 
happily over. ——— Thar I ſhould not know a modeſt 
Woman! But there is ſo great an Affectation of Mo- 
deſty in ſome Women of the Town, and ſo great an 
Affectation of Impudence in ſome Women of Fa- 
ſhion, that it is not impoſſible to miſtake. Now for 
Mrs. Juſtice, her Buſineſs with me is not exceeding 
difficult to gueſs. | 

Mrs. Squeez. You will think I have a vaſt deal of 
Charity, Captain, who am not only the Solicitreſs of 
your Liberty at home to my Husband, but can carry 
my Good-nature fo far as to viſit you in your Confine- 
ment. I cannot ſay bur I have a generous Pity for any 
one whom I imagine to be accuſed wrongfully. 


Ramb. 


Suppoſal. | 
Mrs. Squeez. You are for the Cauſe of it. Where 
fore do you imagine I ventured my ſelf alone with you 


Ramb. L am o 


liged to you indeed, Madam, for that 


this Morning? 


' Ramb. From your great Humanity, Madam. 


Mr. Squeez. Alas, Sir! it was to try whether you 
were really the Man you were reported to be; and I 


am certain I found you as inoffenſive, quiet, civil, 


well- bred a Gentleman as any virtuous Woman could 


| have wiſhed. Your Behaviour was fo modeſt, that I 


can never imagine it poſſible you ſhould have been 
guilty of a Rape. No over-grown Alderman of Six- 
ty, or taper Beau of Six and Twenty, could have been 
more innocent Company, | = 
| Ramb. Whu! — | [ 4fde. 

Mrs. $queez. Your then Carriage hath wrought fo 
great an Effect upon me, that I have ventured to truſt 
my ſelf here with you; nay, I could truſt my ſelf any 
where with ſo modeſt a Gentleman. | 
Kamb. I'll take care, Madam, never to forfeit your 
good Opinion of me; you may truſt your ſelf with 
me any where; I'll never behave in any other manner 
than becomes the beſt-bred Man alive with the beſt- 
bred Lady. I ſwear by this ſoft Hand, theſe Lips, 
and all the Millions of Charms that dwell in this dear 
_ 57 OE 

Mrs. Squeez, What do you mean? 

Ramb. I know not what I mean; Tongue can't ex- 
preſs, nor Thought conceive — we can only feel the 
exquiſite Pleaſures Love has in ſtore, 

Mrs. Squeez. Nay, I proteſt, and vow. 

Ramb. Proteſtations are as vain as Struggling. This 
— hath a Bed in it that would not dir a Pa- 
ace. 

Sotm. [At the Door.] Why, Ramble! Jack Rams 
le! Art thou not aſhamed to leave thy Friends thus, 
for ſome little dirty Strumpet? If thou doſt not come 


immediately, we'll break open the Door, and drown 


her in Punch. 
Mrs. Sgueez. 
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Mrs. Squeez. ( Softly.) 1 am undone! — _ 

Ramb. Fear nothing — Go to your Bowl, I'I 
come this Inſtant. | 

Sotm. I'll not wag without you. | 

Kamb. Then I'll come down, break your Bowl and 
ſpill all your Liquor. 

Set. Bring thy Whore along with thee; there's one 
there already, ſhe'll be glad of her Company: If you 
don't come in an Inſtant I will be back again. 

Mrs. Squeez. What ſhall Ido? | . 

Ramb. My Angel! Love ſhall inſtruct thee. 

Mrs. $queez. Let me go— ſome other time ——] 
will not run any Venture here. | 

Ramb. I will not part with you. 

Mrs. Squecz. You ſhall hear from me in half an 
Hour. You ſhall have your Liberty, and I'll appoint 
you where to meet me. | 

Ramb. Shall I depend on you? 

Mrs. $queez. You may. — Adieu.—— Don't follow 
me: I can {lip out a back Way. 

-  Ramb. Farewel, my Angel! 


— 


SCENE XI. Ramble Solvs. 


Confound this drunken Raſcal! This is not the firſt 
Time he hath ſpoiled an Intrigue for me. But hold, 
as I am to have my Liberty before-hand, I don't think 
this half Hour's Delay ar all unlucky, That Conſide- 
ration may ſufficiently compenſate the ſtaying of my 
Stomach. This Adventure of mine begins to put on 
a tolerable Aſpect. An Intrigue with a rich Juſtice's 
Wife, is not to be lighted by a young Fellow of a 
deſperate Fortune. I do nor doubt but in a very ſhort 
Time, when I am taken up for the next Rape, to 
bribe the Juſtice with his own Money. ——— Lend a 
Man your Gold, he may forget the Debt; venture 
your Life for him, he may forget the Obligation; but 
once engage his Wife, and you ſecure his Friendſhip. 
There is no Friend in all Extremity ſo ſure as your 

Cuckold 


Q | 323080 


28 YD = 2 Sr 


2 


an 
nt 


The Jus TICE caught in his owt Trae. 45 
Cuckold and the ſureſt Hold you can take of a 
Man, as of a Bull; is by his Horns. 
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SCENE XII. Ramble, Conſtant, Sotmore, 
Hilaret. | 


Sotm. Ha! what's become of thy Wench? if thou 
hadſt none, thy Abſence was the more inexcuſable. 

Conſt. O Ramble! this our better Genius hath in- 
vented the moſt notable Plot! Such a Net is 
laid for the Juſtice! it will at once entangle him and 
diſentangle us. Mr. Hogg ſhead here is to play his Part 
oO. ; | 

Ramb. 1 am ſorry we cannot do without him; for 
ſhould there be any Claret in his way, he'd diſappoint 
the whole Affair for one Bottle. | 

Sotm. Not for the beſt Burgundy in France. This 
Lady hath won my Heart by one Bumper. —— By all 
the Pleaſures of Drinking, Madam, I like you more 


than your whole Sex put together. There is no Ho- 


neſty in Man or Woman, that will not drink. Ho- 
neſty is tried in Wine, as Gold is in the Fire. Ma- 
dam, you have made a Conqueſt of me. I'll drink your 
Health as long as I can ſtand, and that's as long as a 
reaſonable Woman can require. 

Hil. 1 am exceedingly proud of my Conqueſt oyer a 
Man of Mr. Sotmore's good Senſe, *' 

Conſt. Upon my Word you may, you are the firſt 
Woman I believe he ever was civil ro. 

Sotm. It was becauſe they none of them had your 
Merit; a Parcel of Tea-drinking Sluts. If I had 
a Daughter that drank Tea, I would turn her out of 
Doors. The Reaſon that Men are honeſter than Wo- 
men is, their Liquors are ſtronger. If the Sex were 
bred up to Brandy and Tobacco, if they all liked 
Drinking as well as you ſeem to do, Madam, I ſhould 
turn a Lover. „ 

Ramb. Why, Conſtant, ſuch another Compliment 
would make thee jealous. | 


Hii. 
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. Hil. Upon my Word, he hath Reaſon already! ) 
Sotm. Madam, I like you; and if a Bottle of Bar. 
gundy were on one fide, and you on the other, I donor 
know which I ſhould chuſe. Wh 
Conſt. Thou would'ſt chuſe the Bottle, I am ſure. 
Ramb. Bur I long to hear this Conſpiracy. 
Sotm. Then it muſt be below. I ſtrictly forbid any 
Secrets to be told bur at the Council-Table. The Roſe 
is ever underſtood over the Drinking-Room, and 3 
' Glaſs is the ſureſt Turnkey to the Lips. 
Conſt. That's contrary to the Opinion of Philoſo- 
hers. 
K Sotm. Of the ſober ones it may; but all your wiſe 
Philoſophers were a Set of the moſt drunken Dogs a- 
live. I never knew a ſober Fellow but was an Aſs — 
and your Aſs is the ſobereſt of all Animals. Your ſo- 
ber Philoſophers, and their Works, have been buried 
long ago. I remember a Saying of that great Philo- 


ſopher and Poet, Horace, who wrote in Falerwian in- 
ſtead of Ink: 


No Verſes Iaſt — can long eſcape the Night, 
Fhich the dull ſcribling Water-drinkers write. 
| [ Excunt, 


ACT IV. SCENE EL 
SCENE Squeezum's. 


Squeezum, Quill. 


SqueeZ. Y OU delivered my Letter? 
Osill. Yes, an't pleaſe your Worſhip, I 
left it at the Coffee-Houſe, where ſhe directed me. 
Squeez. Very well. — Quill ! 
Quill. Sir. | 
$queez. I think I may truſt thee with any Secret — 
and what I am now going to tell, will ſhew thee what 
| a 


fi 


I 
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a Confidence I put in thee, — In ſhort, Quill, I ſuſpe& 


my Wife 

Dail. Of what, Sir? 7 | 
$queez. I am atraid that I am nor the only Perſon 
free with her, and that I am free of the Corporation 
of Cuckolds. 
Quili. Then your Worſhip is free of all the Corpo- 
rations in England. | 

Squeez. Now thou knoweſt that there are very 
wholeſome Laws againſt Cuckoldom; the Advantage 
| of a Man's Horns is, that he may ſhove his Wife our 
Wy of Doors with them. & 

Quill. And that is no inconſiderable Advantage. 

$queez. But there muſt be a Diſcovery firſt. It is 
4- WW not enough that a Man knows himfelf to be a Cuck- 
nn old, the World muſt know it too. He that will kee 


0- bis Horns in his Pocket, muſt keep his Wife in his 

ed Boſom. Therefore, Qaill, as it is in your Power to 

0- obferve my Wife, I aſſure you a very handſome Re- 

ward on her Conviction; for J begin to find, that if 
I do not diſcover her, ſhe will ſhortly diſcover me, or 
ruin me by bribing her to hold her Tongue. Ir is 
not a little Gold will make a Gag for a Woman. 

* Quill. Sir, I ſhall be as diligent as poſſible. 


Squeez. And I as liberal on your Succels. 
8 1 | { Exit Squeezum; 


SCENE I. Quill ,t; 


Indeed, Juſtice, that Bait will not do. I know 
you too well to truſt ro your Liberality. Your Wife 
will reward Services better than you. Beſides, I have 
too much Honour to take Fees on both Sides. 
And ſince I am her Pimp in ordinary, I'll go like an 
„ I IU honeſt and dutiful Servant, and diſcover this Conſpi- 

racy; for ſhould ſhe once be turn'd out of the Family, 
I d make but a flender Market of this cloſe- 
finger'd Juſtice, whoſe Covetouſneſs would ſuffer no 
Rogues to live but himſelf. « 2 
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SCENE Ill. The Cinflable's Houſe. 
Ramble, Conſtant. on 

Ramb. This little Miſtreſs of yours is the moſt dex. 
trous Politician, if that drunken Puppy doth not diſ- 


appoint us. | | 
Conſt. Never fear him! he hath Cunning. enough, 


and there hath been ſo long a War in his Head between 


Wine and his Senſes, that they ſeem now to have come 
to an Agreement that he is never to be quite in them, 
nor ever quite out of them; his Life is one continue 
Scene of being half Drunk. ; | 

| Ramb. Well, as we can be of no farther Uſe in the 
Affair, but muſt ſtay here and expect the Iſſue; pr'y- 
thee tell me what hath become of you theſe three long 
long Years fince you quitted the Service of the Eaſt- 
India Company, and came over to England with Sot- 
more? 

Conſt. Why, at my firſt Return to England, the 
Proſpect of War was in every one's Eye, and not on- 
ly the Reports of the People, but the Augmentation 
of the Troops aſſured us of its Approach; upon 
which, I reſolved to embarque my ſmall Remains of 
Fortune in the Service of my Country, and obtained 
the ſame Commiſſion on that Occaſion, which I had 
enjoyed in the Indies. My Hiſtory is not very full of 
Adventures; I continued therein 'till the Reduction, 
when I ſhared the Fare of ſeveral unhappy brave Fel- 
_ and was ſent a begging with a red Coat on my 

ack. 

Ramb. It is the Faculty of the Cloth to be ragged- 
——- Red is as apt to be ragged, as White to be ſoil'd. 
Ic is commonly the Fate of our brave Soldiers to bring 


home ragged Cloaths, as well as Colours, and both are 


rewarded by Weſiminſter-Hall —— the one is hung up 
in it, and the other is locked up ſafe by an Order from 
it; for, Heaven be prais'd! the Goals are always open 
Hoſpitals for us. 

Conſt, 


an oa FR  R—_—_ 1X? a — N al 2 


fince my Return, is my having contracted an Intimacy 


with that young Lady whom you ſaw here; which 
o far, that laſt Night we had appoint- 


hath proceeded 
ed to meer in order to our Marriage; bur as I was juſt 
arrived at the Place, a Woman well-dreſs'd was at- 
tacked in the Street by a Rufhan;. I immediately fly- 
ing to her Aſſiſtance, the Fellow quitted her, and left 


me alone in the Poſſeſſion of the Watch, who early 
this Morniog carried me before Juſtice Syucezum, and 


by him I was committed hither. 

Ramb. W har, did ſhe appear againſt you? 

Conſt. No; they ſaid ſhe was ill of ſome Bruiſes ſhe 
had received, but deſired I might be kept in Cuſtody 


'till the Afternoon; at which Time ſhe would appear 


againſt me. But by what Hilaret hath told us, and by 
ſome Methods which have been uſed to extort Money 
from me, I am inclined to fancy it all a contrived Piece 
of Villany of the Juſtice, and not of the Woman's, as 
] at firſt imagined. | - 

Ramb. Be aſſured of itz — if there be Roguery, 
the Juſtice hath the chief Part in it. But, comfort your 


ſelf with the Expectation of Revenge, for I think he 


cannot poſſibly eſcape the Net we have ſpread, unleſs 
the Devil have more Gratitude than he is reported 
to have, and, will aſſiſt his very good Friend at a 
Col. © - | | | 

Confi. Bur, what do you intend in England, where 
you have no Friends? | 

Ramb. I know not yet whether I have or no. I 
left an old Father here, and a rich one. He thought 
fit to turn me out of Doors for ſome Frolicks, which 
it is probable, if he yet lives, he may have forgiven 
me by this. But whar's become of him I know not, 
for J have not heard one Word of him theſe Ten 


Years. 
Conſt. I think you have been vaſtly careleſs, in ne- 

glecting him ſo long. „ 1 
Ramb. Tis as I have acted in all Affairs of Life; 
my Thoughts have ever — my — 3 1 
onſe- 
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Con. The only Happineſs which hath attended me 
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Conſequence hath cauſed me to reflect when it was too 
late. I never reaſoned on what I thould do, but what 
1 had done; as if my Reaſon had her Eyes ern and 
could only tee backwards. 


— Hh . Ae 


— 


SCENE IV. ere Conſtant, Staff. 


Staff. Here is a Letter for your Honour. 
Ramb. | Reads it.] Ay, this is a Letter indeed? 
Conſt. What is it? 
Ramb. My Freedom, under a Sign manual from the 
Queen of theſe Regions. 
Conſt. Explain. | 
Ramb. Then, Sir, in plain En gliſp, without either 
Trope or Figure, it is a Letter rom the Juſtice's Wife, 
with an Order to the Conſtable for my I 
[ Reads. ] 


SIR, 


I Was no ſooner recovered of the Fright hieb that un- 
mannerly Friend of yours occaſioned, than I have per- 
formed my Promiſe; you will find me at Home; the Con- 
Aal. hath Orders by the Bearer to acquit you. 


Here's Good-nature for you! ¶ Kiſſes the Letter.] Thou 6 
dear Wife of a damn'd Rogue of a Juſtice, I fly to thy 
| Arms: 
| Conſt. Heark'e! ſuppoſe you brought her to be a . 
Witneſs to our Peſign and here, take this 
Letter of Aſſignation from the Juſtice to Hilaret; it . 
will give your Diſcovery Credit. ] 
Ramb. An admirable Thought! I fly to execute N 
it. Dear Conſtaut, good. morrow. I hope when next 
| 0 


Wl we meer, we ſhall meer 

' In happier Climes, and on a ſafer Shore, 
\Þ Where no vile Juſtice ſhall invade us more. - 
Conſt Succeſs attend you. [ Exeunt. 


Ute 
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Squeezum, Drawer. 


Sgueez. No Woman been to enquire for Mr. Jones? 
raw. Sir, I know of none, but I'll ask at the Bar 

if you pleaſe. 090 
Squeez. Do — and leave Word if any ſuch comes, 
to ſhew her up hither.—I have no Reaſon to doubt 
her Company, bur I am impatient for it. I proteſt this 
Woman hath revived the Vigour of Youth in me; 
ſure, I muft have over-reckoned my Years! — I can- 
not be above Forty-Nine at the moſt. — I wiſh this 
dear Girl was come. — I am afraid I did wrong in giv- 
ing her thoſe Five Shillings, in a Purſe worth above 
Two Shillings more, which who knows but ſhe may 
be ſpending on fome Bully, who will perhaps ſend a- 


nother Preſent to me in return? 


2 2 Aba. * .. + " 2 1 


SCENE VI. Squeezum, Hilaret. 


$queez. Oh! are you come ———you little, pretty, 
dear, ſweet Rogue! ————— I have been waiting for 
you theſe theſe four Hours at leaſt. 

Hil. Young Lovers are commonly carlicr than their 
Appointment. | 

$queez. Give me a Kiſs for that. Thou ſhalt find 


me a young Lover, a vigorous young Lover t00,—— 


Hit me a Slap in the Face, do. —— Bow-wow ! Bow- 
wow! I'll eat up your Cloaths, — Come, what will 
Fou drink? White or Red? - Women love White 
elt. — Boy, bring half a Pint of Mountain. 

Come, ſit down; do, fit down. Come, now 
let us hear the Story how you were firſt debauched. — 
Come —— that I may put it down in my Hiſtory ar 
Home. I have the Hiltory of all the Women's Ruin 


that ever I lay with, and I call it, The Hiſtory of my 


own Times. 


E 2 Al. 
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Hil. 1'll warrant it is as big as a Church · Bible. 
Squeez. It is really of a good reputable Size: I have 

done Execution in my Time. e 
Hil. And may do Execution ſtill. 

Boy. LMWithout.] Half a Pint of Mountain in the Lion, 

ſcore: | ET: 3 Y 
Squeez. Well — But now let me have the Hiſtory 

—— W here did your Amour begin —at Church, I 


' warrant you: more Amours begin at Church than end 


there. —— Or perhaps, you went to ſce the Man of 
War — Going to ſee Sights hath ruined many a Wo- 
man. No wonder Children are Lovers of them, ſince fo 
many owe their Being to them. | 

Hil. |-Afide.) I thank you for that remembrance, I 
had forgot my Lover. — Ay, Sir, it was there indeed 
I ſaw him firſt, that was the fatal Scene of our Inter- 
view. : | 
Sgqueez. Well, and was the Amour managed by Let- 
ter, or by word of Mouth) | 

Hil. By Letter, Sir. I believe he writ two Quires 
of Paper to me before I would ſend him an Anſwer, 
I returned him ſeveral un- opened, and then ſeveral o- 
thers opened But at laſt he obtained an An- 
ſwer. | | = 

Sers. Well, and after your Anſwer, what followed 
then! | 

Hil. Oh! he thought himſelf fure of me, as ſoon as 
J had anſwered his Leiter. | 

| Squeez. Ay, I have always obſerved in my Amours, 

that when | received an Anſwer, I never failed of the 
Woman; a Woman follows her Letter infallibly: well, 
and what did he ſay in the ſecond Letter? 
Hil. Oh! he ſwore a thouſand fond things, that his 
Love ſhould laſt as long as his Life. That his whole 
Happineſs depended on me — and a vaſt deal of that 
Nature. 


Squeez. Ay, ay, juſt as I have done my ſelf. I find 
W horing is as Methodical as the Law. 


Hil. and I fancy as tedious with you, old Gentle- 
man. | "TIS. 
p . Squeez. 


The JusT1CE caught in his own TAAP. 53 


Squeez. Well, and how many Letters did you write 
to him, ey! — before — . 

Hil. Not many. He did not want much Encou- 
ragement. | | 
Sgueez. Then paſling over the reſt of the Suit, let us 


come to the laſt fatal Meeting. 


Fil. It was of a Sunday Morning. 

Squeez. Right. My old method: When other Peo- 
ple are gone to Church. Tie | 

Hil. In an exceeding hot Day.- 

Squeez. May or June? Women and Cherries are 
commonly gathered in the fame Month. 2 

Hil. J was fatigued with walking in the Garden, and 
retired to an Arbour to repoſe my ſelf: gueſs what 
was my Surprize, when I found the dear Perfidious had 
convey'd himſelf thither before me. 

Squeez. A ſly Dog! My old way again. An Am- 
buſh is as uſeful in Love as War. x 

Hil. At my firſt Entrance, he pretended a Surprize 
at ſeeing me unexpectedly: but on my queſtioning him 
how and with what Deſign he had conveyed himſelf 
there, he immediately threw off the Cloak and con- 
feſſed all: he flew to me, caught me in his Arms 
with the moſt eager Raptures, and ſwore the moſt 
violent Love and eternal Conſtancy. I in the greateſt 
Agony of Rage repelled him with my utmoſt Force 
he redoubled his Attacks, I ſlackened my Reſiſtance; 
he-entreared, I raved; he ſighed, I cry'd ; he preſſed, 
I ſwooned; he | 

Squeez. Oh! I can bear no longer, my Angel! my 


Paradiſe! my Honey-ſuckle! my Dove! my Darling! 


Hil. What do you mean, Sir ; 

Squeez. I mean to cat you up, to ſwallow you 
down, to ſqueeze you to Pieces. | 
_ Hil. Help there! a Rape, a Rape! 


SCENE Vn. Squeezum, Hilaret, Sotmore- 


Sotm. Hey-day! what in the Devil's name is here? 


-- Juſtice Squeezum raviſhing a Woman! 
E 3 Hil. 
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Hil. Oh! for Heaven's fake, Sir, aſſiſt a poor 
forlorn, hapleſs Maid, whom this wicked Man hath 
treacherouſly ſeduced. | . 

Squeez. Oh lud! Oh lud! 

Sotm, Fie upon you, Mr. Squeezum! you who are a 
Magiſtrate, you who are the Preſerver and Executor 
of our Laws, thus to be the Breaker of them! 

$qaeez. Can'ſt thou accuſe me? | 

Hil. You know too well how barbarouſly you have 


uſed me. For Pity's ſake, Sir, ſecure him; do not let 


him eſcape, *rill we ſend for a Conſtable. If there be 
any Law for a Juſtice, I am reſolved to hang him. 
 $queez. Oh lud! what Shame have I brought my 
ſelf to! that ever I ſhould live to ſee this Day? 
Sotm. If thou hadft ſtood to thy Bottle like an ho- 
neſt Fellow this had never happened, but you muſt go 
a Whoring with a Pox to you, at your Years too; 
with theſe ſpindle Shanks, that weezle Face, that 
Crane's Neck of a Body. Who would have imagine 
that ſuch an old withered May-pole as. thou art ſhould 
attempt to fall on a Woman? Why, thou wilt be the 
Diverſion of the whole Town. — Grubſtreet will dine 
a Month on your Account. Thou wilt be uſhered to 
Tyburu with more Pomp then Alexander was uſhered 
into Babylon. Juſtice never triumphs ſo univerſally as 
at the Execution of one of her own Officers. Fa 
$queez. Sir, if there be Truth on Earth, I am as in- 
nocent „ | 
Sotm. All the Innocence on Earth will not fave you 
—— A Man doth not always draw the Rope by the 
weight of his Sins. Your Innocence will not acquit 
you in a Court of Juſtice, againſt her Oath z and when 
you come to the Gallows, it will be vain to plead 
your Innocence. All's Fiſh that comes to the Net 
there. The Gallows ſo ſeldom gets its due, that it neyer 
parts with what it gets. 3 
_ fil. Can you pretend to Innocence? was not this 
Gentleman an Eye- witneſs to your Rudeneſs, to the 
Injuries you offered me? | 


Sotm. 
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Sotm. Ay, ay, I can ſwear to the Rape with as ſafe 
a Conſcience as I can drink a Ghfs of Wine. 

Squeez. I fee I am betrayed, I am caught in my 
own Trap. There is but one way to eſcape, which is 
the way J have opened to others. [ 4/de.] I ſee, Ma- 
dam, your Deſign is to extort Money from me. I am 
too well acquainted with rhe Laws to contend: but 
I hope you will be reaſonable, for I am poor, very 
poor, I affure you: it is not for Men of my Honeſty to 
be rich. | | 
_ Hil. Sir, if you would give me Millions, it ſhould 
not ſatisfie my Revenge; you ſhall be hanged for an 
Example to others. | 

Squeez. Here's a cruel Wretch! who prefers my 
Blood ro my Gold, which is almoſt my Blood. 
Sotm. Hey-day! what Vehicle is this? a Vinegar 
Bottle? — half a Pint, by Jupiter Why, thou fneaking 
Raſcal, can't thou pretend ro Honeſty, when this 
Dram Glaſs hath been found upon thee? Were I thy 
Judge, or thy Jury, this very ſneaking Vehicle ſhould 
hang thee, without any other Evidence. But come, 
| fince you are to be hanged, I'll drink one Bumper to 

your good Journey to the other World —— You will 
find abundance of your Acquaintance, whom you have 
ſent before you — And now, I'Il go call the Drawer 
to fetch a Conſtable. „ 

$queez. Hold, hold, Sir; for Mercy ſake do not 
ex poſe me fo Will nothing content you, Madam? 

Hil. Nothing but the Rigour of the Law. Sir, I be- 
ſeech you loſe no Time, but ſend for the Conſtable 
immediately. ; 
'  Squeez. I'll do any thing, I'll conſent to any Terms, 

Hil. The Conſtable! the Conſtable! 

Squeez. Stay, dear Sir! I'll give you a hundred 
Guineas, I'll do any thing. | 

Hil. Remember your vile Commitment of two 
Gentlemen this Morning -—— Bur I will revenge the 
Injuries of my Friends Sir, I beſeech you ſend 
tor the Officers. | 


Sgueex. 
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\ Squeez. One is already diſmiſſed from his Confine. 
ment, and the other ſhall be diſmiſſed immediately. 
HFlil. It is too late. | 9 :3 5 
+. Sotm. Hearkee, Sir, will you leave off Whoring, 
and take to Drinking for the future? | 
Squeez. I'Il leave them off both. 
 Sotm, Then you ſhall be hanged: but if you will 
eommence honeſt Fellow, and ger drunk every Day of 
your Life, I'Il intercede with this Lady, that on your 
1 the Gentleman you ſhall be acquitted. your 
elf. 5 | 
+ Squeez. I'Il do any thing, I'll quit any thing. 
Sotm. Madam, let me perſuade you to be merciful this 
time to this unfortunate and undutiful Servant of Juſtice, 
Hil. Sir, I can deny you nothing. 1 
+ Squeez. Get me a Pen and Ink, I'll ſend an Order 
to bring him hither, and diſcharge him inſtantly. 
 Sotm. Drawer, bring Pen, Ink and Paper, and a 
Bottle of old Port. 1 
Sgueex. [to Hil.] And could you have had the Con- 
ſcience to have ſworn againſt a poor old Man? 
Sortm. Faith! *twas a litttle cruel. Could you have 
| had the Heart to ſee him ſwinging like a gibbered 
4 Skeleton? could you have ſerved up ſuch a dry Diſh 
F to Juſtice —— The Body of one of her own Children 
too ? But here's the Paper Come, Sir, 
write his Diſcharge and your own. 
| [ Sqyeezum wrizes, Sotmore and Hilaret advance. 
Sor. You haye managed this Matter fo well, that I 
ſhall have an Opinion of your Sex's Underſtanding 
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ever after. 


Hil. Let a Woman alone for a Plot, Mr. Sotmorę. 
Sort. Ay, Madam, a Woman that will drink a Bum- 
per. Wine is the Fountain of Thought, and 
The more we dringt, 
e 2d $ _ The more we think. 
It is a Queſtion with me, whether Wine hath dore 
more Good, or Phyſick Harm in the World; I would 
have every Apothecary's Shop in the Town turn'd 
iato g Tavern. 0 L 
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Hl. J am afraid the more you have of the one, the 
more you will require of the other. Fl 

Sot. It is their Drugs that debauch our Wine: Wine 
in it ſelf is as innocent as Water, and Phyſick poiſons 
both. It is not the Juice of the Grape, bur of the 
Drug, that is pernicious, Let me adviſe you, Madam, 
leave off your damn'd adulterated Water, your Tea, 
and take to Wine. It will paint your Face better 
than Vermilion, and put more Honeſty in your Heart 
than all the Sermons you can read. I'll introduce you 
to ſome Clubs of my Acquaintance, a fer of honeſt 
Fellows that live in the Clouds of Tobacco, and know 
no Home but a Tavern. 

Squeez., This Letter, Sir, will produce the Gentle» 
man immediately. . 

Sor. Here, Drawer let this Letter be ſent 
whither it is directed. Come honeſt Juſtice, our Ac- 
quaintance hath an odd Beginning, but we may be 
very good Companions ſoon: Let us ſit down and ex- 
pect our Friend in the Manner it becometh us. Re- 
member what you have bargained to do every Day of 
your Life, and the Obligation ſhall be dated from this 
_ Come, fit thee down, honeſt Publican, old 
Juſtice Merchant. { They ſit] Here's a Health to the 
Propagation of Trade, thy Trade I mean, to the En- 
creaſe of Whores, and falſe Dice — Thou art a Col- 
lector of the Cuſtoms of Sin, and he that would fin 
with Impunity, muſt have thy Permit. Come, pledge 
me, old Boy; if thou leaveſt one Drop in the Glaſs, 
thou ſhalt go to Goal yet, by this Bottle. 


Squeez. | proteſt, Sir, your Hand is too bountiful, 
you will overcome me with Wine. | 

Soft. Well, and I love to fee a Magiſtrate drunk; it is 
a comely Sight; When Juſtice is drunk, ſhe cannot 
take a Bribe. 

Squeez. Do you not remember how the Athenians 
puniſhed Drunkenneſs in a Magiſtrate? 

Sort. And do not I know that we have no ſuch 4. 
thenian Law among us? We puniſh Drunkenneſs as 
well as other Sins, only in the Lower Sort? Drink, 


like 
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like the Game, was intended for Gentlemen — and 
no one ſhould get drunk, who cannot go home in a 
Coach — Come, Madam, itais your Glaſs now. 
Hil. Dear Sir! I beg you would not compel me 
to it. 535k | a6 
Sor. By this Bottle, but I will, I'll raviſt thee to it 
before the Juſtice's Face. Come, it will be better for 
- you than Tea, you will nor be _ to ſculk away 
and take a Dram after this. Come drink the Juſtice's 
Health, as a Token of Amity; the Juſtice is a good 
honeft drunken Fellow. But let me give you ſome 
wholeſome Advice, [to the Juſtice] leave off fornica- 
ting, leave the Girls to the Boys, and ſtand to thy 
Bottle: It is a Virtue becoming our Vears; and don't 
be too hard on a wild honeſt young Rake. Thou haſt 
committed a couple of the pretieſt Boys to-day, don't 
do ſo any more. Be as ſevere as you pleaſe to 
Whores and Gameſters, that offer to act without your 
Licenſe; but if ever you grant a Warrant for a Friend 
of mine again, you ſhall not only drink the Wine, but 
eat the Bottle too. Come, here's your Health, in 
Hopes of your Amendment; thou ſhalt pledge thy 
own Health in a Bumper Here, Boy, bring up 
a Gallon of Wine. | . 
$queez. Not a Drop more. 
Sot. A Drop! confound the Name. Come, empty 
your Glaſs; the Lady is a-dry. 
Sgueex. This is worſe than a Priſon. 

Sor. You will ger out of this with paying leſs Fees. 
Drink, I ſay. 
Squeez. Well —— fince I muſt. | 

Sort. Come, we'll have a Song in praiſe of Drink- 
ing — PI! ſing the Stanza's, and you ſhall bear the 
Chorus. | | N 


. 


SONG; 


The JUSTICE caught in his own Thar. 59 
1 S ON G. 
a Let a Set of ſober Aſs 4 
Rail againſt the Joys of drinking 
Ne While Water, Tea, 
And Milk agree, 
To ſet cold Brains a thinking : 
Power and Wealth, 
Beauty, Health, 
Wit and Mirth in Wine are cron d; 
Joys abound, 
Pleaſure's found, 
Only where the Glaſs goes . 


The Ancient Sefts on Happineſs 
All differ d in Opinion, 
But wiſer Rules, 
Of Modern Sthools, 
In Wine fix her Dominion 
Power and Wealth, &c. b 
III. 
Mine gives the Lover V gour, 8 
It makes glow the Cheeks 5; Beauty, 
Makes Poets write, 
And Soldiers fight, 
And Friendſhip do its Duty : | 
Power 77 Wealth, Kc. 
Vim was the only Helicon, 
1 225 Mpence Poets are long-liv'd ſo; 
 *Twas no other Main, 
Than brisk Cham mpaigne, 
K- Mbence Venus was deriv'd too: 
Power * Wealib, &c. 


When Heav'n in Pandora's Bax 
All kind of Ill had ſent us, 
In a merry Mood, 
G. A Bottle of Good 
| Was cork'd up, to content us: 
Power and Wealth, &c. 


© RAE ⁵ RA Er On. 
8 VI. 
All Virtues Nine is Nurſe to, 
Of ev'ry Vice Deſtroyer; | 
| Gives Dullards Wit, 
Makes juſt the Cit, 
Truth forces from the Lawyer : | 
| | : Power and Wealth, &c: 
| . . 
Wine ſets our Joys a flowing, 
Our Care and Sorrow drowning. 
ho rails at the Bowl, 
{5s a Turk in's Soul, 
And a Cbriſtian ne er ſhould own him 
= Power ang Wealth, &c. 


SCENE VIII. Squeezum, Hilaret, Sotmore, 
Conſtant, Staff. 


Conſt. My -Hilaret “ my Dear! 

Hil. My Conftant / 6 

Sot. Give you Joy, dear Conſtant, of your Liberty. 
Conſt. Thank Jous dear Sotmore, to you I am partly 
obliged for it: Ramble and I will make you Amends, 
we'll give you ſix Nights for this, | 

Sort. Where is he? | 

Conf. Very ſafe z be not concerned about him. 

Hil. Well, Sir, ſince our Affair is ended, there is 
the Purſe you preſented me this Morning. As 1 have 
not performed your Expectations one Way, I'll give 
you what I believe you did not expect —- your Money 
again. It is unopen'd, I aſſure you. 

$queez. Thou art welcome however. 

Sor. Come, Gentlemen, be pleaſed to take every 
Man his Chair and his Glaſs; we will dedicate one 
Hour or two to drinking, I am reſolv'd. 

Squeez. Firſt we will ſacrifice to Juſtice, Mr. Con- 
„„ Duty:  . - © 
Staff. Come in there. 
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SCENE IX. Squeezum, Hilaret, | Sotmore, | 
Conſtant, Staff, Aſiflants. 
The Aſſiſtants ſeize Conſtant, Hilaret, and Sotmore. 


S$queez. Seize thoſe People in the King's Name 
I accuſe that Woman and that Man of conſpiring to 
ſwear a Rape againſt me. ; | 

Staff. Ir is in vain to contend, Gentlemen. 

Hil. Oh the Villain! 

Squeez. | to Sor. ] The next Letter you extort, Sir, 
be fure to examine the Contents. | 3 

Fot. Thou Raſcal! will not even Wine make thee 
Honeſt. | [ 

$queez. Obſerve, Gentlemen, how abuſive; he is; 
bur I'll: make an Example of you all: I Il proſecute 
you to the utmoſt Severity of the Law, —— Mr. Con- 
ſtable, convey the Priſoners to your Houſe, whence 
you ſhall have Orders to bring them before a Juſtice. 

Sort. And art thou really in Earneſt? 
' Squeez. You ſhall find I am, Sir, to your Coft. 

Sor. Then I have found one Man with whom I 
would nor drink a Glaſs of Wine. | 

Staff. Come, Gentlemen, you know the Way to 
my Houſe —— I am particularly glad to ſee your Ho- 
nour [to Sotmore] and will accommodate you in the 
beſt Manner I can. | | 

Conſt. I am too well acquainted with Misfortune, 
to repine at any; but how ſhall I bear yours, my 
Hilaret? | 

Hil. The leſs you ſeem to bear, the more you will 
lighren mine. | | | 

Sor. I muſt give the Juſtice one Wiſh. May Hea- 
ven rain Small-Bcer upon thee, and may it corrupt 
thy Body, till it is as putrified as thy Mind. 

Hil. One Bleſſing only may Heav'n leave thy Life, 

May it take all things trom thee — but thy Wife. 
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4c TV. SCENE I 
SC-E N E Politick's Hosfe. 


Politick /olas. 


Po. URE, never Child inherited leſs of a Father 
| Diſpoſition than mine; her Mother certainly 
played me foul in the begetting her: I, who have 


| been my whole Life noted for Sobriety, could ne- 
ver have given Being to ſo wild a Creature: I begin 


to recollect having ſeen a tall Half-pay Officer at my 
Houſe formerly: Nor do I think the Girl unlike him. 
I am fure ſhe hath been ever wild enough, to have had 
any Officer in the Kingdom for her Father. Nature 
hath been kind to the Male of all Creatures but Man : 
The Bull, the Horſe, the Dog are not encumbered 
even with their own Off- ſpring; that Care falls only 
to the Females: But Mas, when once a gabling Prieſt 
hath chattered a few miſchievous Words over him, is 
bound to have and to hold from that Day forward all 
the Brats his Wife is pleaſed to beſtow on him. Yet 1 
muſt own the Girl hath been ever dutiful to me, till 
te became acquainted with this curſed Fellow in a 
Red Coat. Why ſhould Red have ſuch Charms in the 


Eyes of a Woman? The Renan Senate kept their 


Armies abroad to prevent their ſharing in their Lands 
at home, we ſhould do the ſame to prevent their ſha- 
ring in our Wives. A tall luſty Fellow ſhall make more 
work for a Midwife in one Winter at home, than he 
can for a Surgeon in ten Summers abroad. 


SCENE 
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Lalk ode thad 


SCENE H. Politick, Faithful. 


Pol. Well, any News of my Daughter yet? 

Faith. No, Sir; but there is ſome News from the 
Secretaries Office, a Mail is arrived from Holland, and 
you will have the Contents of it in one of the Even- 
ing Papers. 1 . 

Pal. Very well! I muſt be patient. I think we have 
three Mails together now: I am not ſatisfied at all 
with the Affairs in the North: The Northern Winds 


have not blown us any Good lately; the Clouds are a 
little darker in the Eaſt too than I could wiſh them. 


e 


— 


SCENE III. politick, Dabble. 


Pol. Mr. Dabble, good Morrow. 

Dab. Are the Mails come in? 
Pol. Juſt arrived. 3 

Dab. I have not ſlept one wink for reflecting on 
what you told me laſt Night; perhaps this "Tus 
Mail may give ſome Inſight into thoſe Affairs. But 
what ſays the Lying-Poſt ? | | 

Pal. I have had no time to read it yet, I wiſh you 
would. I have only read, The London Journal, the 
Country Journal, the Weekly Journal, Applebee's Jour- 
nal, the Britiſh Journal, the Britiſh Gazeteer, the Moru- 
ing Poſt, the Coffee- Houſe Morning Poſt, the Daily Poſt, 
the Daily Poſt-Boy, the Daily Journal, the Daily Cou- 
rant, the Gazette, the Evening Poſt, the Whitehall E- 
ning Poſt, the London Evening Poſt, and the St. James's 
Evening Poſt. So, if you pleaſe begin the Lying Poſt. 

Dab. [reads.) Moſcow, January the fifth. + We 
© learn from Conſtantinople, that Affairs continue ſtill 
in the ſame doubtful way, it is not yet known what 
* Courſe our Court will take. The Empreſs having 
© been ſlightly indiſpoſed the other Day took the 
© Air in her own Coach, and returned ſo well reco- 
* yered, that ſhe eat a very hearty Supper, — 


Pol. 
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Pol. Hum — there is no mention of the Supper in 
other Papers. 5 

Dab. Berlin, January the zaoth. We hear daily Mur- 
© murs here concerning certain Meaſures taken by a 
© certain Northern Potentate; but cannot certainly 
© learn either who that Potentate is, or what are the 
< Meaſures which he hath taken — mean time we are 
c well aſſured that Time will bring them all to light. 

Pol. Pray read that laſt over again. 


Dab. Mean time, we are well aſſured that Time 


« will bring them all to light. 

Pol. Hum! hum! 

Dab. Marſeilles, January the 18th. The Affairs in 
© regard to Italy, continue ſtill in the fame uncertain 
© Condition. 

Pol. Hum. | 
. oo: © The Talk of a large Embarkation ſtill runs 

igh. | 

Pit Hum. 5 

Dab. The Spaniards continue ſtill encamped near 
© Barcelona. 

Pol. Hum! [ Shakes his Head. 

Dab. And every thing ſeems tending to a Rup- 
© ture — mean time we expect the Return of a Courier 
© from Vienna, who 'tis generally expected will bring 
© the News of a general Pacification. 

Pol. All is well again! | | 

Dab. I like this, and ſome other Papers, who dif- 
appoint you with good News. Where the beginning 
of a Paragraph threatens you with War, and the lat- 
ter part of ir enſures you Peace. 

Pol. Pleaſe to read on —— 

Dab. However, notwithſtanding theſe Aſſurances, 
© *ris doubred by moſt People, whether the ſaid Cou- 
© rier will not rather bring a Confirmation of the 
War; but this is all gueſs-work, and till ſuch time 
as we fee an actual Hoſtility committed, we muſt 
© leave our Readers in the ſame uncertain State we 


© found them. 


Pol. Hum! There is no Certainty to be come ar, | 
find ; it may be cither Peace or War. Dab. 
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Dab. Tho' were I to lay a Wager, I ſhould chuſe 
War; for, if you obſerve, we are twice aſſured of 


that, whereas we have only one Affirmation on the fide 


of Peace bur ſtay, perhaps the next Paragraph 
which is dated from Fontain-bleau may decide the Ques 
ſtion. * Fontain-bleau, January 23, Yeſterday his Majeſty 
© went a Hunting, ro-day he hears an Opera, and to- 
© morrow he hears Maſs. | 5 5 
Pol. J don't like that; hearing Maſs is ſeldom the 
Forerunner of good News. | 
Dab. It is obſervable that Cardinal Fleury 
Pol. Ay, now for it. „„ 
Dab. It is obſervable that Cardinal Fleury hath 
© for ſeveral Days laſt paſt been in cloſe Conference 
© with the Miniſter of a certain State, which cauſes 
various Speculations; but as we do not know what was 
* the Matter in Debate; we cannot ſay what may be 
the Conſequence thereof. Mean time we cannot help 
© obſerving, that ir hath occaſioned ſome People to 
put on very ſerene Looks, who had worn cloudy ones 
for ſome time before: Some imagine on comparing 
* this with the News from Marſeilles, that a War will, 
be unavoidable — others, who are more peacea- 
* bly inclined, are as ſtrenuous Advocares on the other 
© fide = We mult refer the whole to the Determi- 
nation of Time, that great Fudge in worldly Affairs, 
* who never fails with his two-edged Scithe to mow 
© down the Weeds, which ſhadow over the ſecret 


© Counſels of State, and lay them open to the naked 


* Eye of the diſcerning Politician. | 
Pol. Shall I beg to hear chat over again? 


SCENE IV. Politick; Dabble, Faithful. 


Dab. [reads.} * We muſt refer the whole to the De- 
termination, (9c, | FDab. continues reading. 


— 8 —_— — 


Faith. Oh, Sir! Cloris hath brought the ſtrangeſt 
News of my young Miſtreſs. 
Pol. Don't interrupt us — Blockhead. 
= 


Fail: 
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. Faitb. If you loſe a Moment ſhe may be loſt for 
Ever. 

Pol. Sirrah! Peace. | 

Faith. Sir, my young Miſtreſs, Miſs Hilaret, will be 
undone, _—_— , ” pn do not aſſiſt —__ ſhe's 
taken up for a Rape Oh! my poor young Lady 
the bevy beſt-remper'd Lady ſure then ever 2 
born. Oh! that ever I ſhould ſee the Day! And can 
you ſit here, Sir, reading a parcel of damn'd con. 
founded lying Nonſenſe, and not go to your Daugh- 
ter's Aſſiſtance? 

Pol. Sure the Fellow is poſſeſſed. Zn 

Faith. Sir, your Daughter is poſſeſſed ——- poſſeſſed 
by Conſtables —— ſhe is taken up for a Rape. 

Pol. My Daughter taken up for a Rape! 

Faith. Yes, Sir, for Raviſhing a Juſtice of Peace. 
5 Pol. Sure {ome Accident hath touched the Fellow“ 

rain. 

Faith. Ay, Sir, and it would touch yours too, i 
you had a Grain of Humanity in you. ——- Qh! that! 
ſhould live to ſee my poor young Lady in ſuch a Mis 
fortune. N | 

Psl. A Woman taken up for a Rape —— it is im- 
poſlible. | 

Faith. They may ſwear it tho' for all that — 
know her to be as modeſt a good young Lady as an 
in the Kingdom; but what will not a ſet of Rogue 
ſwear. Sir, I liv'd with Sgucezum before I liv'd with 
you; and know him to be as great a Villain as any in 
the Kingdom. Do, good Sir, come but with me to 
Juſtice Worthy's, if you do not find your Daughter 
there, turn me away for a Vagabond. 

Dab. I do remember, Neighbour Politick, to hare 

| ſeen in ſome News-Paper a Story not very different 
from this. | 

Pol. Nay, if you have ſeen it in a News-Paper, i 

may probably have ſome Truth in it; ſo Neighbour 
Dabble you will excuſe me, I will meet you within an 
Hour at the Coffee-houſe, and there we will confer 


farther. | 
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t for | > 

in be SCENE V. Worthy's How/e. 

=" Worthy, Iſabella. 
Was For. Sure Modeſty is quite baniſhed from the Age 
can we live in. There was a time when Virtue carried 


con- M ſomething of a divine Awe with it, which no one 

ugh- durſt attack; but now the Inſolence of our Youth is 
ſuch, no Woman dare walk the Streets but thoſe who 
do it for Bread. 

eſſed I. And yet our Laws, Brother Worthy, are as ri- 
2 as thoſe of other Countries, and as well exe» 
cuted. 

ace. Fir. That 1 wiſh they were; but Golden Sands too 

low often clog the Wheels of Juſtice, and obſtruct her 

Courſe : The very Riches which were the greateſt E- 

vidence of his Villany, have too often declared the 

Guilty innocent; and Gold hath been found to cut a 

Halter ſurer than the ſharpeſt Steel. | 

Iſa. Well, I am reſolved to take care how I venture 
a ſtep again after it is dark: I find the Sun is the only 
Guard to us Women; for however chaſte the Moon 
may be in her ſelf, ſhe takes but very little care of 
ours. : 

Wor. But could the Villain be very rude? 

Jaa. As rude as ſo ſhort a time would permit. I 
would have given all I was worth in the World, to 
have been here; but ſince I eſcaped, let us forget it. 

Wor. Forget! By Heaven it ſhocks me, that we 
who boaſt as wholſome Laws as any Kingdom upon 
have Earth, ſhould by the Roguery of ſome of their Exe- 
eren cutors loſe all their "Sou long to ſee the time when 

bere, as in Holland, the Traveller may walk unmoleſt- 
er, it ed, and carry his Riches openly with him. 
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SCENE VI. Worthy, Iſabella, Squeezum. 


Squeez. Mr. Worthy, your humble Servant. I come 
to wait on you on the ſtrangeſt Piece of Buſineſs. We 
are brought to a fine Pals indeed, when Magiſtrates 
ſhall not be ſafe; we are like to protect others, when 
we cannot protect our ſelves. 


For. What is the occaſion of all this Paſſion, Mr. | 


Squeezum ? 

 Squeez. Occaſion! I have ſcarce Power to tell you. 
I have diſcovered one of the moſt damnable Conſpira- 
cies, that hath been invented ſince the Gunpowder: 
Treaſon Plor. 

Hor. Nothing againſt the Government, I hope. 

Squeez. Marry, but it is; for that which is againſt 
the Officers of the Government, is againſt the Go- 
vernment. In ſhort, Sir, it is a Conſpiracy againſt me, 
againſt my ſelf. What do you think, Brother Worth, 
but that moved and ſeduced by the Inſtigation of the 
Devil, a vile Woman hath conſpired to {wear a Rape 
againſt me? 

Mor. A Rape againſt you! fooliſh Jade! Why your 
very Face would acquit you — you have Innocence in 
your Looks, Brother Squeezum. 

Squeez. J hope my Character will acquit me againſt 
fuch an Accuſation. | 

For. I think it ought; a Man whoſe Character 
would not, is very unfit for that honourable Commiſ- 
ſion you bear. 

Squeez. True! theſe Slurs reflect on us all. The accu- 
ſing a Member, is accuſing the Body. We ſhould con- 
ſider it may be our own caſe. We ſhould ſtand by one 
another, as the Lawyers do. I hope, Brother, you will 
ſhew me extraordinary Juſtice; and 1 aſſure vou, ſhould 
any Affair of yours come before me, my Partiality ſhall 

lean on your ſide. 

For. Partiality, Sir! I hope no Cauſe of mine will 
ever require it. I aſſure you, I ſhall do you the ſtricteſt 


Juſtice I believe you will not need more. 
Sgueez. 


18 
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 Squeez, Sir, my Caſe needs no more; but I 
think ir incumbent on us all, to diſcounrenance any 
Proſecution of our ſelves on any Account whatſo- 
ever. | 
dome Mor. To diſcountenance it by the Innocence of 
We our Lives, is indeed laudable, but no farther. It is a 
rates i curſed Law, which exempts the Maker, or the Exe- 
when cutor of it, from its Penalty. 
FS nzuecez. Truly, Brother Worthy, I think the Makers 
Mr. of Laws, and the Executors of them, ſhould be free 
of them; as Authors and Actors are free of the Play- 
you. houſe. . 
pira- Mor. You are ludicrous, Mr. Sgueezum. But let me 
der - tell you, he is the greateſt of Villains, who hath the Im- 
pudence to hold the Sword of Juſtice, while he de- 
> ſerves its Edge. | 
ainſt Squeez, And let me tell you, Brother Worthy, he is 
Go- the greateſt of Fools, who holds the Sword of Juſtice, 
t me, and hurts himſelf with ir. | 
th {/a. Brother, your Servant; my Preſence will be 
F the very little neceſſary at this Tryal. 


your SCENE VII. Worthy, Squeezum, Conſtant, 
ce in  Hilaret, Staff, Sotmore, Brazencourt, Fire- 
ball, three Aſſiſtants. | 


$queez. Bur here come the Priſoners —— Brother 
ater Morthy, this is the Woman whom I accuſe of this de- 
1miſ- ¶ teſtable Fact; — the Manner of it was this. I re- 

ceived a Letter in an unknown Hand, appointing me 
ccu- ¶ to meet at a Tavern, which out of pure Good-nature 
con- I comply'd with; and upon my Arrival found that 
one Woman there alone, who after a ſhort Diſcourſe laid 
3 will hold of me and bawl'd our, on which that Man there 
1ould entered, and both threaten'd me, that unleſs I imme- 
ſhall I diately diſcharged that Man [points to Conſt.] with 

another whom I had committed for notorious Crimes, 
will chat the Woman ſhould ſwear a Rape againſt me 
icteſt This I am ready to ſwear. 


Fx - Three Af]. 
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1. | 
2. Af}. > And we are ready to ſwear. 


22 What do you ſay, young Woman, to this? You 
do not look like one whom I ſhould ſuſpect of ſuch 
a Behaviour. 

Hil. That I did threaten him, as he ſays, indeed! 
confeſs. 

Hor. But did he attempt any ſuch thing? 

Hil. 1 can't ſay he did, but —— 

$queez. Do you hear this, Brother Yorthy? I think 
you have nothing to do bur ro make her Mittimus. 

Mor. And for what Reaſon did you offer this? 

Fil. J offer'd it only to frighten him to the Dif. 
charge of two Gentlemen, whom he had villanouſy 
committed to the Cuſtody of that Conſtable. 

Wor. For what Crimes do they ſtand committed, 
Mr. Conſtable ? | 
Staff. For two Rapes, an't pleaſe your Worſhip. 


Hil. One of them on my Account tho? Ine. 
yer ſwore the leaſt thing againſt him. 
Fox. On your Account, I begin to be afraid 


he was unjuſtly committed indeed. 

Squeez. Now Sir, we ſhall proceed to blacken a lit. 
tle the Character of this Woman. Call Mr. Brazen: 
court; Mr. Brazencourt, what do you know of thi; 
fine Lady? ” ” 

Brazen. I know nothing more of her, than that | 
kept her half a Year. 

a . Kept her! in what Capacity did you keep 
er? 

Brazen. In the Capacity of a Whore, till I ws 
obliged to turn her off, for ſtealing four of my Shirts 
two pair of Stockings, and my Common-prayer Book. 

Sguce z. Call Captain Fireball. 

Wor. Captain Fireball, pray, do you know any 
Harm of that Perſon there? 

Fire. Harm of her! ay, and fo doth my Surgeon too. 
She came to me from Major Brazencourt. I kept het 
two Months. | of 
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Hil. Sir, I befeech you hear me. 
Mor. By and by. You muſt not interrupt them — 
Go on. Did you lofe any thing by her roo? _. 

Fire. No, but I got ſomething by her, which 
made my Surgeon get ſomething by me I love to 
expreſs my ſelf in modeſt Terms, but | believe you all 
know what J mean. e 

Conſtant. Damnation! 

Squeez. Call Mr. Drury. We ſhall blacken her far- 
ther preſently. | 

Wor. Indeed, you need not; let us hear no more; 
for her fake, I will never put Confidence in an inno- 
cent Countenance again. — Well, Woman, can you 
ſay any thing for your ſelf? | 

Hil. Oh! that I could hide my ſelf for ever from 
the World, and never from this Hour behold the Sun 
again. 
22 Indeed but you ſhall, Madam, and be beheld 
by others too. | 

Conſt. Come to my Boſom, thou deareſt, ſweeteſt, 
lovelieft, hide thy Sorrows there — Death only fhall 
tear thee from my Arms again. Death, Hell it felf 
_— have a Torment equal ro feeing one Tear of 
nine. - | | 

Sor, Heark'e, Juſtice, I believe thou art honeſter 
than thy Brother; I am ſure thou canft not be a greater 
Rogue: If thou wilt act the right Part, acquit us, and 
ſend that Villain to Priſon. 


_—_ ay ts. 


— — 


SCENE VIE Worthy, Squeezum, Conſtant, 
Hilaret, Sotmore, Staff, Couſtable, Aſſiſtants, 
Politick, Faithful, Cloris. . 


Faith. Now, Sir, will you believe your own Eyes? 
Is not that your own Daughter? 

Pol. It is indeed. O my unfortunate Child - 8 

Wor. Mr. Politick, your humble Servant —— | will 
but commit this Woman to Goal, and then I will be at 
your Command. ? 


F 4 | Pol, 
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Pol. Sir, you ſhall not be my humble Servant, nor 
will I be yours; and if you commit my Daughter to 
Priſon, you are the worft of Turks. + 
© Yor. Your Daughter, Sir? 
Pol. Yes, Sir, my Daughrer, Sir. 
Hil. Oh! my Father! J | 
Pol. My poor Child! That ever I ſhould live 
to ſee thee in ſuch a Misfortune! ES 
Mor. Is it poſſible, Mr. Politict, that this young 
Lady is your Daughter? £ 
Pol. Ves, Sir, it is as poſſible, as that the Turks may 
come into our Part of Europe; and I wiſh this may 
not be as ſure as that. | 


SCENE IX. Worthy, Squeezum, Conſtant, 
Hilaret, Staff, Conſtables, Aſſiſtants, Politick, 
Faithful, Sotmore, Cloris, Ramble, Ars. Squee- 

zum, Quill. ey 


Mrs. Squeez. Where is this Glory of the Bench, 
this Gallant Juſtice? this Terror and Example of Sin? 
Do you know this Hand, Sir? Did you write this 
Aſſignation? You are a noble Gentleman truly, to 
make an Appointment with a fine Lady, and then 
bring her before a Magiſtrate. | | 

queez. O my malignar Stars! 
or. Mrs. Squeezum, what is the matter? 

Mrs. Squeez. You Mr. Worthy, J am ſure will pity 
one who hath the Misfortune to be married to a Man, 
who is as much a Scandal to the Commiſſion he bears, 
as you are an Honour to it; my Conſcience hath been 
roo long burthened with conniving at his Rogueries. 


He, Sir, he alone is guilty, and every one whom he 


hath accuſed is innocent. 
Mor. I know not what to think. 
Ramb. Sir, that Fellow there, that Butcher of Ju- 
Fice, is the greateſt Villain that ever was born —— 


eing a little frolickſome laſt Night with this Lady, 
that Conſtable ſeiz d us. Tis to me ſhe is * 
_— : a * 6 NS . ; ö a or 
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for all this Trouble; tho' Mr. Conſtable may claim 
ſome Share, in not ſuffering us to depart at her 
Deſire. | 

Mrs. Squeez. And Mr. Juſtice may claim a little, 
who committed you to the Conſtable's Houſe without 
any Evidence, or even Accuſation. ; 
Ramb. That he might extort two hundred Pounds, 


ſ for which Sum he offered ro compromiſe the Matter. 


Squeez, Heark'e, Madam, I ſhall be obliged to 
commit you to Bedlam. | 

Mrs. Squeez. No, Sir, I ſhall prevent you in that, 
as well as in your other Deſigns; your Plot with 
Mr. Quill, which the whole World ſhall know; you 


| ſhall be divorced, Sir, tho' not the Way you deſire. 


$queez. Sir, I beſeech you to hear no more. 

Hor. Thar, Sir, I cannot grant. 

 Ramb. Sir, I defire that you would read that 
Letter, which he ſent to this young Lady whom he 
hath accuſed. | 


Wor. | Reads. | My little Honey-ſuckle, J will 


© meet you within this half Hour at the Eagle. I 
hope after what you have received from me to-day, 


$ 3 will not diſappoint yours till then and ever- 
© after, | 

Did you write this Letter, Mr. Squeezum ? 

Squeez. No, Sir, as I am ready to ſwear. 

Mrs. Squeez. Sir, I will ſwear it to be his Hand — 

Faith. And ſo will I I lived with him a 
Twelvemonth, and therefore ſhould know it. 

Baill. And I carried it to the Lady. 

Sot. Come, come, Juſtice, thou haſt Proof enough 
of-her Innocence. I will give you the Word of a Man 
of Honour, which is more than the Oaths of twenty 
ſuch Scoundrels as theſe, that ſhe never intended more 
than to frighten him to the Acquittal of Captain Con- 
ſtant here, whom he had unjuſtly committed. 

Conſt. And offered to acquit for a Sum of Money. 


Wor. Captain Conſtant ! is your Name Conſtant, Sir? 
Conſt. Ar your Service. 


Nor. 
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Wor. Deſire my Sifter to walk hither — I am 
more obliged to you than you know 
S$queez. Come, Sir, this is only loſing Time 
want the Mittimus. i 


1 
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SCENE X. Worthy, Squeezum, Ramble, 
Conſtant, Sotmore, Hilaret, Politick, Mrs. 
Squeezum, Quill, Staff, Faithful, Sc. Ifabella. 


Nor. Siſter, do you know this Gentleman? 

1/a. Captain Conſtant! Ir is happy for me that 1 
do I thank you, Sir, for your generous Reſcue 
laſt N bk which my Fright at that time prevented 
my acknowledging. | 

Conſt. And was it you, Madam? —— 

Ramb. My 1/abella ! | 

{/a. Ha! it is, it is my Ramble ——— 

Ramb. My Touch deceives me not, it is my char- 
7 — She, once more reſtored to my deſpairing 

Opes. 

ia What lucky Stars can have contrived this In- 
terview ? 

Ramb. Very lucky Stars they appear now; but they 
had a confounded ugly A ſpect ſome time ago. 

1/a. Surprizing! Brother, let that Fellow be ſecured. 
He was the Perſon from whoſe Hands this Gentleman 
delivered me. [T9 Fireball. 

Dill. I hope your Worſhip will forgive me; bur l 
hir'd theſe two Men, by my Maſter's Command, ic be 
Evidences for him. 

For. Surprizing Villany ! — ſecure them inſtantly. 
And particularly that Juſtice, whom I ſhall no 
longer treat as a Gentleman, but as his Villany hath 
merited Conſtable, I charge you with them all --- 
and let them be kept below in the Parlour, whither 
I] will come immediately and ſign their Commitment. 

$qaeez. Sir, you wiſh you had dealt more fa- 
vourably with me. 

For. Sir, your Threatnings will not terrific me . 

| aith. 


til 
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Faizh. Come, Gentlemen, we'll be your Safe- guard. 


Mrs. Sgucez. I'll follow thee, like thy evil Genius, 
tilt J have brought thee to chat Juſtice thou deſerveſt. 


tt. en. . a. . "TT I" 8 
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SCENE. the Laſt. Worthy, Ramble, Con- 
ant, Sotmore, Hilaret, Habella, Politick. 


Ramb. My dear I/abella, T am ſo overjoyed at this 
unexpected Meeting, that 1 do not ask for the Safety 
of our Treaſure. Since the Sca hath refunded Jabella, 
let it take the ſewels. 

Iſa. The Sea hath been even kinder than your 
W ith, it hath return'd you both. | 

Ramb. I ſhould have ſoon forgotten that Loſs, in 
having Jabella; yet for her ſake, rhe Teaſure is wet 
come too. 1 

Mor. Mr. Politick, Jam heartily concerned at this 
Mis fortune which hath befallen your Daughter. 

KRamb. Mr. Politick / — By Heavens, his Fea- 
tures are the fame. Had you not a Son, Sir, once? 

Pol. Yes, Sir, thad; bur I turn'd him out of Doors, 


and believe he was hanged long ago. - 


Ramb. Then I am his Ghoſt, juft arrived from the 
Indies. When you turn'd me out of Doors, I got ad- 
mitted into the Eaſt-1ndia Company's Service; I 
changed my Name in order to eſcape your Diſco- 
very — and I hope you will now give us both your 
Bleſſing. 

Pol. And are you really that wild Fellow my Son? 

Ramb. I am that very identical wild Perſon, I aſſure 

ou. 
? Pol. | don't know whether I'll give you my Bleſ- 
ſing or no, till I ſee how you are married. | 

Hor. Mr. Politick, I rejoice in the Union of our 
Families; this Lady, your Son's Wife, is my Siſter — 
and if fourſcore thouſand Pounds can make the Match 
agreeable to you, it will be fo. 


Pol. 
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Pol. Hath the wild Rogue made his Fortune at laſt! 
Well, Son, I give you my Bleſſing; and my dear 
Daughter I give you Joy, and I hope the Boy will 
give it you, ay, and lafting conſtant Joy 
If he doth not make you a good Husband, I'Il not 
"own him; if he doth not make you bleſſed, he ſhall 
have no Bleſſing of mine. 
Ia. Sir, I doubt him not. 
 * Ramb. Well, Father, I have nothing more to ask 
of you, but in Favour of my Friend Captain Conſtant, 
whoſe Love I am certain will compleat the Happineſs 
of my Siſter. | 1 

Yor. I think I have never been witneſs to ſuch a 
Complication of Villany. Sir, {zo Conſtant] I aſſure 
you, and all of you, you ſhall have ſufficient Repara- 
ton for the Injuries you have ſuffer'd. And Sir, by 
the Characters which I have had from my Siſter of 
that Gentleman, I do not think your Daughter can 
be better diſpoſed of, let the Difference of Fortune be 
what it pleale. 1 

Ramb. Beſides, tho' his Eſtate be not equal now, 


it may become ſo; for no Man hath a better Inſight 


into Politicks. | 
Pol. Nay, if his Studies bend that Way, no Man 
indeed can tell to what his Eſtate may come —— 
Had I known this ſooner, my Doors ſhould never have 
been ſhut againſt him. Sir, I ſhall be glad to confa- 
bulate with you at my Houle — and if you ſhould ſer 
your Heart on my Daughter, I do not believe I ſhall 
do any thing to break ir. | | 
Ramb. Nay, Sir, there is no Hour like the Preſent : 
This Hour hath proved lucky to your Family - 
Give me leave to preſent your Daughter to one whom 
if ſhe deſerves, I ſhall be proud of calling her Siſter. 
Conſt. Ramble, you have crown'd my Obligati- 
ons with a Gift, far dearer than the Earth could 
rove. | 
Hil. IT only wiſh you may always think ſo, Captain. 
And now, Pappa, I hope you will pardon this Night's 
Sally, to both me and poor Cloris; we have been al- 
ready 
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ready ſufficiently puniſhed; and ſince the Event is 
happpy, imitate in this one thing the Tarts, and con- 
ſider it favourably, as it hath been proſperous. 

Pol. The Turks / 1 wiſh you were better acquaint- 
ed with them than in'Romances; I hope that Gen- 
tleman will take care to inſtruct you in publick Af- 
fairs. Well Jack [to Ramble) I long to have ſome 
Communication with you about the Affairs of the In- 
dies, and the Poſture of our Trade there hope 
you left the Great Mogul in good Health 
Kamb. Very ſlightly indiſpoſed of a Cold at my 
Departure. | | 

Pol. I heartily forgive you all: So let me ſee you 
all embrace one another —— This is the Comfort of 
Age, Mr. Forthy. 

Sor. Let me embrace you all together J have 
found this Day two good Women — and they have 
fallen to the Share of my Friends ——and I, will get 
drunk this Night, if the Spirit of Wine will do it — 
I'll drink to your Happineſs, while you are enjoyin 
it—— While you are taſting the Joys of Venus, I 
will ſwallow down the Delights of Bacchus —— I de- 
ſpair of either of your Company this Month yer 
but the Juſtice ſhall celebrate this wt; 25 with me 
Come, honeſt Juſtice —I have found one honeſt Ju- 
{tice too — : 

Wor. Really, Sir, I think you have ſufficiently ce- 
lebrated already —— _ N 
Sot. No, but I have not — and you, Sir, will be 
drunk at your Children's Wedding-Night. 

Pol. I never drink any thing but Coffee, Sir. 

Sot. Damn your Coffee — | 

Ramb. Sotmore, thou ſhalt have Juſtice ————_ 
Mr. Worthy, J aſſure you, notwithſtanding this Hu- 
mour, the World hath not an honeſter Man. | 

Mor. It is pity he ſhould beſot himſelf ſo. Your 
Character of him encourages me to employ ſome La- 
bour in adviſing him, to quit ſo beaſtly a Pleaſure. — 
Come Gentlemen, I deſire you would celebrate this 


Day at my Houſe to-morrow. I will proceed to take 


all 
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all poſſible Meaſures to your receiving Satisfaction for 
your Injuries, and making publick Example of fo great 

a Villain: for the Crimes of a Magiſtrate give the 
greateſt Sanction to Sin. pe 


No Reverence that Church or State attends, 
Whoſe Laws the Prieſt or Magiſtrate offends. 
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HE Town hath ſeldom been more divided in its 
Opinion, than concerning the Merit of the following 
Scenes. Whilſt ſome publickly affirmed, That no 
© Author could produce ſo fine a Piece but Mr. ? 
others have with as much Vehemence inſiſted, That 
no one could write any thing ſo bad, but Mr. F—, 
Nor can we wonder at this Diſſenſion about its Merit, when 
the learned World have not unanimouſly decided even the very 
Nature of this Tragedy. For tho' moſt of the Univerſities in 
Europe have honoured it with the Name of Egregium & maxi- 
ni pretii opus, Tragædiis tam antigquis quam" novis longe antepo- 
nendum; nay, Dr. B — hath pronounced, Citins Mævii Ane- 
adem quam Scribleri iſtius Tragædiam hanc crediderim, cujus Au- 
torem Senecam ipſum tradidiſſe haud dubitarim ; and the great 
Profeſſor Burman hath ſtiled Tom Thumb, Heroum omntum Tra- 
gicorum facils Principem. Nay, tho' it hath, among other 
Languages, been tranſlated into Dutch, and celebrated with great 
Applauſe at Amſterdam (where Burleſque never came) by the 
Title of Mynheer Vander Thumb, the mth receiving it 
with that reverent and filent Attention which becameth an 
Audience at a deep Tragedy: Notwithſtanding all this, there 
have not been wanting ſome who have repreſented theſe Scenes in 
a ludicrous Light; and Mr. D hath been heard to ſay, 
with ſome Concern, That he wondered a Tragical and Chriſtian 
Nation would permit a Repreſentation on its Theatre, ſo viſibly 
deſigned to ridicule and extirpate every thing that is Great and 


\ — 


Solemn among us. 
This learned Critick and his Followers were led into ſo 
great an Error by that ſurreptitious and piratical Copy hed 
f A 3 ole 


1 
5 
N 
wa 
4 


TRE F ACHE, 


ſtole laſt Year into the World; with what Injuſtice and Preju- 
dice to our Author, will be acknowledged, I hope, by every one 
who ſhall happily peruſe this genuine and original Copy. Nor 
can I help remarking, to the great Praiſe of our Author, that 
however imperfect the former was, even that faint Reſemblance 
of the true Tom Thumb contained ſufficient Beauties to give 
it a Run of upwards of Forty Nights to the politeſt Autliences. 
But, notwithſtanding that Applauſe which it receiv'd from all 
the beſt Judges, it- was as ſeverely cenſured by ſome few bad 
ones, and I believe, rather maliciouſly than ignorantly, reported 
to have been intended a Burleſque on the loftieſt Parts of Tragedy, 
and deſigned to baniſh, what we generally call Fine Things, 
from the Stage. 

Now, if I can ſet my Country right in an Affair of this Im- 
portance, I ſhall lightly eſteem any Labour which it may coſt, 
And this I the rather undertake, Firſt, as it is indeed in ſome 
meaſure incumbent on me to vindicate myſelf from that ſurrep- 
titious Copy beforementioned, publiſh'd by ſome ill - meaning 
People under my Name : Secondly, as knowing myſelf more 
capable of doing Juſtice to our Author than any other Man, as 
T have given myſelf more Pains to arrive at a thorough Under- 
ſtanding of this little Piece, having for ten Years together read 
nothing elſe; in which time, I think I may modeſtly preſume, 
with the help of my Engliſb Dictionary, to comprehend all the 
Meanings of every Word in it. | | 
But ſhould any Error of my Pen awaken Clariſſ. Bentleium to 
enlighten the World with his Annotations on our Author, I ſhall 
not think that the leaſt Reward or Happineſs ariſing to me from 
theſe my Endeavours. | 

I ſhall wave at preſent what hath cauſed ſuch Feuds in the 
learned World, Whether this Piece was originally written by 
Shakeſpear, tho certainly That, were it true, muſt add a con- 
ſiderable Share to its Merit; eſpecially, with ſuch who are ſo ge- 
nerous as to buy and commend what they never read, from an 
implicit Faith in the Author only: A Faith! which our Age 
abounds in as much, as it can be called deficient in any other. 
Let it ſuffice, that the Tragedy of Tragedies, or, The Life and 
Death of Tom Thumb was written in the Reign of Queen Eli- 
zabeth. Nor can the Objection made by Mr. D——, That the 
Tragedy muſt then have been antecedent to the Hiſtory, have any 
Weight, when we conſider, That tho the Hiftory of Tom Thumb, 
printed by and for Edward Mr, at the Looking-Glaſs on 
Londen-Bridge, be of a later Date, ſtill muſt we ſuppoſe this 
Hiſtory to have been tranſcribed from ſome other, unleſs we 
ſuppoſe the Writer thereof to be inſpired : A Gift very faintly 
contended for by the Writers of our Age. As to this Hiſtory's 
8 N not 
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PREFACE. 


not bearing the Stamp of Second, Third, or Fourth Edition, 
I ſee but little in that Objection; Editions being very uncertain 
Lights to judge of Books by: And perhaps Mr. 1 — r may 
have joined twenty Editions in one, as Mr. C / hath ere 
now divided one into twenty. : 


Nor doth the other Argument, drawn from the little Care our 


Author hath taken to keep up to the Letter of this Hiſtory, carry 


any greater Force. Are there not Inſtances of Plays, wherein 
the Hiſtory is ſo perverted, that we can know the Heroes whom 
they celebrate by no other Marks than their Names : Nay, do 
we not find the ſame Character placed by different Poets in ſuch 
different Lights, that we can diſcover not the leaſt Sameneſs, or 
even Likeneſs in the Features? The Sophonisba of Mairet, and 
of Lee, is a tender, paſſionate, amorous Miſtreſs of Maſiniſſa: 
Cerneille and Mr. Thomſon give her no other Paſſion but the 
Love of her Country, and make her as cool in her Affection to 
e as to Syphax. In the two latter, ſhe reſembles the 
Character of Queen Elizabeth; in the two former, ſhe is the 
Picture of Mary Queen of Scotland. In ſhort, the one Sopho- 
nsba is as different from the other, as the Brutus of Voltaire is 
from the Marius, Jun. of Otway ; or as the Minerva is from the 
Venus of the Ancients 

Let us now proceed to a regular Examination of the Tragedy 
before us, in which I ſhall treat ſeparately of the Fable, the 
Moral, the Characters, the Sentiments, and the Diction. And 
firſt of the | | 

Fable; which I take to be the moſt ſimple imaginable ; and, 
to uſe the Words of an eminent Author, One, regular, and 
* uniform, not charged with a Multiplicity of Incidents, and yet 
* affording ſeveral Revolutions of Fortune; by which the Paſ- 
* fions may be excited, varied, and driven to their full Tumult 
* of Emotion. Nor is the Action of this Tragedy leſs 
great than uniform. The Spring of all is the Love of Tom 
Thumb for Huncamunca ; which cauſed the Quarrel between 
their Majeſties in the firſt Act; the Paſſion of Lord Grizz/e in 
the Second; the Rebellion, Fall of Lord Grizzle, and Glum- 
dalca, Devouring of Tom Thumb by the Cow, and that bloody 
Cataſtrophe, in the Third. 

Nor is the Moral of this excellent Tragedy leſs noble than the 
Fable; it teaches theſe two inſtructive Leſſons, viz. T hat Hu- 
man Happineſs is exceeding tranſient, and, That Death is the 
certain End of all Men; the former whereof is inculcated by 
1 hat End of Tom Thumb; the latter, by that of all the other 

erſonages. | 

The Characters are, I think, ſufficiently deſcribed in the Pra- 
matis Perſonæ; and I believe we ſhall End few Plays, where 
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ERAF ACE 

greater Care is taken to maintain them throughout, and to pre- 
ſerve in every Speech that CharaQteriſtical Mark which diſtin- 
guiſhes them from each other, But (ſays Mr. D-—) how wel! 
< doth the Character of Tom Thumb, whom we muſt call the 
Hero of this Tragedy, if it hath any Hero, agree with the Pre- 
< cepts of Ariſtotle, who defineth Tragedy to be the Imitation of 
4 ſhort, but perfect Action, containing a juſt Greatneſs in itſelf, 
c. What Greatneſs can be in a Fellow, whom Hiſtory re- 
< lateth to have been no higher than a Span? This Gentleman 
feemeth to think, with Serjeant Kite, that the Greatneſs of 
a2 Man's Soul is in proportion to that of his Body, the contrary 

of which is affirmed by our Engliſb Phyſiognominical Writers. 
| Beſides, if F underſtand Ariſtotle right, he 1 only of the 
Greatneſs of the Action, and not of the Perſon. 
As for the Sentiments and the Diction, which now only re. 
Main to be ſpoken to; I thought I could afford them no ſtronger 
Tuſtification, than by producing parallel Paſſages out of the beſt 
of our Enghſh Writers. Whether this Sameneſs of Thought 
and Expreſſion, which I have quoted from them, proceeded from 
an Agreement in their Way of Thinking, or whether they 
have borrowed from our. Author, I leave the Reader to deter- 
mine. I ſhall adventure to affirm this of the Sentiments of our 
Author; That they are generally the moſt familiar which I have 
ever met with, and at the ſame time delivered with the higheſt 
Dignity of Phraſe ; which brings me to ſpeak of his D:#ion, — 
Here I ſhall only beg one Poſtulatum, viz. That the greateſt Per- 
fection of the Language of a Tragedy is, that it is not to be un- 
der ſtood; which granted (as I think it muſt be) it will neceſſarily 
follow, that the only ways to avoid this is by being too high or 
too low for the Underſtanding, which will comprehend every 
thing within its Reach. Thoſe two Extremities of Stile Mr. 
Dryden illuſtrates by the familiar Image of two Inns, which J 
hall term the Aerial and the Subterreſtrial. | 

Horace goes farther, and ſheweth when it is proper to call at 
one of theſe Inns, and when at the other ; 


Telephus Q Peleus, cùm pauper & exul uterque, 
Projucit Ampullas & Seſquipedalia Verba. 


That he approveth of the Se/quipedalia Verba, is plain; for had 
not Telephus & Peleus uſed this ſort of Diction in Proſperity, 
they could not have dropt it in Adverfity. The Aerial Inn, 
therefore (ſays Horace) is proper only to be frequented by Princes 
and other great Men, in the higheſt Affluence of Fortune; the 
Subterreſtrial is appointed for the Entertainment of the poorer 
fort of People only, whom Horace adviſes, 


n———n——dAolere Sermone pedefiri Y 


The 
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The true Meaning of both which Citations is, That Bombaſt is 
the proper Language for Joy, and Doggrel for Grief, the latter 
of which is literally 78 in the Sermo pedęſtris, as the former 
is in the Seſguipedalia Verba. i 

Cicero recommendeth the former of theſe. Quid eff tam fu- 
rioſum vel tragicum quam verborum ſonitus inanis, nulla 7 ara 
Sntentia neque Scientid. What can be ſo proper for Tragedy 
as a Set of big founding Words, ſo contrived together as to con- 
vey no Meaning; which I ſhall one Day or other prove to be 
the Sublime of Longinus. Ovid declareth abſolutely for the latter 
Inn : 

Omne genus ** Gravitate Tragæœdia vincit. 
Tragedy hath of all Writings the greateſt Share in the Bathos, 
which is the Profound of Scriblerus. 

I ſhall not preſume to determine which of theſe two Stiles be 
properer for oa: ———— It ſufficeth, that our Author ex- 
celleth in both. He is very rarely within fight through the whole 
Play, either riſing higher than the Eye of your Underſtanding 
can ſoar, or ſinking lower than it careth to ſtoop. But here it 
may perhaps be obſerved, that I have given more frequent Inſtances 
of Authors who have imitated him in the Sublime, than in the 
contrary, To which I anſwer, Firſt, Bombaſt being properly a 
Redundancy of Genius, Inſtances of this Nature occur in Poets 
whoſe Names do more Honour to our Author, than the Writers 
in the Doggrel, which proceeds from a cool, calm, weighty Way 
of Thinking. Inſtances whereof are moſt frequently to be found 
in Authors of a lower Claſs. Secondly, That the Works of ſuch 
Authors are diffcultly found at all. Thirdly, That it is a very 
hard Task to read them, in order to extract theſe Flowers from 
them. And Laſtly, it is very difficult to tranſplant them at all; 
they being like ſome Flowers of a ny nice Nature, which will 
flouriſh in no Soil but their own : For it is eaſy to tranſcribe a 
Thought, but not the Want of one. The Earl of Hex, for In- 
ſtance, is a little Garden of choice Rarities, whence you can 
ſcarce tranſplant one Line ſo as to preſerve its original Beauty. 
This muſt account to the Reader for his miſſing the Names of 
ſeveral of his Acquaintance, which he had certainly found here, 
had I ever read their Works ; for which, if I have not a juſt 
Eſteem, I can at leaſt ſay with Cicero, Quæ non contemno, qui ppe 
gue nunquam legerim. However, that the Reader may meet 
with due Satisfaction in this Point, I have a young Commentator 
trom the Univerſity, who is reading over all the modern Trage- 
dies, at Five Shillings a Dozen, and collecting all that they have 
ſtole from our Author, which ſhall ſhortly be added as an Appen- 


dix to this Work. 
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Dramatis Perſons. 


King Arthur; A paſſionate ſort of King, Husband to 
Queen Dollallolla, of whom he ſtands a little in Mr. Mullar 
Fear; Father to Huxcamunca, whom he is very . art x 
fond of; and in Love with Glumdulca. | 

Tom Thumb the Great, A little Hero with a great 1 | | 

Soul, ſomething violent in his Temper, which is C Young/erhuyck, 

a little abated by his Love for Huncamunca. 

Ghoſt of Gaffer Thumb, A whimſical ſort of Ghoſt, Mr. Lacy. 

Lord Grizz/e, Extremely zealous for the Liberty of 


the Subject, very cholerick in his Temper, and © Mr. Jones. : 
in Love with Huncamunca. N 2 
2 1 Conjurer, and in ſome ſort Father to Tom eM os 


Noodle, Courtiers in Place, and conſequently of that J Mr. Reynolds. 
Doodle, 5 Party that is uppermoſt. 


Mr. Wathan. 
Foodle, A Courtier that is out of Place, and conſe- ; M 
quently of that Party that is undermoſt. c r. Ares. 
Bailiff, and | N Mr. Peter ſon. 
=" ret dot | the Party of the Plaintiff. Mr. Hick. 
Par/on, Of the Side of the Church. Mr. Watſon. 


WOMEN. 


Queen Dollallolla, Wife to King Arthur, and Mo- 
ther to Huncamunca, a Woman entirely faultleſs, 
ſaving that ſhe is a little given to Drink; a little Mrs. Mullart. 


too much a Virago towards her Husband, and in 
Love with Tom Thumb, 


The Princeſs Huncamunca, Daughter to their Ma- 


jeſties King Arthur and Queen Dollallolla, of a 


very ſweet, gentle, and amorous Diſpoſition, equally > Mrs. Jones. 
in Love with Lord Gr:izz/e and Tom Thumb, and 
deſirous to be married to them both. OY 


Glumaalca, of the Giants, a Captive Queen, belov'd | 
by the King, but in Love with Tom Thumb. © Mrs. Dove. 


Cleora, Maids of Honour, "7 Noodle. 
Muſtac ha, Love with Doodle. 


Courtiers, Guards, Rebels, Drums, Trumpets, Thunder 
and Lightning. 


SCENE the Court of King Arthur, and a Plain 
| thereabouts. 


* 2 


Tom TgUuB he Great. 
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SCENE, zhe Palace. 
DOODLE, NOODLE. 


— 


Beams. 


Corneille recommends ſome 
very remarkable Day wherein to 
fix the Action of a Tragedy. This 

the beſt of our Tragical Writers 

have underſtood to mean a Day 
remarkable for the Serenity of the 

Sky, or what we generally call a 

fine Summer's Day : So that, ac- 

„ cording to this their Expoſition, 


| 


DooDLE. 


SURE fuch a Day as this was never ſeen! 
a The Sun himſelf, on this auſpicious Day, 
Shines like a Beau in a new Birth-Day Suit: 
This down the Seams embroider'd, that the 


All Nature wears one univerſal Grin. Nood. 


the ſame Months are proper for 


Tragedy which are proper for 
Paſtoral. Moſt of our celebrated 
Engliſh Tragedies, as Cato, Ma- 
riamne, Tamerlane, &c. begin with 
their Obſervations on the Morn- 
ing. Lee ſeems to have come the 
neareſt to this beautiful Deſcrip- 
tion of our Authors: 


| The Morning daauns with an unwonted Crimſon, 
The Flowers all odorous ſeem, the Garden Birds 
Sing louder, and the laughing Sun aſcends 


The gaudy Earth with an unuſual brightneſs, 


All Nature ſmitcs. 


Cæſ. Borg. 
M finiſja 
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12 The LIFE and DEATH of 
Nood. This Day, O Mr. Doodle, is a Day 


Indeed — 


—A Day, * we never ſaw before. 


The mighty 3 Thomas Thumb victorious comes 
Millions of Giants crowd his Chariot Wheels, 
+ Giants! to whom the Giants in Guild- hall 


Are 


Maſmiſa in the new Sopbonisba is alſo a Favourite of the Sun; 
| OO n—h: Sun too es, 
As conſcious off my Joy, with broader Eye 
To look abroad the World, and all things ſmile 


Like Sophonisba. 


- Memmon in the Perfian Princeſs | he may not peep on Objects which 
makes the Sun decline riſing, that | would prophane his Brightneſs, 


- — he Morning riſes flow, 


And all thoſe ruday Streaks that us d to paint 
The Day's Approach are loft in Clouds, as if 
The Horrors of the Night had ſent em back, 
To <warm the Sun he ſhould not leave the Sea, 


To peep, &C. 


2 This Line is highly confor- | of the Antients. It hath been co- 
mable to the beautiful Simplicity | pied by almoſt every Modern. 


Not to be is not be in Woe. 


Lowe is not Sin but where tis ſinful Love. 


Nature is Nature, Lælius. 


Men are but Men, wwe did not make ourſelves. 


3 Dr. B——-y reads; The 
mighty Tall-maſt Thumb. Mr. 
s: The mighty Thumb- 
ing Thumb. Mr. 7——4 reads: 
Thundering. I think Thomas more 
agreeable to the great Simplicity 
ſo apparent in our Author. 

4 That learned Hiſtorian Mr, 
$—o—-z, in the third Number 
oll his Criticiſm on our ve 
takes great pains to explode this 
Paſlage. It is, ſays Ye, difficult 
to gueſs what Giants are here 
meant, unleſs the Giant Deſpair 
in the Pilgrim's Progreſs, or the 
Giant Greatneſs in the Royal 
Villain; for I have heard of no 
other ſort of Giants in the Reign 
of King Arthur. Petrus Burma- 


nus makes three Tom Thumbs, one 


In Arthur's Court Tom Thumb did live. 


| 


State of Innocence, 
Don Sebaſtian, 
Sophonisba. 


evenge. 


whereof he ſuppoſes to have been 
the ſame Perſon whom the Greeks 
called Hercules, and that by theſe 
Giants are to be underſtood the 
Centaurs ſlain by that Hero: A- 
nother Tom Thumb he contends to 
have been no other than the Hermes 


Triſmegiftus of the Ancients : The 


third Tom Thumb he places under 
the Reign of King Arthur, to 
which third Tom Thumb, ſays he, 
the Actions of the other two were 
attributed. Now, tho' I know 


that this Opinion is ſupported by 


an Aflertion of Juſtus Lipfeus, Tho- 
mam illum Thumbum non alium 
guam Herculem fuiſſe ſatis conſtaty 
yet ſhall I venture to oppoſe one 
Line of Mr. Midwinter againſt 
them all, 


But 


Tom THU ME the Great, 13 


Are Infant Dwarfs. 


They frown, and foam, and roar, 


While Thumb, regardleſs of their Noiſe, rides on. 


So ſome Cock-$ 


ow, in a Farmer's Yard, 


Hops at the Head of an huge Flock of Turkeys. | 
Bool. When Goody Thumb firſt brought this TH 


forth, 


The Genius of our Land triumphant reign'd ; 
Then, then, Oh Arthur] did thy Genius reign. 
Nood. They tell me it is 5 whiſper'd in the Books 
Of all our Sages, that this mighty Hero, 
By Merlin's Art begot, hath not a Bone 
Within his Skin, but is a Lump of Griſtle. 
Dood. Then *tis a Griſtle of no mortal kind; 
Some God, my Noodle, ſtept into the Place 
Of Gaffer 2. humb, and more than * half begot 


This mighty Tom. 


But "WY ſays Dr. 59, if 
we place Tom Thumb in the Court 
of King Arthur it will be proper 
to place that Court out of Britain, 


Of hideous Giants. 
And in the ſame Canto, 


Mood. 


where no Giants were ever heard 
of. Spencer, in his Fairy- Queen, is 
of another Opinion, where de- 


ſcribing Albion he ſays, 


Far within, a ſalvage Nation dwelt 


Dien Elfar, with tavo Brethren Giants had, 
The one of which had two Heads 


The other three. 
Riſum teneatis, Amici. 

5 To Whiſper in Books, ſays 
Mr. D-—-5, is arrant Nonſenſe. 
I am afraid this learned Man does 
not ſufficiently underſtand the ex- 
tenſive meaning of the Word 


Whiſper. If he had rightly under 


ſtood what is meant by the Senſes 
Whiſp'ring the Soul in the Perſian 


Princeſs, or what Whiſ' ring like 
Winds is in Aurengzebe, _ like 
Thunder in another Author, he 
would have underſtood this. Em- 
melize in Dryden ſees a Voice, but 
ſhe was born blind, which is an 
Excuſe Panthea cannot plead in 
Cyrus, who hears a fight. 


— — Hur Deſcription will ſurpaſs 
All Fiction, Painting, or dumb Shew of Horror, 
That ever Ears yet heard, or Eyes beheld. 


When Mr. D — 5 underſtands theſe he will ne n in 


Books. 


6.— Some Ruffian flept into his Father's Place, 
And more than half begot him: 
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14 The LIE and DEATH of 


Mood. Sure he was ſent Expreſs 
From Heav'n to be the Pillar of our State. 
Tho' ſmall his Body be, fo very ſmall 
A Chairman's Leg is more than twice as large, 
;Yet is his Soul like any Mountain big, 
And as a Mountain once brought forth a Mouſe, 
So doth this Mouſe contain a mighty Mountain. 
Dood. Mountain indeed ! So terrible his Name, 
9 The Giant Nurſes frighten Children with it, 
And cry Tom Thumb is come, and if you are 
Naughty will ſurely take the Child away. 
Nood. But hark ! * theſe Trumpets ſpeak the King's 


* A | 
Dood. He comes moſt luckily for my Petition. 
[Flouriſo, 


Q 22 


BCE N84: - 
King, Queen, Grizzle, Noodle, Doodle, Foodle. 


King. * Let nothing but a Face of Joy appear; 
The Man who frowns this Day ſhall loſe his Head, 


That 
7 For Ulamar ſeems ſent Expreſs from Heaven, 
To civilize this rugged Indian Clime. Liberty Aſſerted. 
8 Omne majus continet in ſe mi- Thumbo, I ſuppoſe he would 


us, fed minus non in ſe majus con- | have cavilled at theſe beautiful 

tinere poteſt, ſays Scaliger in| Lines in the Earl of Eſex; 

Thy moſt inveterate Soul, | 

_ That looks through the foul Priſon of thy Body. 0 


And at thoſe of Dryden, 
The Palace is without too well defign'd ; | 
Conduct me in, for I will view thy Mind. Aurengzebe. A 
9 Mr. Banks hath copied this almoſt Verbatim. | 


E was enough to ſay, here's Eſſex come, | 
Aud Nurſes fill d their Children with the fright. E. of Eſtes. 0 
1 The Trumpet in a Tragedy | Banks in one of his Plays call 
is generally as much as to ſay | it the Trumpet's formal Sound. 
enter King, which makes Mr. | | 
2 Phraortes in the Captives ſeems to have been acquainted with King & 
Arthur. | | 
Proclaim a Feſtival for ſeven Days ſpace, 
Let the Court Hine in all its Pomp and Luſtre, 


Lt 


Tom Tuums the Great. 15 


That he may have no Face to frown withal. 
smile Dollallolla— Ha! what wrinkled Sorrow, 
Hangs, ſits, lies, frowns upon thy knitted Brow ? 
Whence flow thoſe Tears faſt down thy blubber'd Cheeks, 
Like a ſwoln Gutter, guſhing through the Streets? 
Queen. + Exceſs of Joy, my Lord, Toe heard F olks lay, 


_ Tears as certain as Exceſs of 'Grief 
g. If it be ſo let all Men cry for Joy, 
„ik my whole Court be drowned with their Tears 


Nay, 


10 all our Streets reſound with Shouts of Joy; 

Let Mufick's Care-diſpelling Voice be heard; 

The ſumptuous Banquet, and the flowing Goblet 

Shall warm the Cheek, and fill the Heart with Gladuefs 
Aſtarbe all fit Miſtreſs of the Feaſt. 


3 Repentance frowns on thy contracted Brow. Sophonisba. 
Hung on his clouded Brow, I mar d Deſpair. Ibid. 

— 4A ſullen Gloom 

| Scowls on his Brow. Buſiris. 


4 Plato is of this Opinion, and ſo is Mr. Banks ; 


Behold theſe Tears ſprung from freſh Pain and Foy. E. of Eſſex. 


it 5 Theſe Floods are very frequent in the Tragick Authors. 


Near to ſome murmuring Brook Tl lay me down, 
. Whoſe Waters, if they ſhould too Bally flow, ? 
d My Tears ball fell them up till 1 will drown. Lee's Sophonisba. 


ul Pouring forth Tears at ſuch a lawiſh Rate, 0 
That were the World on Fire they might have drown'd . 
The Wrath of Heav'n, and quench'd the mighty Ruin. Mithridates 
One Author changes the Waters of Grief to thoſe of Joy. 


Theſe Tears, that ſprung from Tides of Grief, 
Are now augmented to a Flod of Jay. Cyrus the Great. 


e. Another. 


Turns all the Streams of Hate, and makes them 
In Pity's Channel. ; ow Royal VIE 


One drowns himſelf, 
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— Pig like à Torrent pours me dowy 
Now I am drowning all auithin a Deluge, . Anna Bullen. 
Grus drowns the whole World, 
Our welling Grief 
Shall melt into a Deluge, and the Warld © | 
Shall drown in Tears. Cyrus the * 


16 The LITE and DEATH of 
Nay, till they overflow my utmoſt Land, 
And leave me nothing but the Sea to rule. 

Dood. My Liege, I a Petition have here got. 

King. Petition me no Petitions, Sir, to-day 3 
Let other Hours be ſet apart for Buſineſs. 

To- day it is our Pleaſure to be * drunk, 

And this our Queen ſhall be as drunk as We. 
Queen. (Tho' I already “ half Seas over __ - 

If the capacious Goblet overflow r 

With Arrack-Punch——'tore George! P'Il fee it out; 

Of Rum and Brandy I'll not taſte a Drop. 

King. Tho' Rack, in Punch, Eight Shillings be a Quart, 
And Rum and Brandy be no more than Six, 
Rather than quarrel you ſhall have your Will. [Tr 
But, ha! the Warrior comes; the Great Tom Thumb, 
The little Hero, Giant-killing Boy, 

Preſerver of my Kingdom, is arrived. 


SCENE. ML 


„Tom Thu mb, to them with Officers, Bren and 
Attendants. 


King. Oh] welcome moſt, moſt welcome to my = 
at 


he cavils at in the Mouth of M.. 


ets, 


6 1 Expreſſion vaſtly beneath 
the Dignity of Tragedy, ſays Mr. | thridates leſs properly uſed, and 
D——-5, yet we find the Word | applied to a more terrible Idea; 

1 awould be drunk with Death. Mithrid, 
The Author of the new Sophonisba j and uſes it pretty —_ to the 
taketh hold of this Monoſyllable, | ſame: purpole : 


The Carthaginian Sword with Roman Blood 

Was drunk. 
I would ask Mr. 12 drunken King, or a drunken 
which gives him As beſt Idea, | Sword ? 


Mr. Tate dreſſes up King Arthur's Reſolution in Heroick ; 


Merry, my Lord, oth Captain's Humour night, 
Jam reſoly'd to be dead drunk to Nj 20t. 


Lee alſo uſes this charming Word; 


Lowe's the Drunkenneſs of the Mind. 
7 Dryden hath borrowed this, and ee it improperly; 
Pm half Seas ver in Death. - Cleom. 


This Figure is in great uſe among the Tragedians ; 


"Tis 


Gloriana. 


| 


TOM TRHU MR the Great. 17 


What Gratitude can thank away the Debt 
Your Valour lays upon me? | 


Dueen. ————? Oh! ye Gods! Aide. 


Thumb. When l'm not thank'd at all Pm thank'd 
enough, | | 

: I've done my Duty, and I've done no more. 

Queen. Was ever ſuch a Godlike Creature ſeen! [ Afide, 
King. Thy Modeſty's a Candle to thy Merit, 

It ſhines itſelf, and ſhews thy Merit too. 

But ſay, my Boy, where didſt thou leave the Giants? 
Thumb. My Liege, without the Caſtle Gates they ſtand, 


| The Caſtle Gates too low for their Admittance, 


King. What look they like ? 
Thumb. Like Nothing but Themſelves. 
9uten. 3 And ſure thou art like nothing but Thyſelf. 
King. Enough ! the vaſt Idea fills my Soul. [ Afide, 
] ſee them, yes, I ſee them now before me: 
The monſtrous, ugly, barb'rous Sons of Whores. 
But, Ha! what Form Majeſtick ſtrikes our Eyes? 
+ So perfect, that it ſeems to have been drawn 


By 
'Tis therefore, therefore tis. | | Victim. 
long, repent, repent and long again. Buſiris. 


9 A Tragical Exclamation. 
1 This Line is copied verbatim in the Captives. 


2 We find a Candleſtick for this Candle in two celebrated Authors : 
Each Star withdraws | | 


His golden Head, and burns within the S ocket. | Nero. 
A Soul grown old and funk into the Socket. Sebaſtian, 


This Smile occurs very frequently among the Dramatick Writers 
of both Kinds. | 


+ Mr. Les hath ſtolen this Thought from our Author; 

mn his perfect Face, drawn by the Gods in Council, 

Which they avere long a making. Luc. Jun. Brut. 
4. his Birth the heavenly Council paus d, | | 
And then at laſt cry'd out ! This is a Man! 


Dryden hath improved this Hint to the utmoſt Perfection: 


So perfe that the very Gods, who form'd you, abonder d 
At their own Skill, and cry d, A lucky Hit 
Has mended our Deſign! Their E 7 hiudred, 
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18 The LIE ond DEATH Sf 
By all the Gods in Council : So fair ſhe is, 

That ſurely at her Birth the Council paus'd, 
And then at length cry'd out, This is a Woman ! 
Thumb. Then were the Gods. miſtaken—She is not 
A Woman, but a Gianteſs whom we, 

5 With much ado, have made a ſhift to hawl 

Within the Town; © tor ſhe is by a Foot 

Shorter than all her Subje& Giants were. 

Glum. We yeſterday were both a Queen and Wife, 
One hundred thouſand Giants own'd our Sway, 
Twenty whereof were married to ourlſelf. 

Queen. Oh! happy State of Giantiſm—-where Husbands 
Like Muſhrooms grow, whilſt hapleſs we are forc'd 
To be content, nay, happy thought with one. 

Slum. But then to loſe them all in one black Day, 
That the ſame Sun, which riſing, ſaw me Wife 
To Twenty Giants, ſetting, ſhould behold 
Me widow'd of them all.— 7 My worn out Heart, 
That Ship, leaks faſt, and the great heavy Lading, 
My Soul, will quickly ſink; 

Queen. Madam, believe 
I view your Sorrows with a Woman's Eye; 

But learn to bear them with what Strength you may, 
To-morrow we will have our Grenadiers Drawn 
Or you had been Immortal, and a Pattern, 


ben Heaven would work for Oftentation ſake, 
To copy out again. 5 All for Love. 


Banks prefers the Works of Michael Angelo to that of the Gods; 
A Pattern for the Gods to make a Man by, | 
Or Michael Angelo 2 form a Statue. 


5 It is impoſſible, ſays Mr, W———, ſufficiently to admire thu 
natural eaſy Line. 

6 This Tragedy, which in moſt | deſcribed higher by the Head than 
Points reſembles the Ancients, | their Followers, the contrary 
differs from them in this, that it |which is obſerv'd by our Author: 
aſſigns the ſame Honour to Low- In ſhort to exceed on either ſide 13 
neſs of Stature, which they did to | equally admirable, and a Man of 
Height. The Gods and Heroes in | three Foot is as wonderful a ſight 
Homer and Virgil are continually-l as a Man of nine. 


7 My Blood leaks faft, and the great heavy lading 
My Soul will quickly fink. ; 


Mithrid. 


My Soul is like -a Ship. Injurd r 


* 
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ve. 
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Drawn out before you, and you then ſhall chooſe 
What Husbands you think fit. 
Glum. 5 Madam, I am 
Your moſt obedient, and moſt humble Servant. 
King. Think, mighty Princeſs, think this Court your own, 
Nor think the Landlord me, this Houſe my Inn 
Call for whate er you will you'll Nothing pay. 
9 I feel a ſudden Pain within my Breaſt, 
Nor know I whether it ariſe from Love, | 
Or only the Wind-Colick. Time muſt ſhew, 
Oh Thumb ! what do we to thy Valour owe ? 
Ask ſome Reward, great as we can beſtow. 
Thumb. * 1 ask not Kingdoms, I can conquer thoſe, 
I ask not Moneys Money I've enough; 
For what I've done, and what I mean to do, 
For Giants ſlain, and Giants yet unborn, 
Which I will ſlay——if this be calPd a Debt, 
Take my Receipt in full——1 ask but this, 
To Sun myſelf in Huncamunca's Eyes. 
King. Prodigious bold Requeſt. Ale. 
Queen. Be ſtill, my Soul. 4 
Thumb, My Heart is at the Threſhold of your * 
8 This well-bred Line ſeems to be copied in the Perfian Princſi; 
To be your bumbleſt, and moſt faithful Slave. 


9 This Doubt of the King | of Feet is miſtaken for the Ruſt- 
puts me in mind of a Paſlage | ling of Leaves., 
in the Captives, where the Noiſe 


— - Ietbinùs I bear 
The found of Feet; 


No, 'twas the Wind that ſhook yon Cypreſs Boughs. 


" Mr. Dryden ſeems to have had this Paſſage in his Eye in the firſt 
Page of Lowe Triumphant. 


Don Carlos in the Revenge ſuns himſelf in the Charms of his 
Miſtreſs, | 


While in the Luftre of her Charms I lay. 
3 A Tragical Phraſe much in uſe. | 
This Speech hath been taken | thors, who ſeem to have rifled it 


to pieces by ſeveral Tragical Au- | and ſhared its Beauties among them... 


My Soul waits at the Portal of thy Breaſt, 
To raviſh from thy Lips the welcome News, Anna Bullen. 
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And waits its anſwer there Oh! do not frown, . 
I've try'd, to Reaſon's Tune, to tune my Soul, 
But Love did overwind and crack the String. 
Tho' Fove in Thunder had cry'd out, You Sran'r, 
I ſhould have lov'd her ſtill——for oh ſtrange Fate, 
Then when I lov'd her leaſt I lov'd her moſt! 
King. It is refolv'd——the Princeſs is your own. 
Thumb. Oh! happy, happy, happy, happy, Thumb! 
Queen. Conſider, Sir, reward your Soldiers Merit, 
But give not Huncamunca to Tom Thumb. | 
King. Tom Thumb ! Odzooks, my wide extended Realm 
Knows not a Name ſo glorious as Tom Thumb. 
Let Macedonia Alexander boaſt, 
Loet Rome her Cæſar's and her Scipis's ſhow, 
Her Meſſieurs France, let Holland boaſt Mynbeers, 
Ireland her O's, her Mac's let Scotland boaſt, | 
Let England boaſt no other than Tom Thumb. 
Qucen. Tho' greater yet his boaſted Merit was, 
He ſhall not have my Daughter, that is Pos'. 
. King. Ha! ſayſt thou, Dollallolla ! 
ueen, ——1I ſay he ſhan't. 
King. Then by our Royal Self we ſwear you lie. 
Queen. Who but a Dog, who but a Dog 
Would uſe me as thou doſt? Me, who have lain 


„ ing ide: 
1 8 1 ſo loving by thy Side; But 
My Soul ſtands lifining at my Ears. Cyrus the Great. 
Love to his Tune my jarring Heart would bring, 


But Reaſon overwinds and cracks the String. D. of Guiſe, 

—— — ſhou'd have lowv'd, 

Tho” Jove in muttering Thunder had forbid it. New Sophonisba, 
And when it (my Heart) wild reſolves to love no more, | 


Then is the Triumph of exceſſive Love. Ibidem. 
Ma ſiniſſa is one fourth leſs happy than Tom Thumb. 
Oh ! happy, happy, happy. c Ibidem. 


6 No by myſelf. Anna Bullen. 
72 — — ] bo Cans d, | 
N, dreadful Revolution in my Fate, | : 
Ulamar. Who but a Dog, who but a Dog? Liberty Aſſerted. 
"JF A Bride, | 


- Wha tawenty Years lay loving by your Side. 1 
"DP 
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But I will be reveng'd. I'll hang myſelf, 

Then tremble all who did this Match perſuade, 

9 For riding on a Cat from high Pll fall, 

And ſquirt down Royal Vengeance on you all. 
Food. Her Majeſty the Queen is in a Paſſion. 
King. Be ſhe, or be ſhe not [11 to the Girl 

And pave thy Way, oh Thumb. —Now by ourlſelf, 

We were indeed a pretty King of Clouts 

To truckle to her Will For when by Force 


Or Art the Wife her Husband over- reaches, 


Give him the Petticoat, and her the Breeches. 
Thumb. * Whiſper ye Winds, that Huncamunca's mine; 
Echoes repeat, that Huncamunca's mine 
The dreadful Bus'neſs of the War is o'er, 
And Beauty, heav'nly Beauty ! crowns my Toils; 
Pve thrown the bloody Garment now aſide, 
And Hymeneal Sweets invite my Bride. 
So when ſome Chimney-Sweeper all the Day, 
Hath through dark Paths purſu'd the ſooty Way, 
At Night, to waſh his Hands and Face he flies, 


And in his tother Shirt with his Brickdaſta lies. 


S 


Grizzle ſolus. | 


+ Where art thou Grizz/e ! where are now thy Glories ? 
Where are the Drums that waken thee to Honour ? 

5 ä | Greatneſs 

9 For born upon a Cloud from high Tl fall, | 

And rain dawn Royal Vengeance on you all. Albion Queens, 


1 An Information very like | tormed in the moſt violent 
this we have in the Traged) | manner, Cyaxares obſerves very 
of Love, where Cyrus having | calmly, : 


IW hy, Nephew Cyrus ——you are mov'd. 


2 is in your choice, | 

Lowe — or love me not. Conqueſt of Granada. 

There is not one Beauty in] been borrowed by almoſt every 
this Charming Speech, but hath | Tragick Writer. 


+ Mr. Banks has (I wiſh I could not ſay too ſervilely) imitated this 
of Grizzle in his Earl of Eſſex. | 
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Where art thou Eſſex, Cc. 
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Greatneſs is a lac'd Coat from Monmouth-Street, 
Which Fortune lends us for a Day to wear, 
To-morrow puts it on another's Back. 

The ſpiteful Sun but yeſterday ſurvey'd 

His Rival high as Saint Paul's Cupola ; 

Now may he ſee me as Fleet-Ditch laid low. 


8 C E NE V. 


Queen, Grizzle. 


Queen. Teach me to ſcold, prodigious- minded Grixale. 

Mountain of Treaſon, ugly as the Devil, 

Teach this confounded-hateful Mouth of mine 

To ſpout forth Words malicious as thyſelf, | 

Words, which might ſhame all Bling/gate to ſpeak. 
Griz. Far be it from my Pride to think my Tongue 

Your Royal Lips can in that Art inſtruct, 

Wherein you ſo excel. But may I ask, 

Without Offence, wherefore my Queen would ſcold ? 
Queen. Wherefore, Oh! Blood and Thunder! han't 

you heard 1 

(What ev'ry Corner of the Court reſounds) 

That little Thumb will be a great Man made. 

Grix. I heard it, I confeſs—-for who, alas 

Can always ſtop his Ears but wou'd my Teeth, 

By grinding Knives, had firſt been ſet on Edge. 
Queen. Would I had heard, at the ſtill Noon of Night, 
The Hallaloo of Fire in every Street ! 

Odsbobs! I have a mind to hang myſelf, 

To think I ſhou'd a Grandmother be made 

By ſuch a Raſcal. Sure the King forgets, 

When in a Pudding, by his Mother put, 

The Baſtard, by a Tinker, on a Stile 

Was drop'd. O, good Lord Grizz/e ! can I bear 

To ſee him from a Pudding mount the Throne? 0 


The Counteſs of Nottingham in the Earl of E/ex is apparently 
acquainted with Dollallolla. | : 


6 Grizzle was not probably poſſeſſed of that Glew of which 
Mr. Banks ſpeaks in his Cyrus. 


PII glew my Ears to ery ward, | 7 Screech- 


_ 


2 


doth not give one ſo clear an 
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Or can, Oh can! my Huncamunca bear | 


To take a Pudding's Offspring to her Arms ? 


Griz.-Oh Horror! Horror! Horror! ceaſe, my Queen, 
7 Thy Voice, like twenty Screech-Owls, wracks my Brain. 
Queen. Then rouſe thy Spirit - we may yet prevent 
This hated Match. | 
Griz, ——We will *, not Fate itſelf, > 
Should it conſpire with Thomas Thumb, ſhould cauſe it, 
I'll fwim through Seas; P11 ride upon the Clouds; 
Pl dig the Earth; PI blow out ev'ry Fire; 
Pl rave; I'll rant: Plt riſe; I'll ruſh; I'll roar, C 


Fierce as the Man whom? ſmiling Dolphins bore, 
From the Proſaick to Poetick Shore. 
Fl] tear the Scoundrel into twenty Pieces. 
Queen. Oh, no! prevent the Match, but hurt him not 
For, tho? I would not have him have my Daughter, 


| Yet can we kill the Man that kill'd the Giants? 


. Griz. I tell you, Madam, it was all a Trick, 

He made the Giants firſt, and then he kill'd them; 

As Fox-hunters bring Foxes to the Wood, 

And then with Hounds they drive them out again. 
Queen. How ! have you ſeen no Giants? Are there not 

Now, in the Yard, ten thouſand proper Giants? 
Griz. * Indeed I cannot poſitively tell, 

But firmly do believe there is not One. Queen. 


7 Screech-Owls, dark Ramens and amphibious el | 
Are ſcreaming in that Voice. ary Q. of Scots. 

3 The Reader may ſee all the Beauties of this Speech in a late Ode 
called the Nawal Lyrick. | Y | 

9 This Epithet to a + pe than a flying Fiſh, Mr, Dry- 

den is of Opinion, that — 
Idea as were to be wiſhed, | is the Property of Reaſon, an 
a ſmiling Fiſh ſeeming a little | that no irrational Creature can 
more difficult to be imagined | ſmile, 

Smiles not allowed to Beaſts from Reaſon move. State of Innocence, 
Pt. Lines are written in the ſame Key with thoſe in the Earl 
of EEx. : 

Why ſayft thou fo, I love thee wwell, indeed 
J to, and thou ſhalt find by this, tis true. 
Or with this in Cyrus ; 
The moſt heroick Mind that ever was. 
And with above half of the modern Tragedies. : 
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Queen. Hence! from my Sight! thou Traitor, hie away; 8 
By all my Stars! thou envieſt Tom Thumb. Wi 
Go, Sirrah! go, hie away! hie thou art She 
A ſetting Dog, be gone. At 


Griz. Madam, I go. 
Tom Thumb ſhall feel the Vengeance you have rais'd : 
So, when two Dogs are fighting in the Streets, 
With a third Dog, one of the two Dogs meets, 
With angry Teeth he bites him to the Bone, 
And this Dog ſmarts for what that Dog had done. 
ET 5 NE: VE 
Queen ſola. 
And whither ſhall I go ? ———Alack-a-day ! 
I love Tom Thumb———but muſt not tell him ſo; 3 
For what's a Woman when her Virtue's gone? 
A Coat without its Lace; Wig out of Buckle; 
A Stocking with a Hole in't —] can't live 
Without my Virtue, or without Tom Thumb. 
3 Then let me weigh them in two equal Scales, 
In this Scale put my Virtue, that, Tom Thumb. 
Alas! Tom Thumb is heavier than my Virtue. 
But hold! - perhaps I may be left a Widow: 
This Match prevented, then Tom Thumb is mine : 
In that dear Hope I will forget my Pain, So, 


> Ariſtotle in that excellent j Terms of Art, however coarſe 
Work of his, which is very | or even indecent they may 
juſtly ſtiled his Maſter - piece, | be. Mr. Tate is of the ſame 
earneſtly recommends uſing the I Opinion. 
Bru. Do not, like young Hawks, fetch à Courſe about, 
Your Game flies fair. 
Fra, Do not fear it. 
He anſwers you in your own Hawking Phraſe, Injur'd Love. 
I think theſe two great Authori- | Hie away, hie; when'in the ſame 
ties are ſufficient to juſtify Dol- | Line ſhe ſays ſhe is ſpeaking to a [ 
lallolla in the uſe of the Phraſe--- | ſetting Dog. 1 
3 We meet with ſuch another Pair of Scales in Dryden's King 
Arthur. 
Arthur and Oſwald, and their different Fates 
Are weighing now within the Scales of Heaven, 
Alſo in Sebaſtian. 


This Hour my Lot is weighing in the Scales, 1 The 


6 
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7; So, when ſome Wench to Tot hill-Bridetell's ſent 
With beating Hemp and Flogging ſhe's content, 
She hopes in time to eaſe her preſent Pain, 
At length is free, and walks the Streets again. 
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Acne 
SCENE The Street. 


Bailiff, Follower. 


Bail. O ME on, my truſty Follower, come on, 
This Day diſcharge thy Duty, and at Night 
A Double Mug of Beer and Beer ſhall glad thee. 
Stand here by me, this Way muſt Noodle paſs. 
Follow. No more, no more, Oh Bailiff! every Word 
Inſpires my Soul with Virtue.— Oh! I long 
To meet the Enemy in the Street—and nab him : 
To lay arreſting Hands upon his Back, 
And drag him trembling to the Spunging-Houle. 
Bail. There, when I have him, I will ſpunge upon him. 
Oh! glorious Thought! by the Sun, Moon and Stars, 
I will enjoy it, tho? it be in Thought 
Yes, yes, my Follower, I will enjoy it. 
Follow. Enjoy it then ſome other time, for now 
1 Our Prey approaches. 
Bail. Let us retire. 


S. C EN E IE 


1 Tom Thumb, Noodle, Bailiff, Follower. 
ne Thumb. Truſt me, my Noodle, T am wondrous fick ; 
a For tho? I love the gentle Huncamunca, 


Yet at the Thought of Marriage I grow pale ; For 


leaſt Reſemblance to our. Author 
in his Diction, I am unwill- 
ing to imagine he would con- 
deſcend to copy him in this Parti- 
cular, | 


| 

's Mr. Rowe is generally ima- 
gin'd to have taken ſome Hints 
from this Scene in his Character 
of Bajazet ; but as he, of all 


the Tragick Writers, bears the 


he "Ts 
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For Oh! — * but ſwear thouPt keep it ever ſecret, 
I will unfold a Tale will make thee ſtare. 
Nood. I ſwear by lovely Huncamunca's Charms. 
Thumb. Then know —— 3 my Grand-mamma hath 


often ſaid, 


Tom Thumb, beware of Marriage. 


Nood. Sir, I bluſh 


To think a Warrior, great in Arms as „du, 
Should be affrighted by his Grand- mamma; 
Can an old Woman's empty Dreams deter 
The blooming Hero from the Virgin's Arms ? 
Think of the Joy that will your Soul alarm, 
When in her fond Embraces clasp'd you lie, 
While on her panting Breaſt diſſolv'd in Bliſs, 
You pour out all Tom Thumb in every Kiſs. | 
Thumb. Oh! Noodle, thou haſt fird my eager Soul; 
Spite of my Grandmother ſhe ſhall be mine ; 
Pl! hug, careſs, I'Il eat her up with Love: 
Whole Days, and Nights, and Years ſhall be too ſhort 
For our Enjoyment, every Sun ſhall riſe 
+ Bluſhing, to ſee us in our Bed together. 


Nood, 


2 This Method of ſurpriſing | then balking it, hath been prac 


an Audience by raiſing their Ex- 
pectation to the higheſt Pitch, and 


3 Almeyada in Sebaſtian is in the ſame Diſtreſs ; 
Sometimes methinks ] hear the Groan of Ghoſts, 
Thin hollow Sounds and lamentable Screams; 
Then, like a dying Echo from afar, 

My Mother's Voice that cries, wed not Almeyda; 
Forewarn'd, Almeyda, Marriage is thy Crime. 


+ As very well he may if 


he hath any Modeſty in him, 
ſays Mr. D———s. The Au- 
thor of Buſiris is extremely zeal- 
ous to prevent the Sun's bluſh- 


tis'd with great Succeſs by moſt qc 
our Tragical Authors. 


ing at any indecent Object; and 
therefore on all ſuch Occaſion: 
he addreſſes himſelf to the Sun, 
and deſires him to keep out 0 
| the way, 


Riſe never more, O Sun! let Night prevail, 
Eternal Darkneſs cloſe the world's wide Scene. | Bufirs, 
Sun, hide thy Face, and put the World in Mourning, Ibid, 


Mr. Banks makes the Sun per- 
form the Office of Hymen ; and 


| therefore not likely to be diſguſted 


at ſuch a Sight; 


The Sun ſets forth like a gay Brideman with you, Mary Qof how 
; Neu 


W 
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Nood. Oh, Sir! this Purpoſe of your Soul purſue. 
Bail. Oh, Sir! I have an Action againſt you. 
Nood. At whole Suit is it? 
Bail. At your Taylor's, Sir. 
our Taylor put this Warrant in my Hands, 
And I arreſt you, Sir, at his Commands. 
Thumb. Ha! Dogs! Arreſt my Friend before my Face! 
hink you Tom Thumb will ſuffer this Diſgrace ! 
But let vain Cowards threaten by their Word, 
Zam Thumb ſhall ſhew his Anger by his Sword. 
[ Kills the Bailiff and his Follower. 
Bail. Oh, I am lain! | 
Follow. IJ am murdered alſo, 
\nd to the Shades, the diſmal Shades below, 
My Bailiff's faithful Follower I go. 
Nood. 5 Go then to Hell like Raſcals as you are, 
And give our Service to the Bailiffs there. - 


Thumb. Thus periſh all the Bailiffs in the Land, 


lath 


al 


ort ¶ rin Debtors at Noon- day ſhall walk the Streets, 
And no one fear a Bailiff or his Writ. 

ood, 8 | : 

Prac- S E N E HI. 

olt of 


The Princeſs Huncamunea's Apartment. 


Huncamunca, Cleora, Muſtacha. 
Hunc. Give me ſome Muſick— ſee that it be ſad. 


Cleora /ings. 
Cupid, eaſe a Love-fick Maid, 


h nd 6 . . | 
*. Bring thy Quiver to her did; 
* With equal Ardor wound the Swain : 
ut of Beauty ſhould never ſigh in vain. 
Let 
5 Neurmahal ſends the ſame Meſſage to Heaven; 
zi, For I would have yeu, when you upwards move, | 
= Speak kindly of us to our Friends above. Aurengzebe. 


We find another to Hell, in the Perſian Princeſs; 
EL Villain, get thee down 
COS: To Hell, and tell them that the Fray's begun. 


Neur- i 
Pur Anthony gives the ſame Command in the ſame Words. Oh! 
% 7 
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| | II. 
Loet him feel the pleaſing Smart, 
Drive thy Arrow thro* his Heart; 
When One you wound, you then deſtroy ; 
When Both you kill, you kill with Foy. 

Hunc. 7 O, Tom Thumb ! Tom Thumb! wherefore art 

| thou Tom Thumb? 
Why hadſt thou not been born of Royal Race? 
Why had not mighty Bantam been thy Father ? 
Or elſe the King of Brentford, Old or New ? 

Muſt. I am fſurpris'd that your Highneſs can give your- 
ſelf a Moment's Uneaſineſs about that little inſignificant 
Fellow, Tom Thumb the Great——One properer for a 
Play-thing, than a Husband 
his Horns ſhould be as long as his Body.——If you had 
fallen in Love with a Grenadier, I ſhould not have won- 
der'd at it If you had fallen in Love with Something; 
but to fall in Love with Nothing 

Hunc. Ceaſe, my Muſtacha, on thy Duty ceaſe. 

The Zephyr, when in flow'ry Vales it plays, 
Is not ſo ſoft, ſo ſweet as Thummy's Breath. 
The Dove is not ſo gentle to its Mate. 

Muſt. The Dove is every bit as proper for a Husband. 
Alas! Madam, there's not a Beau about the Court 
looks ſo little like a Man He is a perfect Butterfly, a 
Thing without Subſtance, and almoſt without Shadow too. 

Hunc. This Rudeneſs is unſeaſonable, deſiſt; 

Or I ſhall think this Railing comes from Love. 
Tom Thumb's a Creature of that charming Form, 


That no one can abuſe, unleſs they love him. 
Muſt. Madam, the King. 


N 


Ning, Huncamunca. 


King. Let all but Huncamunca leave the Rom. 
I Exe. Cleora and Muſtacha. 
Daughter 


7 Oh! Marius, Marius, wherefore art thou Marius? Otway's Marius. 
3 Nothing is more common than theſe ſeemingContradictions; ſuch as, 
Baughty Weakneſs. PI OY Victim. 

Great ſinall World. Noah's F _ 


Lee 


Were he my Husband 


Y” puck — big Ä _ MF, 


as 
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Daughter, I have obſerv'd of late ſome Grief 
Unuſual in your Countenance——your Eyes, 
9 That, like two open Windows, us'd to ſhew 
The lovely Beauty of the Rooms within, 
Have now two Blinds before them-—What is the Cauſe ? 
Say, have you not enough of Meat and Drink ? 
We've giv*n ſtrict Orders not to have you ſtinted. 
Hunc. Alas! my Lord, I value not myſelf, 
That once I eat two Fowls and halt a Pig ; 
small is that Praiſe ; but oh! a Maid may want 
What ſhe can neither eat nor drink. 
King. What's that? | 
Hunc. O ſpare my Bluſhes ; but I mean a Husband. 
King. If that be all, I have provided one, 
A Husband great in Arms, whoſe warlike Sword 


| Streams 
5 Lee hath improv'd this Metaphor. 
Doft thou not view Joy peeping from my Eyes, 
The Caſements open'd wide to gaze on thee ? 
So Rome's glad Citizens to Windows riſe, | 
When they ſome young Triumpher fain would ſee. Gloriana. 


1 Almahide hath the ſame Contempt for theſe Appetites ; 
To eat and drink can no Perfection be. Conqueſt of Granada, 
The Earl of Ehex is of a dif- | place the chief Happineſs of a Ge- 
ferent Opinion, and ſeems to | neral therein. 
Were but Commanders half ſo well rewarded, Tas: 
Then they might eat. Banks's Earl of Eſſex. 
But if we may believe 1. Eating to be an Affair of more 


who knows more than either, moment than is generally ima- 
the Devil himſelf ; we ſhall find J gined. 


Gods are immortal only by their Food. Lucifer in the State of Innocence. 


2 This Expreſſion is enough man of no abandon'd Character 
of itſelf (ſays Mr. D-——-s) ut- | in Dryden adventuring farther, 
terly to deſtroy the Character of | and thus excuſing herſelf; 
Huncamunca ; yet we find a Wo- 

To ſpeak our Wiſhes firſt, forbid it Pride, 
Forbid it Modeſty : True, they forbid it, 
But Nature does not, when ave are athirſt, 
Or hungry, will imperious Nature ſtay, 
Nor eat, nor drink, before tis bid fall on. 
Caſſandra ſpeaks before ſhe is asked. Huncamunca afterwards. 
Caſſandra ſpeaks her Wiſhes to her Lover, 
Huncamunca od to her Father, 


A 


Cleomenes. 
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Streams with the yellow Blood of ſlaughter'd Giants. 
Whoſe Name in Terrd Incognitd is known, 
Whoſe Valour, Wiſdom, Virtue make a Noiſe, 
Great as the Kettle-Drums of twenty Armies. 
Hunc. Whom does my Royal Father mean? 
King. Tom Thumb. | 
Hunt. Is it poſſible? 
King. Ha! the Window-Blinds are gone, 
3 A Country-Dance of Joy is in your Face, 
Your Eyes ſpit Fire, your Cheeks grow red as Beef. 
Hunc. O, there's a Magick-muſick in that Sound, 
Enough to turn me into Beef indeed. 
Yes, I will own, ſince licens'd by your Word, 
Fil own Tom Thumb the Cauſe of all my Griet. 
For him I've ſigh'd, I've wept, I've gnaw'd my Sheets. 
King. Oh! thou ſhalt gnaw thy tender Sheets no more, 
A Husband thou ſhalt have to mumble now. | 
Hunc. Oh | happy Sound! henceforth let no one tell 


That Huncamunca ſhall lead Apes in Hell. 
Oh! I am overjoy'd ! 


King. I ſee thou art. | 
+ Joy lightens in thy Eyes, and thunders from thy Brows; 
Tranſports, like Lightning, dart along thy Soul, 
As Small-ſhot thro* a Hedge. 

Hunc. Oh! fay not ſmall. 

King. This happy News ſhall on our Tongue ride Poſt, 
Ourſelf we bear the happy News to Thumb. e 
Yet think not, Daughter, that your powerful Charms 
Muſt ſtill detain the Hero from his Arms; 

Various his Duty, various his Delight; 
Now is his turn to kiſs, and now to fight; | 
And now to kiſs again. So, mighty 5 Fove, When 
Her Eyes refiſileſs Magick bear, | 
g H Pap 2 5 A gan N there. Lee's Sophonisb3. 


4 Mr. Dennis in that excellent one a Stroke to the late French 
Tragedy, call'd Liberty Aſerted, King, hath frequent Imitations of 
which is thought to have given ſo | this beautifulSpeechof King 4r/4»; 
Conqueſt light ning in his Eyes, and thund ring in his Arm. 
Joy lighten'd in her Eyes. | 
Joys like Light ning dart along my Soul. 
5 Jove, with exceſſive Thund ring id above, Com: 


—— 


WS; 


oſt, 
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When with exceſſive Thund'ring tir'd above, 


Comes down to Earth, and takes a Bit——and then 
Flies to his Trade of Thund'ring back again. 


„ 
Grizzle, Huncamunca. 

s Griz. Oh! Huncamunca, Huncamunca, oh! 
Thy pouting Breaſts, like Kettle-Drums of Braſs, 
Beat everlaſting loud Alarms of Joy; 
As bright as Braſs they are, and oh, as hard; 
Oh Huncamunca, Huncamunca ! ot 

Hunc. Ha! doſt thou know me, Princeſs as I am, 
That thus of me you dare to make your Game. 

Griz. Oh Huncamunca, well I know that you 


A Princeſs are, and a King's Daughter too; | 
But Love no Meanneſs ſcorns, no Grandeur fears ; 0 


Love often Lords into the Cellar bears, 
And bids the ſturdy Porter come up Stairs. 


For what's too high for Love, or what's too low ? 


Oh Huncamunca, Huncamunca, oh! 

Hunc. But granting all you ſay of Love were true, 
My Love, alas! is to another due! 
In vain to me a Suitoring you come, 
For Pm already promis'd to Tom Thumb. 

Griz. And can my Princeſs ſuch a Durgen wed, 
One fitter for your Pocket than your Bed! 
Advis d by me, the worthleſs Baby ſhun, 


Or you will ne'er be brought to Bed of one. Oh 
Comes down for Eaſe, enjoys a Nymph, and then ; 
Mounts dreadful, and to Thund"ring goes again. Gloriana. 


5s This beautiful Line, which | ten in Gold, is imitated in the New 
ought, ſays Mr. J——to be writ- | Sophonisba ; 
Oh ! Sophonisba, Sophonisha, oh! 
Oh! Narva, Narwa, oh 
The Author of a Song, called Duke upon Duke, hath improv'd i it. 
Alas! O Nick, O Nick, alas! 
Where by the Help of a little falſe Spelling, you have two Mean- 
ings in the repeated Words. 


7 Edith, in che Bloody Brother, ſpeaks | to her Lover in the ſame fa- 


miliar Language; | 
Your Grace 15 full of Game. 8 Traverſe 


32 — TOY 
Oh take me to thy Arms, and never flinch, 
Who am a Man by Jupiter ev*ry Inch. 
Then while in Joys together loſt we lie, 
F'll preſs thy Soul while Gods ſtand wiſhing by. 
Hunc. If, Sir, what you inſinuate you prove, 
All Obſtacles of Promiſe you remove ; 
For all Engagements to a Man muſt fall, 
Wheae'er that Man is prov'd no Man at All. 
Griz. Oh let him ſeek ſome Dwarf, ſome Fairy Miſs, 
Where no Joint- ſtool muſt lift him to the Kiſs. 
But by the Stars and Glory you appear 
Much fitter for a Pruſſian Grenadier ; 
One Globe alone on Atlas Shoulders reſts, 
Two Globes are leſs than Huncamunca's Breaſts : 
The Milky-way is not ſo white, that's flat, 
And ſure thy Breaſts are full as large as that. 
Hunc. Oh, Sir, fo ſtrong your Eloquence I find, 
It is impoſſible to be unkind. 
Griz. Ah! ſpeak that o'er again, and let the 9 Sound 
From one Pole to another Pole rebound ; 
The Earth and Sky each be a Battledoor, 
And keep the Sound, that Shuttlecock, up an Hour; ; 
To Doctors Commons for a Licence I, 
Swift as an Arrow from a Bow will fly. 
Hunc. Oh no! leſt ſome Diſaſter we ſhould meet, 
*F'were better to be marry'd at the Fleet. 
Griz, Forbid it, all ye Powers, a Princeſs mould 
By that vile Place contaminate her Blood; 
My quick Return ſhall to my Charmer prove 
I travel on the * Poſt-Horſes of Love. Hun. 
8 Traverſe the glitt'ring Chambers of the Sky, 


Born on a Cloud in view of Fate I'll lie, | 3 5 
And preſs her Soul while Gods fland auiſbing by. Fannibal. 3 


9 Let the four Winds from di Hant Corners meet, 
And on their Wings firſt bear it into France; 
Then back again to Edina's proud Walls, ; 
Till Vidtim to the Sound th' aſpiring City falls, Albion Queens. 


I do not remember any Me- Poets as thoſe borrow'd from Ri- 


I w A hg << 


taphors ſo frequent in the Tragick | ding Poſt; | of 


The Cods and Opportunity ride Poft, af 
— tf 5 
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Hunc. Thoſe Poſt-Horſes to me will ſeem too flow, 
Tho' they ſhould fly ſwift as the Gods, when they | 
Ride on behind that Poſt-Boy, Opportunity. 


S C N YE; 


Tom Thumb, Huncamunca. 


Thumb. Where is my Princeſs, where's my Huncamunca? 
Where are thoſe Eyes, thoſe Cardmatches of Love, 
That * light up all with Love my waxen Soul? 
Where is that Face, which artful Nature made 
3 In the ſame Moulds where Yenus Self was caſt ? 


Func. 
— IL. 1 together, | 
Fer Death rides Poſt. Duke of Guiſe. 
Deſtruction gallops to thy murder Poſt. | Len 
2 This n too very often occurs; ; 

ht as when thy Eye | 2 6 
Firſt Ache up our Lowes. Auren - 
This not a Crown alone lights up my Name. Bukiri . 


3 There is great Diſſenſion a- | made in being loſt, Heaven cannot 


mong the Poets concerning the Me- form ſuch another. Lucifer, in 


thod of making Man. One tells | Dryden, gives a merry Deſcription 
his Miſtreſs that the Mold ſhe was {| of his own Formation; 
Whom Heaven neglecting, made and ſcarce dę gn d. . 
But threw me in for Number to the reſt. T Seats of Innocency. 
In one Place the ſame Poet ſuppoſes Man to be made of Metal ; 
1 was form d 
Of that coarſe Metal, which auben ſhe was made, 
The Gods threw by for Rubbiſh. All for Love. 
In another of Dough ; | ; 
When the Gods — up the Paſte of Man, 
Some of their Clay was left upon their Hands, 


And ſo they made Egyptians. | Cleomenes. 
In another of Clay; | | 

m—— Rubbiſh of remaining Clay. Sebaſtian. 
One makes the Soul of Wax; | 

Her waxen Soul begins to melt a pace. Anna Bullen. 
Another of Flint ; | 


2 our ee Souls have ſomewhere been acquainted 
or firuck out together, 
02 / Sari to 1 ARK flew, and one to Portugal. Sebaſtian. 
To omit the great Quantities | modern Authors—-I cannot omit 
of Iron, Brazen and Leaden the Dreſs of a Soul as we fin it 
Souls which are ſo plenty in I in Dryden ; 

Souls ſhirted but with Air. 5 King Arthur 
| Nor 
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Hunc. Oh! what is Muſick to the Ear that's deaf, 
Or a Gooſe-Pye to him that has no Taſte ? 5110 


What are theſe Praiſes now to me, ſince 1 


Am promis'd to another? 
Thumb. Ha! promis d. | 
Hunc. Too ſure; it's written in the Book of Fate, 
Thumb. 5 Then I will tear away, the Leaf; :. 
Wherein it's writ, or if Fate won't allow 
So large a Gap within its en 
P11 blot it out at leaſt. 


SCENE VII. 


Glumdalca, Tom Thumb, Huncamunca. 


lum. I need not ask if you are Huncamunca, 
Your Brandy-Noſe proclaims ——— - 
Hunc. I am a Princeſs; _ 
Nor need I ask who you are. 
Glum. A Gianteſs ; 
The Queen of thoſe who made and unmade Queens. 
. Hunc. The Man, whoſe chief Ambition is to be 
My Sweetheart, hath deſtroy'd theſe mighty Giants, 
Glum. Your Sweetheart ? doſt thou think the Man, 
who once 
Hath worn my eaſy Chains, will &er wear thine ? 
Hunt. 
Nor can I paſs by a particular ſort of Soul in a run ſort of 
Deſcription, in the New Sophonisba. 
Ye myſterious Poavers, 
—— Whether thro' your gloomy Depths 1 8 


Or on the Mountains walk, give me the calm, 


The fleady ſmiling Soul, where Wiſdom jheds 
Eternal Sun-ſhine, and eternal Joy. 


+ This Line Mr. Barks has Pry entire in his Anna Bullen. 
5 Good Heaven! the Book of Fate before me lay, 
But to tear out the Journal of that Day, 
Or if the Order of the World below, 
Will not the Gap of one whole Day allow, | 
Give me that Minute when ſhe made ber Faw. Conqueſt of Granada. 


6 I know ſome of the Com- inveighs EY with great Bitter. 
wentators have imagined, that | neſs, is much beholden to our Au- 
Mr. Dryden, in the Altercative thor. How juſt this their Obſer- 
Scene between Cleopatra and Octa- vation is I will not preſume to de 
di a Scene which Mr. Addiſon | termine. 
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Hunc. Well may your Chains be eaſy, ſince, if Fame 
Says true, they have been try'd on twenty Husbands. 
The Glove or Boot, ſo many times pull'd on, 

May well fit eaſy on the Hand or Foot. 

Glum. I glory in the Number, and when I 

Sit poorly down, like thee, content with one, 


Heaven change this Face for one as bad as thine. 


Hunc. Let me ſee nearer what this Beauty is, 
That captivates the Heart of Men by Scores. 
LHolds a Candle to her Face. + 
Oh! Heaven, thou art as ugly as the Devil. 
Glum. You'd give the beſt of Shoes within mou Shop 
To be but half fo handſome. 


Hunc. Since you come 
Jo that Plput my Beauty to the Teſt; 
Tom Thumb, I'm yours, if you with me will go. 

Glum. Oh ſtay, Tom Thumb, and you alone ſhall l 
That Bed where twenty Giants us'd to lie. 

Thumb. In the Balcony that o'crhangs the Stage, 
I've ſeen a Whore two *Prentices engage; 
One half a Crown does in his Fingers hold, 
The other ſhews a little Piece of Gold ; 
She the Half Guinea wiſely does purloin, 
And leaves the larger and the baſer Coin. 

Glum. Left, ſcorn'd, and loath'd for ſuch a Chit as this; 
 [ fell the Storm that's rifing in my Mind, Tem- 


A cobling Poet indeed, ſays | in the Tragick-Authors : I'll put 
Mr. D. and yet I believe we down one ; 
may find as monſtrous Images 

Untie your folded n and let them langle loofe as a Bride's Hair. 
Injur'd Love. 

Which Line ſeems to have as much Title to a Milliner” s Shop, as 
our Author's to a Shoemaket's. 

8 Mr. L- —takes occaſion in I Shakeſpeer, 2 and Fletcher 
this Place to commend the great Y were 10 notoriouſly negligent ; ; and 
Care of our Author to preſerve the | the Moderns, in Imitation of our 
Metre of Blank Verſe, in which | Author, ſo laudably obſervant ; 
8 — Then abes £ 

our HHaje F can . 

A Trai We apart Farl of Eſſex, 

Every Page of Sophonisba gives us 3 of this Excellence. 


Love mounts and rolls about my ſtorm Aurengzebe. 


"I and Whirtkwinds thro 14 — ofom cave. _ Cleom, 


1 With 


36 The LITE and DEATH of 


Tempeſts, and Whirlwinds rife, and roll and roar. 
Pm all within a Hurricane, as if _ 
The World's four Winds were pent within 0 Carcaſe, 
Confuſion, Horror, Murder, Guts and Death! 


SCENE VIII. 
King, Glumdalca. 


King. Sure never was ſo ſad a King as I, 

+ My Life is worn as ragged as a Coat 

A Beggar wears; a Prince ſhould put it off, 

5 To love a Captive and a Gianteſs. . 

Oh Love! Oh Love! how great a King art thou! 

My Tongue's thy Trumpet, and thou trumpeteſt, 

Unknown to me, within me. * Oh Glumdalca ! 

Heaven thee deſign'd a Gianteſs to make, 

But an Angelick Soul was ſhuffled in. 

7 I am a Multitude of walking Griefs, 

And only on her Lips the Balm is found, 

To ſpread a Plaiſter that might cure them all. 
Glum. What do I hear ? | 
King. What do I ſee? 

Glum. Oh! +0 
King. Ah! e e | -7.9 Gu 


With ſuch a furious Tempeſt on his Brow, 

As if the World's four Winds were pent within 
His bluftring Carcaſe. b Anna Bulle 
2 Verba Tragica. 

This Speech hath been terribly maul'd by the Poet. 
4 ——My Life is worn to Rags; = 

Not worth a Prince's wearing. | Love Trium 
s Muft J beg the Pity of my Slave? 

Muft a King beg! But Lowe's a greater King, 

A Tyrant, nay a Devil that poſſeſſes me. 

Hie tunes the Organ of my Voice and ſpeaks, 
.. . Unknown to me, within me. 
6 When thou wer't form d Heaven did a Man begin ; 

But à Brute Soul by chance was ſhuffled in.  Aureng2 

Tam a Multitude | 
Of walking Griefs. | New Sophow 
8 [ will take thy Scorpion Blood, 


Sebaſl 


7 


And lay it to my Grief till I have Eaſe. Anna Bu 
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9 Glum. Ah wretched Queen ! 
King. Oh! wretched King ! 

caſe, * Glum. Ah | 
King. Oh 


r 
Tom Thumb, Huncamunca, Parſon. 


Parſon. Happy's the Wooing that's not long a doing; 
For, if I gueſs right, Tom Thumb this Night 
Shall give a Being to a New Tom Thumb. 

Thumb. It ſhall be my Endeavour fo to do. 

Hunc. Oh! fy upon you, Sir, you make me bluſh, 


Thumb. It is the Virgin's Sign, and ſuits you well: 
I know not where, nor how; nor what I am; 


+ Im ſo tranſported I have loſt myſelf. Hunt. 


9 Our Author, who every where | muſt be too big for Utterance, 
ſhews his great Penetration into | chooſes rather to ſend his Charac- 
Human Nature, here outdoes him- | ters off in this ſullen and doleful 
ſelf: Where a leſs judicious Poet | manner: In which admirable Con- 
would have raiſed a long Scene of duct he is imitated by the Author 
whining Love. He who under- | of the juſtly celebrated Eurydice. 
ſtood the Paſſions better, and that | Dr. Toung ſeems to point at this 
ſo violent an Affection as this | Violence of Paſſion : | 


— Pa ſſion choaks 


Their Wards, and they're the Statues of Deſpair. 


And Seneca tells us, Cure leves | to be inſerted ; I refer the more 
lauuntur, ingentes flupent. The | curious Reader to the excellent 
Story of the Egyptian King in He- | Montagne, who hath written an 
rodotus is too well known to need | Eſſay on this Subject. 


1 To part is Death ———— 
— — — —— 7 Death to part. 


Gly 


Bulle 


— —— —ͤ—— — | 
— — — —05. Don Carlos. 
rium 2 Nor know 1 whether. | 5 
What am I, who or where. Buſiris 
I awas I know not what, and am I know not how. Gloriana, 


3 To underſtand ſufficiently the | Selfs. I ſhall not attempt to 
Beauty of this Paſſage it will | prove this from Philoſophy, which 


hend every Man to contain two { dent. | 


One runs away from the other ; 
——Let m demand your Majeſiy, 


In a 24, one Self is a Guardian to the other ; 


. 
N 
1 
"ol 
li 
| | 
. 


be neceſſary that we compre- | the Poets make ſo plainly evi- 


Why fly you from yourſelf ? Duke of Guiſe. 


Leave me the Care of 'me. Conqueſt of Granada. 
C 3 Again, 
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Hunc. Forbid it, all ye Stars, for you're fo ſmall, 
That were you loſt you'd find yourſelf no more. 
So the unhappy Sempſtreſs once, they fay, 

Her Needle in a Pottle, loſt, of Hay 
In vain ſhe look'd, and look'd, and made her Moan, 
For ah, the Needle was for ever gone. 4 

Parſon. Long may they live, and love, and propagate, 
Till the whole Land be peopled with Tom Thumbs. 
+ So when the Cheſbire Cheeſe a Maggot breeds, 
Another and another ftill ſucceeds : 

By thouſands, and ten thouſands they increaſe, 
Till one continued Maggot fills the rotten Cheeſe. 


FCEN Sx 
Noodle, and then Grizzle. 
Noed. 5 Sure Nature means to break her ſolid Chain, 


Or elſe unfix the World, and in a Rage To 
Again, | 
Myſelf am to myſelf eſs near. | Ibid, 
In the ſame, the firſt Self is proud of the ſecond ; 

J myſelf am proud of me. State of Innocence, 


In a 3d, diftruſtful of him; 

Fain I would tell, but whiſper it in mine Ear, | 

That none beſides might hear, may not myſelf. Earl of Eſſex, 
In a 475, honours him; 

Honour Rome, 


But honour too myſelf. | Sophonisba. 
In a 5th, at Variance with him; 

Leawe me not thus at Variance avith myſelf. Buſiris. 

Again, in a 67%, I find myſelf divided from myſelf. _ Medea, 


She ſeemed the ſad Effgies of herſelf. Banks, 
Ai me, Zulema, if thou wouldſt be 


The Friend thou ſeemeſt, aſſiſt me againſt me. Albion Queens. 
From all which it appears that | been repreſented by Men, rather 
there are two Selfs; and there- | ambitious of Criticizing than 
fore Tom Thumb's loſing himſelf | qualify'd to Criticize. 
is no ſuch Soleciſm as it hath 
+ Mr. F-— imagines this Parſon to have been a Wel one fron 
his Simile. | 
5 Our Author hath been plunder'd here according to Cuſtom ; 
Great Nature break thy Chain that links together 
The Fabrick of the World, and make a Chaos, 


Like that within my Soul. Love Triumphant. 
—Startle Nature, w_— the Globe, 
And hurl it from its Axle-tree and Hinges. Albion Queens. 


The tott ring Earth ſtems ſliding off its Props, 6 D—1 


9 Ax 


Y 
Zate, 
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To hurl it from its Axle: tree and Hinges 3. 

All things are ſo confus'd, the King's in Love, 

The Queen is drunk, the Princeſs married is. 
Griz. Oh! Noodle, haſt thou Huncamunca ſeen ? 
Need. F've ſeen a Thouſand Sights this Day, where none 


: 


Are by the wonderful Bitch herſelf outdone, 
The King, the Queen, and all the Court are Sights. 
Griz, * D——n your Delay, you Trifler, are you 
I will not hear one Ward but Huncamunca. 

Need. By this time ſhe is marry d to Tom Thumb. 

Grix. My Huncamunca. LS 

Nood. Your Huncamunca. 

Tom Thumb's Huncamunca, every Man's Huncamunca. 
Griz. If this be true all Womankind are danm'd: 
Need. If it be not, may I be ſo myſelf. _ 

Griz. See where ſhe comes! I'll not 5 208 a Word 

Againſt that Face, upon whoſe * ample Brow 

Sits Innocence with Majeſty enthron'd. | 


Grizzle, Huncamunca. 


Griz. Where has my Huncamunca been? See here 
The Licence in my Hand | 
Hunc. Alas! Tom Thumb. | 
Griz, Why doſt thou mention him? 
Hunc. Ah me! Tom Thumb. 
Griz. What means my lovely Huncamunca? 
Hunc. Hum 
Griz. Oh! Speak. 
Hunc. Hum 
Griz. Ha! your every Word is Hum: 
9 You force me ſtill to anſwer you, Tom Thumb. 


Tom Thumb, I'm on the Rack, Pm in a Flame, 
Tom 
6 D your Delay, ye Torturers proceed, | 
I will not hear one Word but Almahide. * Conqueſt of Granada, 
7 Mr. Dryden hath imitated this in 4/ for Love. 
s This Miltonict Stile abounds in the New Sophonicba. 
And on her ample Brow 
Sat Majeſty. 
Hour ev'ry Anſever ſtill fo ends in that, | 
You force me ſtill to anſwer you Morat. Aurengzebe, 


63 1 Morat, 
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* Tom Thumb, Tom Thumb, Tom Thumb, you love the Name; 
So pleaſing is that Sound, that were you dumb _ 

You ſtill would find a Voice to cry, Tom Thumb. 
Hunc. Oh! Be not haſty to proclaim my Doom, 

My ample Heart for more than one has room, 

A Maid, like me, Heaven form'd at leaſt for two, 

* I married him, and now I'll marry you. | 
Griz. Ha! doſt thou own thy Falſhood to my Face? 
Think'ſt thou that I will ſhare thy Husband's Place, 
Since to that Office one cannot ſuffice, | 

And fince you ſcorn to dine one ſingle Diſh on, 

Go, get your Husband put into Commiſſion, 
Commiſſioners to diſcharge, (ye Gods) it fine is, 

The Duty of a Husband to your Highneſs 

Yet think not long I will my Rival bear, 

Or unreveng'd the ſlighted Willow wear ; E 
The gloomy, brooding Tempeſt, now confin'd 
Within the hollow Caverns of my Mind, Fg Ol 
In dreadful Whirl ſhall roll along the Coaſts, 

Shall thin the Land of all the Men it boaſts, 

3 And cram up ev'ry Chink of Hell with Ghoſts. A 
| 0 


rs Morat, Morat, Morat, you love the Name. Aurengzebe. 


2 Here is a Sentiment for the | of this great Man, the virtuous 
virtuous Huncamunca (ſays Mr. | Panthea in Cyrus hath an Heart 
D—5) and yet, with the leave | every whit as ample; 


For two I muſt confeſs are Gods to me, 


Which is my Abradatus firſt, and thee. Cyrus the Great. 
Nor is the Lady in Lowe Triumphant more reſerv'd, tho' not ſo in- 
telligible; MTs 


＋I am ſo divided, = 
That I grieve moſt for both, and love both moſt. 


3 A ridiculous Suppoſition to | great Expanſion of immaterial 
any one who conſiders the great | Subſtance, Mr. Banks makes 
and extenſive Largeneſs of Hell, j one Soul to be ſo expanded 
ſays a Commentator : But not | that Heaven could not contain 
ſo to thoſe who conſider the | it ; | 


The Heavens are all too narrow for her Soul. Virtue Betray d. 


The Perſian Princeſs hath a Paſſage not unlike the Author of this; 
We will ſend ſuch Shoals of murder d Slaves, 
Shall glut Hell's empty Regions. | 


This threatens to fill Hell even | only to fill up the Chinks, ſup- 
tho' it were empty; Lord Grizz/e | poſing the reſt already full. 
We 
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+ So have I ſeen, in ſome dark Winter's Day, 
A ſudden Storm ruſh down the Sky's High-way, 
Sweep thro” the Streets with terrible Ding-dong, 
Guſh thro the Spouts, and waſh whole Crouds along. 
The crouded Shops, the thronging Vermin skreen, - 
Together cram the Dirty and the Clean, C 
And not one Shoe-Boy in the Street is ſeen. 

Hunc. Oh! fatal Raſhneſs ſhould his Fury ſlay, 
My hapleſs Bridegroom on his Wedding-Day ; 
I, who this Morn of two choſe which to wed, | 
May go again this Night alone to Bed; 7 
5 So have I ſeen ſome wild unſettled Fool, 
Who had her Choice of this and that Joint-Stool ; 
To give the Preference to either loth, | 
And fondly coveting to fit on both : 
While the two Stools her Sitting-Part confound, 
Between *em both fall ſquat upon the Ground. 


beautiful- one at the end of the 


+ Mr. Addiſon is generally 
third Act of his Cato. 


thought to have had this Simile 
in his Eye, when he wrote that 


This beautiful Simile is founded on a. Proverb, which does Honour 
to the Engliſb Language; 
Between two Stools the Breech falls to the Ground. 


I am not ſo well pleaſed with 
any written Remains of the An- 
cients, as with thoſe little Apho- 
riſms which verbal Tradition hath 


delivered down to us, under the 


of the Pagans, our modern Poets 
would think it worth their while 
to enrich their Works with the 
Proverbial Sayings of their An- 
Title of Proverbs. It were to be | ceſtors. Mr. Dryden hath chro- 
wiſhed that inſtead of filling their | nicl'd one in Heroick ; 


Two Ifs ſcarce make one Poſſibility. Conqueſt of Granada. 


My Lord Bacon is of Opinion, | Syſtem of Ethicks, as well as 
that whatever is known of Arts | Oeconomy, might be compiled 
and Sciences might be proved | out of them than is at preſent 
to have lurked in the Proverbs | extant, either in the Works of 
of Solomon. I am of the ſame j the Ancient Philoſophers, or thoſe 
Opinion in relation to thoſe | more valuable, as more volumi- 
abovemention'd : At leaſt J am | nous, ones of the modern Di- 
confident that a more perfect | vines. 
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pages with the fabulous Theology 
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OTE e 
SCENE, King Arthur's Palace. 


* Ghoſt ſolas. : 
AIL'! ye black Horrors of Midnight's Midnoon! 

| Ye Fairies, Goblins, Bats and Screech-Owls, Hail! 

And Oh! ye mortal Watchmen, whoſe hoarſe Throats 

Th' immortal Ghoſts dread Croakings counterfeit, 

All Hail Je dancing Fantoms, who by Day, 
Are ſome condemn'd to faſt, ſome feaſt in Fire; 

Now play in Church-yards, skipping o'er the 

To the: loud Muſick of the ſilent Bell, 

All Hail! 


Gr aves, 


gc WE 


King, and Ghoſt. 
King. What Noiſe is this— What Villain dares, N 


Of all the Particulars in | of Faſhion ; another, That they 
Which the modern Stage falls | are properer for Comedy; for- 
ſhort of the ancient, there is getting, I ſuppoſe, that Ari got.. 
none ſo much to be lamented as | hath told us, That a Ghoſt is 
the great Scarcity of Ghoſts in | the Soul of Tragedy; for ſo 1 
the latter. Whence this pro- | render the \{v;y1 5 pul &- © rea- 
ceeds I will not preſume to de- dias, which M. Dacier, 
termine. Some are of opinion, | amongſt others, hath miſtaken ; 1 
that the Moderns are unequal to | ſuppoſe miſled by not underftand- 
that ſublime Language which a | ing the Fabula of the Latin,, 


Ghoſt ought to ſpeak. One ſays which ſignifies a Ghoft as well as 
ludicrouſly, That Ghoſts are out | a Fable. 


| 


To premet nox, fabulægue Manes. | Hor, 
Of all the Ghoſts that have ever — Nec quidguam in illa adn 
appeared on the Stage, a very | rabilius quam Phaſma quoddam har- 
learned and judicious foreign Cri- | rendym, quod omnibus aliis Spectris 
tick gives the Preference to this of I quibuſcum ſcatet Angelorum Tragæ- 
our Author. Theſe are his Words, | dia, long? (pace D---yfii V. Docfiſ. 
ſpeaking of this Tragedy; dixerim) prætulerim. | 

We have already given Inſtances of this Figure. 


_— 4 


3 Almanz2 


Since Life thou haſt — 2 Dare not walk again 
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At this dread Hour, with Feet and Voice om 4 


Diſturb our Royal Walls? 
Ghoſt... One who defies 
Thy empty Power to hurt him; 3 one who dares 
Walk 3 in thy Bed-Chamber. + 
King. Preſumptuaus Slave ! 
Thou dieſt: 
Ghoſt. Threaten others with that Word, 
4 J am a Ghoſt, and am already dead. | 
King. Ye Stars! *tis wells were thy laſt Hour to come 
This Moment had been it; * yet by thy Shroud 
P11 pull thee backward, ſqueeze — to a Bladder, 
Till thou doſt grone thy Nothingneſs away. 
Thou fly'ſt! *Tis well. _ » [Ghoſt retires. 
6 I thought what was the Courage of a Ghoſt! _ 
Yet, dare not, on thy Life Why ſay I that, 


Within 
3 Almanzor * in the ** manner; 
— —— — —4 Ghoſt Tl be, f 
And ' from a a Ghoſt, you know, no Place is free. Conqueſt of ee 
4 The Man who writ this] yet, in that excellent Pla 
evretched Pun (ſays Mr. D.) would Liberty Aſerted we find Tag 
have picked your Pocket : Which | thing very much reſembling a 
he proceeds to ſhew, not only | Pun in the Mouth of a Miſtreſs, 
bad in itſelf, but doubly ſo on | wha is parting with the Loyer ſhe 
ſo ſolemn an Occaſion. And | is fond of; 
Ul. Oh, mortal Wae one Kiſs, and then farewsl. 
Irene. The Gods 2 cu to others to fare well. 


O miſerably muſt Irene fare 


Agamemnon, in the Victim, is full | Occaſion, that of Sacrificing his 
as facetious on the moſt ſolemn | Daughter; 


Yes, Daughter, yes; you will affift the Prieſt; 
Yes, you moſt offer up your —= Vows for Greece. 
Ful pull thee backwards by thy Shroud to Light, 
Or elſe Pl ſqueeze thee, like a Bladder, there, 
And make thee grone thyſelf away to Air. Con queſt of Granade. 
Snatch me, ye Gods, this Moment into Nothing. Cyrus the Great. 
6 So, art thaw gone? Thou canſt no Conqueſt boaſt, 
1 thought — was the Courage of a Ghoſt, onqueſt of Granada. 
King Arthur ſeems to be as brave a Fellow as Almanzor, who ſays moſt 
heroically, 


— — 1. ite of Ghoſts Tl on. 


2 The 
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Within theſe Walls, on pain of the Red-Seg. 
For, if henceforth I ever find thee here, 
As ſure, ſure as a Gun, I'll have thee laid 
 _ Ghoſt, Were the Red-Sea a Sea of Holland's Gin, 
The Liquor (when alive) whoſe very Smell 
I did deteſt, did loath——yet, for the Sake 
Of Thomas T humb, I would be laid therein. 
King. Ha ſaid you ? 
Ghoſt. Yes, my Liege, I ſaid Tom Thumb, 
Whoſe Father's Ghoſt I am once not unknown 
To mighty Arthur. But, I ſee, tis true, 
The deareſt Friend, when dead, we all forget. 
King. Tis he, it is the honeſt Gaffer Thumb. 
Oh! let me preſs thee in my eager Arms, 
Thou beſt of Ghoſts! Thou ſomething more than Ghoſt! 
Ghoſt. Would I were Something more, that we again 
Might feel each other in the warm Embrace. 
But now I have th' Advantage of my King, 
7 For I feel thee, whilſt thou doſt not feel me. 
King. But ſay, * thou deareſt Air, Oh! fay, what Dread, 
Important Bufineſs ſends thee back to Earth? 
Ghoſt. Oh! then prepare to hear which, but to hear, 
Is full enough to ſend thy Spirit hence. 
Thy Subjects up in Arms, by Grizz/e led, 
Will, ere the roſy-finger'd Morn ſhall ope 
The Shutters of the Sky, before the Gate 
Of this thy Royal Palace, ſwarming ſpread : 
9 So have I ſeen the Bees in Cluſters ſwarm, 
So have I ſeen the Stars in froſty Nights, 
So have I ſeen the Sand in windy Days, 
So have I ſeen the Ghoſt on Pluto's Shore, 
So have I ſeen the Flowers in Spring ariſe, 80 


7 The Ghoſt of Lauſoria 3 in "OF 15 a plain Copy of this, and is 
therefore worth reading. 


Ah, Cyrus! 

Thou may'ſt as well graſp Water, or fleet Air, 

As think of touching my immortal Shade. Syrus the Great. 
8 Thou better Part of heavenly Air. Conqueſt of Granada. 


9 A String of Similes (ſays one\ proper to be "OP up in the Cabinet of 
1 This 


4 Prince, 
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So have I ſeen the Leaves in Autumn fall, 

So have I ſeen the Fruits in Summer ſmile, _ 

So have I ſeen the Snow in Winter frown. - 

King. D—n all thou'ſt ſeen !——-Doſt thou, beneath 

the Shape 1 7 . 

Of Gaffer Thumb, come hither to abuſe me 

With Similes to keep me on the Rack? 

Hence——or, by all the Torments of thy Hell, 

z Tl run thee thro? the Body, tho? thou'ſt none. 

Ghoſt. Arthur, beware; I muſt this Moment hence, 
Not frighted by your Voice, but by the Cocks; | 
Arthur beware, beware, beware, beware ! 

Strive to avert thy yet impending Fate; 
For if thou'rt kilPd To-day, 
To-morrow all thy Care will come too late. 


S RN IE H 

| EKing ſolus. 
King. Oh! ſtay, and leave me not uncertain thus! 
And whilſt thou telleſt me what's like my Fate, 
Oh! teach me how I may avert it too! | 
Curſt be the Man who firſt a Simile made 
Curſt ev'ry Bard who writes! So have I ſeen 
Thoſe whoſe Compariſons are juſt and true, 
And thoſe who liken things not like at all. 
The Devil is happy, that the whole Creation 
Can furniſh out no Simile to his Fortune. 


S C EN E NV. 
King, Queen. 
Queen. What is the Cauſe, my Arthur, that you ſteal 
Thus ſilently from Dollallolla's Breaſt ? 
| Why 


1 This Paſſage hath been un- | I find it difficult to underſtand it 

derſtood ſeveral different Ways by | at all. Mr. Dryden ſays, 
the Commentators. - For my part! 

I bave heard ſomething how two Bodies meet, 

But how two Souls join I know not. 
So that till the Body of a Spirit | ficult to underſtand how it is poſſi- 
be better underſtood, it will be dif- | ble to run him through it. 
| | 2 Sari 
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Why doſt thou leave me in the Dark alone, 

When well thou know'ſt I am afraid of Sprites? 
King. Oh Dollallella ! do not blame my Love; 

I hop'd the Fumes of laft Night's Punch had laid 
Thy lovely Eye-lids faſt ——But, Oh! I find 
There is no Power in Drams to quiet Waves ; 

Each Morn, as the returning Sun, they wake, | 
And ſhine upon their Husbands. 
Queen. Think, Oh think! 
What a Surpriſe it muſt be to the Sun, 
Riſing, to find the vaniſh'd World away. 

What leſs can be the wretched Wife's Surpriſe 
When, ſtretching out her Arms to fold thee faſt, 
She folds her uſeleſs Bolſter in her Arms. 
Think, think on that Oh! think, think well on that! 
I do remember alſo to have read 
In Dryden's Ovid's Metamorphoſis, 

That Fove in Form inanimate did lie 
With beauteous Danae; and truſt me, Love, 

I fear'd the Bolſter might have been a Jove. 

King. Come to my Arms, moſt virtuous of thy Sex; 
Oh Dollallolla! were all Wives like thee, 
So many Husbands never had worn Horns. 
Should Huncamunca of thy Worth partake, 
Tom Thumb indeed were bleſt——Oh fatal Name! 
For didſt thou know one Quarter what I know, m 
Then wouldſt thou know —Alas ! what thou wouldſt 

know! | 

Queen. What can I gather hence? Why doſt thou ſpeak 

Like Men who carry Raree-Shaws about, 1 
ow 


2 Cydaria is of the ſame fearful tau with Dollallolla; 
1 never durſt in Darkneſs be alone. Ind. Emp. 


2 Think ewell of this, think that, think every way. Sophonisba. 


4 Theſe Quotations are more uſual in the Comick, than in the 
Tragick Writers. 


5 This Diſtreſs (ſays Mr. D=-) | in the higheſt Apprehen/ion 1 the 
1 muſt allow to be extremely beauti- | inanimate Embrace of a Bolſter. An 
ful, and tends to heighten the vir- Example worthy of Imitation from 
tuous Character of Dollallolla, who | all our Writers of 7. raged. | 


is ſo excerding delicate, that ſe is 6 Credat 
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Now you ſhall ſee, Gentlemen, what you ſhall ſee. 


O tell me more, or thou haſt told too much. 


$& SE KN. K 


King, Queen, Noodle. 

Noodle. Long Life attend your Majeſties ſerene, 
Great ide. Ring g, and Dollallolla, Queen 
Lord Grizzle, with a bold rebellious Crowd, 
Advances to the Palace, threat ning loud, 


| Unleſs the Princefs be deliver'd ftraight, 


And the victorious Thumb, without his Pate, 


| They are reſolv'd to batter down the Gate, 


8 C E N E VL 
King, Queen, Huncamunca, Noodle. 
Ning. See where the Princeſs comes! Where is Tom 
Thumb ? . 
Hunc. Oh! Sir, about an Hour and half ago 
He failed out to encounter with the Foe, 
And fwore, unlefs his Fate had him mifted, 
From Grizzle's Shoulders to cut off his Head, 
And ſerve't up with your Chocolate in Bed. C 
King. *Tis well, I find one Devil told us both. 
Come, Dellallolla, Huncamunca, come, 
Within we'll wait for the victorious Thumb; 
In Peace and Safety we ſecure may ſtay, _ 
While to his Arm we truſt the bloody Fray ; 
Tho* Men and Giants ſhould conſpire with Gods, 
* Heis alone equal to all theſe Odds. 


Queen. 

6 Credat Judæus Abella. | | 

Non go (ſays Mr. D.) I would be unable to encounter. 
or, paſſing over the Ab- I ſhall refer this incredulous Cri- 
furdity of being =. to Odd, can | tick to Mr. Dryder's Defence of 
ave poſſibly 7 a little inſignifi- | his Almanzor ; and leſt that ſhould 
cant Fellow I ſay again, a lit- not fatisfy him, I ſhall quote a few 
tle inſignificant Fellow able to wie | Lines from the Speech of a much 
with a W. th which all the Sam- | braver Fellow than Alnanxor, Mr. 
ſons and 's of Antiquity | Fohnſox's Achilles ; 


Tho Human Race riſe in embattel'd Hoſts, 
Ta we her from my Arms——=Oh ! Son of Atreus! 


By 
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Queen. He is, indeed, a? Helmet to us all, 

While he ſupports we need not fear to fall; 

His Arm diſpatches all things to our With, 

And ſerves up ev'ry Foe's Head in a Diſh. 

Void is the Miſtreſs of the Houſe of Care, 

While the good Cook preſents the Bill of Fare ; 

Whether the Cod, that Northern King of Fiſh, 

Or Duck, or Gooſe, or Pig, adorn the Diſh, 

No Fears the Number of her Gueſts afford, 

But at her Hour ſhe ſees the Dinner on the Board. 


SCENE VII. A Plain. 


Lord Grizzle, Foodle, and Rebels. 


Grizz/le. Thus far our Arms with Victory are crown'd; 
For tho' we have not fought, yet we have found 
* No Enemy to fight withal. 

Foodle. Yet I, | 
Methinks, would willingly avoid this Day, 


9 This firſt of April, to engage our Foes. Stix. 
By that immortal Pow'r, whoſe deathleſs Spirit { F 
informs this Earth, I will oppoſe them all. _ Victim. 


7 I have heard of being ſup- | of Sailing with Wings, which he 
ported by a Staff (ſays Mr. D.) | may read in no leſs a Poet than 
but never 0 being ſupported by an | Mr. Dryden 2 Z 
Helmet. I believe he never heard | «TY 2 

Unleſs we borrow Wings, and ſail thro Air. Love Triumph. 
What will he ſay to a kneeling Valley? If 

_ —— PI fland 

Like a ſafe Valley, that low bends the Knee 

To ſome aſpiring Mountain. 
J am aſham'd of ſo ignorant a 
Carper, who doth not know that | jective only, but ſometimes half a 
an Epithet in Tragedy is very of-] Sentence is put by way of Exple. 
ten no other than an Expletive. | tive, as, Beauty pointed high with 
Do not we read in the Wow So- Spirit, in the * 6.25 Play——and, 
pbonisba of grinding Chains, blue | In the Lap of Bleſſing, to be moſt 
Plagues, white Occaſions, and blue | curſt. In the Revenge. 


8 A Victory like that of Almanxor. 
Almanzor is vicrorious without Fight. Conqueſt of Granada. 


Mell have we choſe an happy Day for Fight, 
For every Man in courſe of Time has found, 


11 Inj ar'd Love. 
Serenity? Nay, 'tis ngt the Ad- 


Some Days are Iucky, ſome unfortunate. | K. mo 
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Griz, This Day, of all the Days of th* Year, I'd chooſe, 
For on this Day my Grandmother was born. 
Gods! I will make Tom Thumb an April Fool; 
: Will teach his Wit an Errand it ne'er knew, 
And ſend it Poſt to the Ely/an Shades. ; 
Food. Pm glad to find our Army is ſo ſtout, 
Nor does it move my Wonder leſs than Joy. 
Griz. * What Friends we have, and how we came ſo 
ſtrong, 1 | 
TIl ſoftly tell you as we march along. | 
SCENE VIII 
Thunder and Lightning. | 
Tom Thumb, Glumdalca cum fais. | 
Thumb. Oh Noodle] haſt thou ſeen a Day like this? | 
The unborn Thunder rumbles o'er our Heads, | 
+ As if the Gods meant to unhinge the World ; | 
And Heaven and Earth in wild Contufion hurl ; | 
Yet will I boldly tread the tott'ring Ball, | 
Merl. Tom Thumb | 
Thumb. What Voice is this I hear? 1 
Merl. Tom Thumb | | | 
Thumb. Again it calls. 
. Merl. Tom Thumb | 
oph. _ Glum. It calls again. 
Thumb. Appear, whoe'er thou art, I fear thee not. | 
Merl. Thou haſt no Cauſe to fear, I am thy Friend, | 
Merlin by Name, a Conjuror by Trade, 
ove, And to my Art thou doſt thy Being owe. | 


7 Thumb, How ! | 
xple. : ; Merl. 
eh We read of ſuch another in Lee; | 
_and, Teach his rude Wit a Flight ſhe never made, 
moſt And ſend her Poſt to the Elyſian Shade. Gloriana, 
2 Theſe Lines are copied verbatim in the Indian Emperor. 
3 Unborn Thunder rolling in a Cloud. Conquelt of Granada 
nada, 4 Were Heaven and Earth in wild Confufian hurſd, 


| 
| 
| 
Should the raſh Gods unhinge the rolling World, 
Undaunted would I tread the tott'ring Ball, 


1 | Cruſb d, but unconquer d, in the 5 Fall. Female Wen 
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50 We Live and DEATH of 
Merl. Hear then the myſtick Getting of Tom Thum), 


s His Father was a Ploughman plain, 

His Mother milk'd the Cow ; 

And yet the way to get a Son, 
This Couple knew not how, 

Until ſuch time the good old Man 
To learned Merlin goes, 

And there to him, in great Diſtreſs, 
In ſecret manner ſhows, 

How in his Heart he wiſh'd to have, 
A Child, in time to come, 

To be his Heir, tho“ it may be 
No bigger than his Thumb : 

Of which old Merlin was foretold, 
That he his Wiſh ſhould have ; 

And ſo a Son of Stature ſmall, 
The Charmer to him gave. 


Thou'ſt heard the paſt, look up and ſee the future. 
Thumb. * Loſt in Amazement's Gulph my Senſes ink; 
See there, Glumdalca, ſee another 7 Me! 
Glum. O Sight of Horror! ſee, you are devour'd 
By the expanded Jaws of a red Cow. 
Merl. Let not theſe Sights deter thy noble Mind, 
* For lo! a Sight more glorious courts thy Eyes; 
| See from afar a Theatre ariſe; | 
There Ages, yet unborn, ſhall Tribute pay 
To the Heroick Actions of this Day : 


; Then 
5 See the Hiſtory of Tom Thumb, page 2. 
6 Amazement ſwallows up my Senſe, 
And in th'impetuous Whirl of circling Fate 
Drinks down my Reaſon. Perſian Princeb, 
"2" I have outfaced myſelf, 
What ! am I two? Is there another Me? K. Arthur. 


8 The Character of Merlin is } Country, and ſometimes to the! 
wonderful throughout, but moſt | Prince. None but our Au 
fo in this Prophetick Part. We | thor (who ſeems to have de, 
find ſeveral of theſe Prophefies j teſted the leaſt Appearance 0 
in the Tragick Authors, who | Flattery) would have paſt by ſuc 
frequently take this Opportunity | an Opportunity of being a Polit. 
to pay a Compliment to their | cal Prophet. 


71 


umb. 


fink; 


Then 


-1nceb, 


Arthur, 
0 theit 
r Au- 
ve de⸗ 
ace 0 
dy ſuch 
Polit. 
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Tom TH UMB the Great. 51 


Then Buskin Tragedy at length ſhall chooſe 
Thy Name the beſt Supporter of her Muſe. 

Thumb. Enough, let every warlike Muſick ound, 
We fall contented, if we fall renown'd. 


Sd TTT 


Lord Grizzle, Foodle, Rebals on one Side. Tom Thumb, 
Glumdalca, on the other. 


Food. At length the Enemy advances nigh, 
hear them with my Ear, and ſee them with my Eye. 

Griz. Draw all your Swords; for Liberty we fight, 
And Liberty the Muſtard is of Life. 

Thumb. Are you the Man whom Men fam'd Grizzle 

name? | ns 

Griz. 2 Are you the much more fam'd Tom Thumb? 

Thumb. The ſame. | 

Griz. Come on, our Worth upon ourſelves we'll prove, 
For Liberty I fight. 

Thumb. And I for Love. 

[A bloody Engagement between the two Armies here; 
Drums beating, Trumpets ſounding, Thunder and 
Lightning.——They fight off and on ſeveral times. 

Some fall, Grizzle and Glumdalca remain. 

Glum. Turn, Coward, turn, nor from a Woman fly. 
Griz. Away—thou art too ignoble for my Arm. 
Glum. Have at thy Heart, 
Griz, Nay, then I thruſt at thine. 
Glum. You puſh too well, you've run me thro* the 
Guts, 

And I am dead. Griz. 

9 1 ſaw the Villain, Myron, with theſe Eyes 1 ſaw him. Bufiris. 


In both which Places it is intimated, that it is ſametimes poſſible to 
ice with other Eyes than your own. f 
' This Muſtard (ſays Mr. B.) | he wrote it. This will be, I be- 
is enough ta turn one's Stomach : J lieve, beſt explained by a Line of 
would be glad to know what Idea | Mr. Dennis; 
the Author had in his Head when ; 
And gave him Liberty, the Salt of Life. Liberty Aſſerted. 
The Underſtanding that can digeſt the one, will not riſe at the other. 
* Han, Are you the Chief, whom Men fam d Scipio call ? 
Scip. Are you the much more famous Hannibal ? 
D 2 


Hannibal. 
3 Dr. 


3 Villain. 


52 The LIFE and DE ATR of 


Griz. Then there's an end of One. bs 
Thumb. When thou art dead, then there's an end of 


Two, 


Griz. Tom Thumb! 

Thumb. Rebel! 

Griz. Tom Thumb |! 

Thumb. Hell ! 

Griz. Huncamunca 

Thumb. Thou haſt it there, 

Griz. Too ſure I feel it. 

Thumb. To Hell then, like a Rebel as you are, 
And give my Service to the Rebels there. 

Griz. Triumph not, Thumb, nor think thou ſhalt enjoy 
Thy Huncamunca undiſturb'd, I'll ſend | 
4+ My Ghoſt to fetch her to the other World; 

5 It ſhall but bait at Heaven, and then return. 
5s But, ha! I feel Death rumbling in my Brains, 
7 Some kinder Spright knocks ſoftly at my Soul, 
And gently whiſpers it to haſte away: 
I come 

3 Dr. Young ſeems to have copied this Engagement in his Bujiris : 

Myr. Villain! | 3 
Mem. Myron! 

Myr. Rebel! 

Mem. Myron! 

Myr. Hell] 

Mem. Mandane. 


+ This laſt Speech of my Lord Grizz/e hath been of great Service 


to our Poets ; 
PII held it faſt | 
As Life, and when Life's gone T'lI hold this laſt ; 
And if thou tak'ft it from me when I'm ſlain, 
Tl. fend my Ghoſt and fetch it back again. Conqueſt of Granada. 
s My Soul ſhould with ſuch Speed obey, 
1t ſhould not bait at Heaven to flop its way. 
Lee ſeems to have had this laſt in his Eye; 
Tauas not my Purpoſe, Sir, to tarry there, 


I would but go to Heaven to take the Air, Gloriana. 
6 4 riſiag Vapour rumbling in my Brains. Cleomencs, 


7 Some kind Spright knocks ſoftly at my Soul, 
To tell me Fate's at hand. " 


s Mr. 


Tom TRHUM E the Great. $3 


come, I come, moſt willingly I come. 

3 So when ſome City Wife for Country Air, 

To Hampſtead or to Highgate does repair ; 

Her, to make haſte, her Husband does implore, 
And cries, My Dear, the Coach is at the Door. 
With equal Wiſh, deſirous to be gone, 


She gets into the Coach, and then ſhe cries—Drive on! 13 
Thumb. With thoſe laſt Words 9 he vomited his Soul, "A 
Which, * like whipt Cream, the Devil will ſwallow * 
down, | | RE. | 

Bear off the Body, and cut off the Head, bh | 
Which I will to the King in Triumph lug ? "= 
Rebellion's dead, and now I'll go to Breakfaſt. 1% 


3% 6. 
King, Queen, Huncamunca, and Courtiers. = 
King. Open the Priſons, ſet the Wretched free, 9 
And bid our Treafurer disburſe fix Pounds 1 
To pay their Debts. Let no one weep to- day. 
Come, Dollallolla; * curſe that odious Name! 


It is ſo long it asks an Hour to ſpeak it. 
By Heavens! Tl change it into Doll, or Loll, 


3 Here 


* 


Or any other civil Monofyllable = 
That will not tire my Tongue. —-Come, fit thee down. 1 
Here ſeated let us view the Dancer's Sports; 1 
Bid em advance. This is the Wedding- Day 1 
Of Princeſs Huncamunca and Tom Thumb ; 
— Tom 
| | 
R 8 Mr, Dryden ſeems to have had this Simile in his Eye, when he 
; My Soul is packing up, and juſt on Wing, Conqueſt of Granada. 18 j 
9 And in a purple Vomit pour d his Soul, Cleomenes, | at | | 
2 The Devil fwallows vulgar Souls 3 15 
Like whipt Cream. Sebaſtian, 1 
: Hau I could curſe my Name of Ptolemy |! 43 
1t is fo long it asks an Hour to aurite it. i 
; By Heaw'n! Ti change it into Jove, or Mars, | 
Or any other civil Monofyllable, i i 
That will not tire my Hand. | Cleomenes, 9 


54 The LITE and DEATH of 


Tom Thumb ! who wins two Victories * to-day, 
And this way marches, bearing Grizzle's Head. 


A Dance bere. 


Nood. Oh! monſtrous, dreadful, betrible; Oh! Oh! 
Deaf be my Ears, for ever blind my Eyes ! 
Dumb be my Tongue! Feet lame! all Senſes loſt! 
+ Howl TIRES, grunt Bears, hiſs Snakes, ſhriek all ye 
Ghoſts ! 
King. What does the Blockhead mean! 
Nood. I mean, my Liege, 
Only to grace my Tale with decent Horror; 
Whilſt from my Garret, twice two Stories high, 
I look'd abroad into the Streets below; 
I faw Tom Thumb attended by the Mob, 
Twice Twenty Shoe-Boys, twice two Dozen Links, 
Chairmen and Porters, Hackney-Coachmen, Whores; 
Aloft he bore the grizly Head of Grizzle ; 
When of a ſudden thro' the Streets there came 
A Cow, of larger than the uſual Size, 
And in a Moment——gueſs, Oh! gueſs the reſt ! 
And in a Moment ſwallow'd up Tom Thumb. 

King. Shut up again the Priſons, bid my Treaſurer 
Not give three Farthings out——hang all the Culprits, 
Guilty or not no matter Raviſh Virgins, 

Go bid the Schoolmaſters whip all their Boys; 
Let Lawyers, Parſons, and Phyſicians looſe, 
«To rob, impoſe on, and to kill the World. 


Nood. 


3 Here is a viſible Conjunction in the Honey-Moon are apt to 
of two Days in one, by which | imagine Time ſhorter than it is. 
our Author may have either in- | It brings into my Mind a Paſſage 
tended an Emblem of a Wed- | in the Comedy called, The wy 
ding; or to inſinuate, that Men | Houſe Politician ; 


We will celebrate this Day at my Houſe To-morrow. 


4 'Theſe beautiful Phraſes are all to be found in one ſingle Speech 
of King Arthur, or The Britiſh Worthy. 


I was but teaching him to grace his Tak | 
With decent Horror. Cleomenes. 


6 We 


Ot 


Pc: 


Tom THUMB the Great. 55 


Nod. Her Majeſty the Queen is in a Swoon. 
Queen. Not ſo much in a Swoon, but I have ſtill 
Strength to reward the Meſſenger of ill News. 


[Kills Noodle. 

Nood. Oh! I am ſlain. | 
Cle. My Lover's kilPd, I will revenge him ſo. „ 
| Kills the Queen. N 
Hunc. My Mamma kill'd! vile Murdereſs, beware. 1 
| [Kills Cleora. _ 
Dood. This for an old Grudge, to thy Heart. 1 
1 Kills Huncamunca. bl | 
Muſt. And this | bl 


I drive to thine, Oh Doodle! for a new one. * N 
| | [ Kills Doodle. N 
King. Ha! Murdereſs vile take that. [ Kills Muſtacha. 


And take thou this. [ills bimſelf, and falls. 
So 
6 We may ſay with Dryden, 

Death aid at length ſo many Slain forget, 1 
And left the Tale, and took them by the Great. 1 

I know of no Tragedy which | where the Curtain covers five prin: - {| 1 1 
comes nearer to this charming and | cipal Characters dead on the Stage. N 
bloody Cataſtrophe than Cleomenes, | Theſe Lines too, 1 


T ask no Queſtions then, of Who killd Who ? My 
The Bodies tell the Story as they lie. 1 


ſeem to have belonged more pro- | were originally his. The Rival 
perly to this Scene of our Author. | Ladies too ſeem beholden to this 
Nor can [I help imagining they | Scene; | 


We're now a Chain of Lovers link'd in Death, 
Julia goes first, Gonſalvo hawgs on ber, 
And Angelina hangs upon Gonſalvo, 

As Lon Angelina. 


. , 
No Scene, I believe, ever receiv- | in his E/ay on Dramatick Poetry 
ed greater Honours than this. It | hath obterved Whether Cuſ. 
was applauded by ſeveral Encores, tom (ſays he) hath ſo infinuated it- | 
a Word very unuſual in Tragedy. /e/f into our Countrymen, or Nature "11508 
And it was very difficult for hath ſo formed them to Fierceneſs, 12 
| 


the Actors to eſcape without a ſe- I know mot, but they will ſcarcely 
cond Slaughter. This I take to ſuffer Combats, and other Object of 
be a lively Aſſurance of that fierce Horror, to be taken from them.—— 
Spirit of Liberty which remains And indeed J am for having them 
among us, and which Mr. Dryden , encouraged in this Martial Diſpo- 


fition, 


: 


56 The LI r n and DR AT R, Cc. 
So when the Child whom Nurſe from er guards, 
Sends Fack for Muſtard with a Pack of Cards: 
Kings, Queens and Knaves throw one another down, 
Till the whole Pack lies ſcatter'd and o'erthrown ;. 


So all our Pack upon the Floor is caſt, 
And all I boaſt is that I fall the laſt. [ Dies, 


thoſe bloody Spectacles daily ex- 
hibited in our Tragedies, of which 
the French Stage is ſo intirely clear. 


ſition: Nor do J believe our Vic- 
| tories over the French have been 
owing to any thing more than to 


Pri 
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M E N. 
Rakel, Mir. Lacy. 
Commons, Mr. Mullart, 
Mr. Wiſdom, Mr. Jones. 
Mr. Softly, | | Mr. Hallam. 
Riſque, Mr. Reynhold, 
Fobn, Mr. Wathan. 
Sneaksby, Mr. Derne 
VW O M E N. | 
Mrs. Wiſdom, Mrs, Chet 
Mrs. Softly, Mrs. Mullart. 
Betty, Mrs, Stokes, 


Conftable, Whores, Fi dlers, $ un be. 
1 Cc E N E, the Street. 


To KEEP a 


WI FE at HOME. 


— 


ACT I. SC ENE IA 
SCENE, The Street. 
Rakel, Riſque, 
Rakel [Reading a Letter.] 


OUR late Behaviour hath deter- 
mined me never to ſee you more; if 
you get Entrance into this Houſe for 
the future, it will not be by my Con- 
ſent ; for I deſire you would hence- 
forth imagine there never was any 
Acquaintance between you and | 

Lucretia Softly. 


So! the Letter was thrown out at the Window, was it ? 
Rigg. Ay, Sir, I am ſure there is no good News 
in it, by the Face of that Jade Su/an. I know by the 
Countenance of the Maid when the Miſtreſs is in good 

Humour. | 
| A 3 , Rak, 
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| Rak, Well, may you meet with better Succeſs 


in the next Expedition. Here, carry. this Letter to 
Mrs. Wiſdom, I'll wait here till you return with an 
Anſwer. | | RE ne” ; 
 Rifq. But, Sir Es 

Rak. Well, Sir ? ; | 
Ki. This Affair, Sir, may end in a Blanketing, 
and that is a Danger I never loye to run with an empty 
Stomach. G | 

Rak. Sirrah ! if I were to be toſſed myſelf I would 
wiſh to be as empty as poſſible ; but thou art ſuch an 
Epicure thou art continually thinking on thy Belly. 

Ri/q. The Reaſon of that is very plain, Sir; for I 


am continually hungry. Whilſt I follow'd your | 


Honour's Heels as a Soldier, I expected no better 
Fare; but ſince I have been promoted to the Office of 
Pimp, I ought to live in another manner. Would it 
not vex a Man to the Heart to run about gnawing his 
Nails like a ſtarved Skeleton, and ſee every Day fo 
many plump Brethren of the ſame Profeſſion riding in 
their Coaches. 

Rak. Bring me but an Anſwer to my Wiſh, and 
then 

Riſg. Don't promiſe me, Sir for then I ſhall be 
ſure of having nothing If you were but as like a 
great Man in your Riches, as you are in your Promi- 


ſes, I ſhould dine oftner by two or three Days a Week. 


than I do now. 


Rak. To your Buſineſs. It is happy for the Nation: 
that this Fellow run away from his Maſter ; for had he 
become an authoriſed Attorney, he would have been a: 
greater Burden to the Town he was quartered on than; 


our whole Regiment, 


Tu NE IE 


Rakel, Commons. 
Com. Captain Rakel; your Servant. 


Ka. Jack Commons !— My dear Rake, welcome to 


Town : How do all our Friends at Quarters ? 


TE 
VA. 


Com. 


by A dt ho ha] + 


. My =o. hn 


A'\NtewWay to keep a Wife at Home. 7 
Tom. All in the old Way. I left your two Brother 
Officers with two Parſons and the Mayor of the Town, 
as drunk às your Drums. ah thy 

Rak. Mr. Mayor indeed is a thorough honeſt Fel- 
low ; and hath not, I believe, been ſober ſince he was 
in the Chair: He encourages that Virtue as a Magi- 
ſtrate, which he lives by as a Publican. 

Com. Very fine, faith! and if the Mayor was a 
Glazier, I ſuppoſe he would encourage breaking Win- 
dows too. | 

Kak. But prithee, what hath brought thee to 
Town? | | 

Com, My own Inclinations chiefly. I reſolved to 
take one Swing in the charming Plains of Iniquity ; fa 
J am come to take my Leave of this delicious lewd 
Place, of all the Rakes and Whores of my Acquain- 
tance, —to ſpend one happy Month in the Joys of 
Wine and Women, and then ſneak down into the 
Country and go into Orders, 

Rak. Ha, ha, ha. And haſt thou the Impudence to 
pretend to a Call ? 

Com. Ay, Sir; the uſual Call: I have the Promiſe 
of a good Living. Lookee, Captain, my Call of Pi- 
ety is much the ſame as yours of Honour — You will 
fight, and I ſhall pray for the ſame Reaſons I aſſure 

ou. 


Rak. If thy Gown doth not rob thee of Sincerity, 
thou wilt have one Virtue under it at leaſt. 

Com. Ay, ay, Sincerity is all that can be expected; 
that is the chiet Difference among Men. All Men have 
Sins; but ſome hide them. Vice is as natural to us as 
our Skins, and both would equally appear, if we had 
neither Clothes nor Hypocriſy to cover them. ; 

Rak. Thou art a fine promiſing Holderforth, faith, 
and doſt begin to preach in a moſt orthodox manner. 


Com. Pox of Preaching ! will you go ſteal an act or 
two of the new Tragedy? 


Rat. 


admitted, even tho' you had your Gown on. 
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Rat. Not II go to no Tragedy — but the Tra- 
gedy of Tom Thumb. | 

Com. The Tragedy of Tom Thumb ! what the Devi] 
is that? | | | 

Rak. Why, Sir, it 1s a Tragedy that makes me 
laugh : and if your Sermons will do as much, I ſhall 
be glad to make one of your, Audience, 

Com. Will you to the Tavern? 

'Rak. No, I am engaged. ke; 

Com. Engaged; then it muſt be to a Bawdy-houſe, 
and I'll along with you. | 

Rak. Indeed, you cannot, my young Levite; for 
mine is a private Bawdy-Houſe, and you will not be 

Com. If thy Engagement be not preſſing, thou ſhalt 
go along with me: I will introduce thee to a charming 


fine Girl, a Relation of mine. 


Rak. Doſt thou think me dull enough to undergo 
the Ceremonies of being introduced by a Relation to a 
modeſt Woman ?——Haſt thou a mind to marry me 
to her ? 

Com. No, Sir, ſhe is married already. There are 
a Brace of them, as fine Women as you have ſeen, and 
both married to old Husbands. 

Rak. Nay, then they are worth my Acquaintance, 
and ſome other time thou ſhalt introduce me to them. 

Com. Nay, thou ſhalt go drink Tea with one of 
them now It is but juſt by I dined there to 
Day, and my Uncle is now gone abroad. Come, *tis 
but two Steps into the Square here, at the firſt two 


Lamps. . 


Rak. The firſt two Lamps ! mY" 
Com. Ay, no farther—— Her Husband's Name is 


Wiſdom. 


Rak. By all that's unlucky, the very Woman J have 


ſent R:/que to [ Aſeae. 
Com. Come, well go make her a Viſit now, and 


 To-morrow Pl carry thee to my Aunt Sœfih. 


Rab. 
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Rab. Another Miſtreſs of mine, by Lucifer. ¶ Aide. 
Haſt thou no more Female Relations in Town ? 

Com. No more! Won't two ſerve your unreaſon · 
able Appetite ? 

Rak. But thou ſeemeſt to be ſo free of thaw I 
could wiſh thee, for the ſake of the Publick, related 
to all the Beauties in Chriſtendom. But, Jack, I hope 
theſe two Aunts of thine are not rigidly virtuous, 

Com. Ha, ha, ha. —— Do not I tell. thee they are 
young and handſome, and that their Husbands are 
old 

Rak. And thou would not take it amiſs if one were 
to dub an Uncle of thine a Cuckold. 

Com. Harkee, Tom, if thou hadſt read as much 
as I, thou wouldſt know that Cuckold is no ſuch 
Term of Reproach as it is imagined : Half the great 
Men in Hiſtory are Cuckolds on Record. Take it 
amiſs! ha, ha, ha. Why, my Uncle himſelf will 
not; for the whole World knows he is a Cuckold 
already. 

Rak. How ! 

Com. Ay, Sir, When an old Man goes -ublickly 
to Church with a young Woman, he proclaims that 
Title loud enough : But come, will you to my Aunt? 

Rat. You muſt excuſe me now. 

Com. When I make you ſuch another Offer you 
ſhan*t refuſe it: I thought you would have poſtpon'd 
any Buſineſs for a Miſtreſs. 

Rak. But I am in Purſuit of 8 Miſtreſs, one 
am pre- engaged to —— Afterwards, Sir, I am at 
the Service of your whole Family. 

Com. Succeſs attend your Iniquity Pll enquire 
for you at the Tilt-yard. So, your Servant. 

Rak. Yours —— A very — Fellow this 1 
find, if he ſhould diſcover my Amours, he is not like- 
, to be any — to them. 


_— SCENE 
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5 SCENE III. 
l Rakel, Riſque. 
< Pak So. Sir. 21815 
 Riſq. Sir, I have with great Dexterity deliver'd 


your Honours Letter, and with equal Pleaſure have 
brought you an Anſwer. 


Rak. | Reads. ] 
E here at the Time you mention, my Husband is Iucki. 
ly out of the way. I wiſh your Happineſs be (as you 
ſay) entirely in the Power of 85 
ELIZABETH WISponM. 


Ay, now thou haſt performed well indeed, and I' 
give thee all the Money I have in my pocket for an 
Encouragement. Odſo! I have but Six-pence about 
me here, take, take this and be diligent. 
 Rifq. Very fine Encouragement truly! This it is 
to ſerve a poor, beggarly, louſy — Tf half this 
Dexterity had been employ'd in the Service of a great 
Man, I had been a Captain or a Middleſex Juſtice 
long ago. — But I muſt tug along the empty Port- 
manteau of this ſhabby No-pay Enſign. Pox on't, 
what can a Man expect who is but the Rag-Carrier 
of a Rag-Carrier ? | 


SCENE IV. 


Mr. Wiſdom, Mrs, Wiſdom, Rakel. 


Mrs. Wiſd. Sure never any thing was ſo lucky for 
us as this threatning Letter : While my Husband ima- 
gined I ſhould go abroad, he was almoſt continually 
at home; but now he thinks himſelf ſecure of my not 
venturing out, he 1s ſcarce ever with me. 

Rak. How ſhall I requite this Goodneſs which can 
make ſuch a Confinement eaſy for my fake? _ 

Mr. Wiſd, The Woman that thinks it worth her 
While to confine herſelf for her Gallant, thinks her- 
ſelf ſufficiently requited by his Company. 


Betty 
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Betty [ Entring.} Oh! Madam, here's my Maſter 
come home : had he not quarrelPd with the Footman 
at the Door, he. had cerainly found you together. 

Rak. What ſhall I do? RY 

Mrs. Wiſd. Step into this Cloſer —— quick, quick, 
what can have ſent him home fo ſoon ? 


SCE NE V. 
Mr. Wiſdom, Mrs. Wiſdom. 


Oh! my Dear! you are better than your Word 
M. row; this is kind indeed to return fo much earlier 
chan your Promiſe. | TIN 
as Mr. Wijd. Mr. Mortgageland hath diſappointed me: 
ue 'm afraid ſome body elle hath taken him off my 
Hands; ſo let ſome of the Servants get me my Night- 
z Cow and Slippers, for I intend to ſtay at home all the 
his Evening. Ys | | 
eat Mrs. Wiſd. Was ever ſuch. III. luck they are 
ice both in my Cloſer. Lord, Child, why will you 
rt- put on that odious Night-Gown 3 indeed, it doth 
wt, not become you | 
ier NLovey, indeed you don't. | 
Mr. Wiſd. Pſhaw! it doth not become a Wife to 
dilike her Husband in any Dreſs whatſoever. 
Mrs. Wiſd. Well, my Dear, if you command, I 
will be always ready to obey. —— Betty, go fetch your 
_ {Maſter's Night-Gown out of my Clotet — Take care 
for Nyou don't open the Door too wide, leſt you throw 
na- Wdown a China Baſon that is juſt within it. 
ally WW W. Wiſd. Come, give me a Kiſs ; you look very 
not pretty to Night, you little wanton Rogue. adod ! 
| ſhall, I ſhall make thee amends for the Pleaſures 
you miſs abroad. D 


the Rogues order you, and you'll have your poor 
Wife murder'd to ſave twenty Guineas. 

Mr. Wiſd. If you ſtay at home, you will not be 
urder'd, and J ſhall ſave many a twenty Guineas. 


B 2 Mr. 


you don't look pretty in 7 


Mrs. Wiſd. So, you won't put the Money where 
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* Mrs. Wiſd. But then, I ſhall loſe all my acquain- 
tance by not returning their Viſits. 11 


Mr. Wiſd. Then I ſhall loſe all my Torments: ill. 
and truly, if I owe this Loſs to the Letter- Writer, pr. 
Jam very much obliged to him. I would have tied ing 
a much larger Purſe to the Knocker of my Door to we 
have kept it free from that Rat-tat-tat-tat-tat, which to 
continually thunder'd at it. | 

SCENE. VI bl 
Mr. Softly, Mr. Wiſdom, Mrs. Wiſdom. bu 


Mr. Sofily. Mr. Wiſdom, Your Servant. Madam, IS, 

I am your humble Servant: A Friend of yours, Mr. 

Wiſdom, expects you at Tom's, _ 
Mr. Wiſd. Nay, if he be come, I muſt leave thee a 

for one Hour, my Dear. So, take the Key of my 9 

.Gloſet and fetch me that Bundle of Parchment that 4 
lies in the Bureau. | 


* 


.. Mrs. Mild. I will, my Dear. [This is extremely lucy. ©] m 
e SCENE VII. of 
28 ne 
__ Mr. Wiſdom, Mr. Softly. 

N. Softly. Well: Doth the Plot ſucceed notably? 

Mr. Miſd To my With: Sha hath not ventured j 
to ſtir abroad. fince. This Demand you have drawn ; 
upon my Wife, for 201. will be of more Service to gag 

me than a Draught onithe Bank for ſo many Hundreds. J 

Mr. Sift." I wiſh your threatning Letter to my Wife 
had met with the ſame Succeſs: but, alack ! it hath Ret 
had a quite «contrary Effect. She ſwears, ſhe'll go cnt; 
abroad the more now to ſhew her Courage: But that Pla 
ſhe may not appear too raſh, ſhe hath put me to the F 
' Expenſe of an additional Footman; and, inſtead of W he ; 
ſtaying at home, ſhe carries all my Blunderbuſſes W alw 
abroad. Her Coach, when ſhe goes a viſiting, 7 

looks like a General Officer's going to a Campaign. vet] 

Mr. Wiſd. But if it came to that Extremity J 
would lock up my Doors, and ſhut her in, on Pretence 
of ſhutting Rogues out. | : 


„ — F 
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Mr. Soft. But I cannot ſhut her Companions out: 
I ſhould have a Regiment of Women on my Back for 
ill uſing my Wife, and have a Sentence of Cuckoldom 
pronounced againſt me at all the Aſſemblies and Viſit- 
ing-Days in Town : If I could prevail by Stratagem; 
well: But I am too certain of the Enemy's ee 
to attempt the ſubduing her by Force. | 

Mr. Wiſd. Thank my Stars, my Wife is of another 
Temper. 

Mr. Soot. You will not take it ill, Brother Wiſdom: 
but your Wife is not a Woman of that Spirit as mine 
IS, 

Mr. Niſd. No, Heaven be praiſed ; for of all evil 
Spirits, that of a Woman ſurely is the worſt. | 

Mr. Soft. Truly, it is a Perfection that coſts a Man 
as much as it is worth. | 

Mr. Wiſd. But what do you intend to do? 

Mr. Soft. I know not. Something I muſt; for 
my Houſe at preſent is like a Garriſon, I have continu- 
ally Guards Mounting and Diſmounting, while I know 
of no Enemy but my Wite, and ſhe's within, 


SCENE VIII. 


Mr. Softly, Mr. Wiſdom, Mrs. Wiſdom. 


== Wiſd. Here are the Parchments, my Dear. 

r. Wiſd. You know the Neeallity of my En- 
* and will excuſe me. 

Mr. Soft. No Ceremony with me, Brother. 

Mr. Wiſd. If you will ſtay with my Wife till my 
Return, ſhe will be much obliged to you: You may 
entertain one another at Pin z you are no high 
Player any more than ſhe. | 

Mrs, Wiſd. I ſhall be too hard for him; for I fanſy 
he is a Player much about your Pitch, and you know 
always get the better of you. 

Mr. Wiſd. Weng well, to it, to it, I leave you to- 
""=_ 


B 3 SCENE 
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| SCEN = FX: 


ak Mr. Softly, Mrs. Wiſdom. 
Mr. Soft. Tam but a bad Player, Madam; but to 


divert you. 
Mes. Wiſd. How ſhall I get rid of him? I am not 
much inclined to Picquet at preſent, Mr. Sefth. 
Mr. Soft. Hum! very likely ! any other Game that 
you pleaſe—-—if I can play at it. 

"Mrs. NMiſd. No, you can't play at it — for to be 
plain, I am obliged to write a Letter into the Country. 
I hope you'll excuſe me. 


Mr. Soft, Oh! dear Siſter! I will divert the Time 


with one of theſe News-Papers : Ay, here's the Grub. 
freet Journal—An exceeding good Paper this; and 
hath commonly a great deal of Wit in it. 

Mrs. Wiſa. But am the worſt Perſon in 
the World at writing: The leaſt Noiſe diſturbs me. 
Mr. Soft, I am as mute as a Fiſh. 

Mrs. Wifd. I know not how to exprels it, I am ſo 
aſham'd of the Humour but I cannot write 
whilſt any one is in the Room. 

Mr. Soft, Hum !. very probable there is no ac- 
counting for me Humours. Well you may 
truſt me in the Cloſet. This Cloſet and I have been ac- 
quainted before now. [Ofers 10 go in. 

Mrs. Wiſd. By no means, I have a thing in that 
Cloſet you maſt not ſee, 


Ee 
Mr. Softly, Mrs. Wiſdom, Commons. 

Com. What, is not Uncle Viſdom returned yet? 
Mrs. Wiſd. I am ſurpriſed you ſhould return, Sir, 
unleſs you have learnt more Civility than you ſhewed at 
Dinner to Day; your Behaviour then ſeem'd very unfit 
for one who incendls to put on that ſacred Habit you 
are deſign'd for. 

Com. You may be as Scurrilous as you pleaſe, Aunt: 


It hath been always my Relofarion | to ſee my Relations 
as 
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2s ſeldom as I can, and when I do ſee them, never to 
mind what they ſay.— I have been at your Houſe too, 
Uncle Softly, and have met with juſt ſuch another Re- 


ception there: But come, you and I will go drink one 


honeſt Bottle together I have not crack'd a Bottle 
with you ſince I came to T] . ND 

Mr. Wiſd. For Heaven's ſake, dear Brother, do any 
thing to get him hence. | 

Mr. Soft. Well, Nephew, as far as a Pint goes. 

Com. Ay, ay, a Pint is the beſt Introduction to a 
Bottle. Aunt, will you go with us ? 

Mrs. Wiſd. Faugh ! Brute. 

Com. If you won't, you may let it alone. 

Mrs. Soft. Siſter, your humble Servant. 
Mis. iſa, I'll take care to prevent all Danger of a 
Surpriſe [Locks the Door, ] — there, Captain, Caps 
tain, you may come out, the Coaſt is clear. 

S CEN E XI 
Mrs. Softly, Rakel. 
Rat. Theſe Husbands make the moſt confounded 
long Viſits. | MOULIN © 


Mrs. Wiſd. Husbands! Why, 1 have had half a 


dozen Viſitants ſince he went away; I thought you had 
over- heard us. | A i enen a 

Rak. Not I truly, I have been entertaining myſelf 
8 the N hole Duty of Man, at the other end of the 

loſet. FO | 

Mrs. Wiſd. You are very unconcerned in Danger, 
Captain. | 

Rak. Yes, Madam, Danger is my Profeſſion, and 
theſe ſort of Dangers are ſo common to me that they 
give me no Surpriſe, I have declar'd War with the 
whole Commonwealth of Husbands ever ſince I arriv'd 
at Years of Diſcretion. | 

Mrs. Wiſd. Rather with the Wives I'm afraid. 

Rak. No, Madam, I always conſider the Wife as 
the Town, and the Husband as the Enemy in Poſſeſ- 
ſion of it. I am not for burning nor raſing where 1 


go; but when I have driven the Enemy out of his 
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Fortreſs, I march in the moſt gentle peaceable manner 
imaginable. So, Madam, if you pleaſe, we will walk 
into the Cloſet together. vis 
Mrs. Wiſd. What, to read the Whole Dnty of Man? 
Ha, ba, har fo 5 en | W G4 
Kak. Ay, my Angel! and you ſhall fay, I practiſe 
what I read Takes ber in his Arms, Mrs. Wiſdom 
| | knocks, ſbe ſtarts from them. 

Mr. Wiſd. [without]! What, have you ſhut your- 
ſelves in? A EEG > 

Rak. Ourſelves! oh the Devil, doth he know 1 
am here?? 1 | $4 OP 
4 Wiſd. No, no, no, to your Hole, quick, quick, 

uick. | in ae bs 
Mr. Wiſd. Why, Child, Mr. Softly, don't you hear? 
what, have you play'd yourſelves aſleep ? 

Mrs. Wiſd. Oh! my Dear, are you there? 

SCEN.E XII. 
K Mr. Wiſdom, Mrs. Wiſdom. 

Mr. Wiſd. [ Entering.] If we were not fo nearly re- 
lated, I ſhould not like this locking up together. Hey- 
day ! Where is my Brother Softly ? 3 

Mrs. Wiſd. Alas! my Dear, my ungracious Ne- 

hew hath been here and taken him away to the Tavern. 

Mr. Wiſd. Why will you ſuffer that Fellow to come 
within my Doors, when you know it is againſt my Will? 

Mrs. Wiſd. Alas, Child, I don't know how to ſhut 
your Doors againſt your own Relations. : 

Mr. Wijd, And what were you doing, hey? that 
you were lock'd in ſo cloſe by yourſelf. 

Mrs. Wiſd. I was only ſaying a few Prayers, my 
Dear; but indeed theſe Incendiaries run ſo in my Head 
I never think myſelf ſafe enough. 


Mr. Wiſd. Heaven bleſs the Hour I firſt thought 


of putting them there. [ Afaae. 
Mrs. Wiſd. Well, Child, this is very good in you 
to come home ſo ſoon. 


Mr. 
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Mr. Wiſd. 1 only call on you in my way to the City; 
for I muſt-ſpeak to Alderman Longhorns before I ſleep. 
] am ſorry you have loſt Brother Softly ;. he mah 
have diverted you a little. 

Mrs. Wiſd. 1 can divert myſelf well enough in my 
Cloſer for that matter. 

Mr. Wiſd: Ay, do ſo. Reading is an innocent and 
inſtructive Diverkon. I will be back with the utmoſt 
Expedition : Is your Cloſet Jock*d, Child ? there are 
ſome Papers in it which I muſt take with me. — | 

Mrs. Wiſd. What ſnall I do ? ——— Lud, my Dear, 
]—I—have loſt the Key, I think. 


Mr. Wiſd. Then it muſt be broke open; for they 


are of the utmoſt Conſequence.Nay, if you can't 
tell where you have laid it, I can't ſtay, the Lock 
muſt be broke open; I'll call up one of the Servants. 
Mrs. Wiſd. Nay then, Confidence aſſiſt me 
Here, here it is, Child. ee have nothing but Af- 
ſurance to truſt to; and I am reſoly*d to exert the ut- 
moſt. [Opens the Door, Rakel runs againſt bim, 
throws him down; he looks on Mrs. Wiſ⸗ 
dom, ſhe points to the. n Door and 


be runs out. 
| \ Mrs, w iſm ſorieks. 

Mr. Wiſd. Oh! I am murder'd. 

Mrs. Miſd. The Incendiaries are come. My Dream 
is out, my Dream is out. 

Mr. Wijd. My Horns are aut. 

Mrs. Wiſd, Oh! my Dear, ſure never any thing 
was ſo lucky as this Stay of yours. Heaven knows 
what he would have done to me had I been alone. 

Mr. Ni. Ay, ay, my Dear, I know what he 
would have done to you ver 


Mrs. Wiſd. I hope you will be advis d. and put the 


Money where you are deſir'd before any'ching worſe 
happens. 


Mr. Wi d. I ſhall put you out of Doors before any 
thing worſe happens. 


Mrs, Wiſd. My Dear? | 
Mr, 
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Mr. Wijd. My Devil! come, come, confeſs, it is 
done already; am I one or no? 

Mrs. Wiſd. Are you what, my Love? | 

Mr. Wiſd. Am Ja Beaſt, a — ? a Husband, 

Mrs. Wiſd, Defend me. ure the Fright hath 
turn'd your Brain: Are you a Husband ? yes, I hope 
ſo, or what am I ? 

Mr. Wiſd. Ah! Crocodile! I know very well what 
ſort of Robber was here. Nay, perhaps, he was a 
Robber, and you may have conſpired together to rob 
me: I don't doubt but you was concern'd in writing 
the Letter too. No one likelier to extort Money from 
a Man than his Wife. 

Mrs. Wiſd. Oh! barbarous, cruel, inhuman AC. 

rſion! 

Mr. Wijd. Is he a Conjurer as well as a Thief, and 
could he go through the Key-hole? How came he 
into that Cloſet? How came he into that Cloſet, 
Madam, without your Knowledge ? anſwer me chat! 
Did he go through the Door? 

Mrs. Wiſd. 1 ſwear by —— 

Mr. Wiſd. Hold, hold. I don't queſtion but you 
will ſwear through a thouſand Doors to get off. 


Enter John. 


Jobn. Oh | Sir, this Moment, as I was walking in 
the Yard, I ſpied a Fellow nn to get in at my 
Lady's Cloſet Window. 

Mr. Wiſd. How! 

John. Dear Sir, ſtep but into the Cloſer, you will 
find the Window broke all to Pieces. 

Mr. Mid. The Villains! 
dle and go in before me. 

Mrs. Wiſd. Miraculous Fortune! Now will I ſtand 
it out that Rakel got in the ſame Way, Sure it muſt 
have been the Devil that hath broke theſe Windows 
to encourage us to ſin by this Delivery——Oh ! 
here comes my Husband, it is my Turn now to be 
angry, and his to ask Pardon. 


Mr. 


Fohn, take the Can- 
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Mr. Wiſd. John, Do you watch carefully in the Yard 
this Night. I proteſt a Man will ſhortly be ſafe no 
„ 2655-420) LN php TaER IN 
Mrs. Wiſd. Not when Thieves get through Key- 
6 
Mr. Wiſd. Come, I ask thy Pardon; I am ſorry I 
ſuſpected thee : I will make thee amends, I will 
I will ſtay at home this Week with thee in ſpite of 
Buſineſs : Thou ſhalt tie me to thy Girdle. Nay, do 
not take on thus, I will buy thy Forgiveneſs. Here, 
here is a Purſe to put thy Money in ; and it ſhall not 
be long before I give thee ſome Money to put in thy 
Purſe——you ſhall take the Air every Day in Hide- 
Park, and Il go with you for a Guard: I vow you 
ſhall forgive me, Ill kiſs you till you do. 

Mrs. Wiſd. You know the way to mollify me. 

Mr. Wiſd. Why, I was but in jeſt : I never thought 
you had any hand in the Letter. | 

Mrs. Wiſd. Did you not indeed. 50 

1 No, indeed; may I be worſe than robb'd 
if I did. ns 

Mrs. Wiſd. Well, but don't jeſt fo any more. 

Mr. Wiſd. 1 promiſe you: but I muſt not loſe 
a Moment before I go into the City 

Mrs. Wiſd. And will you leave me again to Night ? 

Mr. Wiſd. You muſt excuſe Neceſſity, my Dear. 

Mrs. Wiſd. My Dear, I ſhall always obey your 
Commands without any farther Reaſon. 

Mr. Wiſd. What a happy Man am I ina Wife! if 
all Women were but ſuch Bleſſings to their Husbands 
as thou art, what a Heaven would Matrimony be. 
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r. SCEMNET: 
' SCENE The Street. 
Rakel, and afterwards Riſque. 
Rak. T OVE and War I find ſtill require the ſame 


Talents; to be unconcerned in Danger is 


abſolutely neceſſary to both. I know not whether it 
was more lucky that I thought of this Stratagem, or 
that I found Ri/que on the Spot to execute it. I dare 
ſwear ſhe will ſoon take the Hint: Nor do I ſee any 
other way ſhe could poſſibly have come off. — 
So, Raſcal, what Succeſs ? | | 
Riß. I have broke the Windows with a Venge- 
ance, I have made room enough for your Honour to 
march in at the Head of a Company of Grenadiers, 
and all this without the leaſt Noiſe. But I hope the 
Lady did not uſe your Honour very ill, that her Win- 
dows muſt be broken. 


* 


Rak. No, Mr. Inguiſitive, J have done it for the 


Lady's fake, to give her an Opportunity of ſaying 1 
broke in there; for when I was taken in the Cloſer, 
I was obliged to bring her off by pretending myſelf 
a Robber. 

Rifq. But if he ſhould take you at your Word, and 
proſecute you, who would bring your Honour off? 

Rak. No matter: It were better fifty ſuch as I were 
hang'd, than one Woman ſhould loſe her Reputation. 
But as the Cloſet was full of things of Value, my 
touching none would ſufficiently preſerve me from any 
villanous Imputation ſhould the worſt happen. 

Rifq. I fanſy indeed it would be no Diſgrace, to be 
thought to have ſtolen all you have in your Pocket. 

Rak. What's that you are muttering ? Harkee, 
Raſcal, be ſure not to go to bed; I ſhall not be at 

N home 
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home till early in the Morning Now for my un- 


kind Miſtreſs, I may have better Succeſs there than 1 
found with my kind one. 


How bleſs'd is a Soldier while licens'd to range, 

How pleaſant this Whore for that to exchange. 

Riſq. Go thy Ways, young Satan; the old Gentle- 
man himſelf cannot be much worſe. Let me conſi- 
der a little. My Maſter doth not come home till 
Morning, the Cloſet is full of things of Value, and I 
can very eaſily get into it. Agad, and I'll have a 
Trial. I am in no great danger of being caught in the 
Fact; ſo if I bring off a good handſome Booty 
My Maſter ſtands fair for being hang'd for it. Hey- 
day | What the Devil have we here? 


SCENE It 


Commons, with Whores and Muſick, Riſque. 

Com. | Sings] Tol, lol de rol lol Now am I 
Alexander the Great, and you my Statira and Roxana, 
you Sons of Whores, play me Alexander the Great's 
March. |. Hl 

1 Fid. We don't know it an't pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Com. Don't you? Why then play me the 
Black Foke. | | | 

2 Wh. Play the White Fołe, that's my Favourite. 

Com. Ay, ay, Black or White, they are all alike to me. 

| [ Mufick plays. 

2 Wh. We had better go to the Tavern, my Dear; 
the Juſtices of Peace are fo ſevere againſt us, we ſhall 
be taken up and ſent to Br:idewell. 

Com. The Juſtices be hang'd, they dare not attack 
a Man of my Quality : The Moment they knew me to 
be a Lord, they would let us all go again. 

1 Mb. Nay, my Dear, I ask your Pardon; I did 
not know you were a Lord. Fn, | 

Com. Yes, my Dear, yes; my Lord Kilfob, that's 
my Title, of the Kingdom of Jreland. . 

Rifq. l Advancing.) My Lord Kilfeb, I am glad to 
ſee your Honour in Town, Com. 
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Cam. Ha! Ned Riſque, give me thy Hand, Boy. 
Come, honeſt Ri/que, thou ſhalt go to the Tavern 
with me, and I'll treat thee with a Whore and a Bot- 
tle of Wine —— But harkee. (Whiſpers. 

1 Mb. A Lord, and fo familiar with this Fellow! 
This is ſome Clerk or Appremice ſtrurting about with 
his Maſter's Sword on. 

2 Wh. 1 fancy, Saby, this is a Sharper, and no 
Coming-down Cull. 

1 Wh. Ay, damn him, he'll make us pop our Un- 
ders for the Reckoning: We'll not go with him. 

Com. If thou canſt lend me half a Crown, do; the 
Devil take me if I don't pay thee again To- morrow. 

Riſg. That I would with all my heart, but I have 
not one Souſe I aſſure you am on Buſineſs for my 
Maſter, and in a great Hurry._— 

Com, Get thee gone for a Good-for-nothing Dog 
as thou art. Come, Sirrah, play on to the Tavern. 

2 Wh. I don't know what you ,mean, Sir, we are 
no Company for ſuch as you. 
Com, I own you are not fit Company for a Lord; 
but no matter, ſeveral Lords keep ſuch Company, 

and ſince I ſtoop to you. 

1 Mh. You ſtoop to us, Scrub, 

2 Mb. You a Lord, you are ſome Attorney's Clerk 
or Haberdaſher's *Prentice. 

1 Hb. Do you ſit behind a Desk, or ſtand behind a 
Compter ? 

2 Wh. We're not for ſuch as you, we'd have you 
to know, Fellow. 

Com. But I am for ſuch as you and that I'll make 
you know with a Vengeance—— Whores, Strumpets. 

Whores. Murder, Murder, Robbery, Murder, 

Com. [I'll ſcour you with a Pox. 

[ Beats them off and returns. 

2 Fid. I wiſh we were well rid of this Chap; I 
wiſh we get any thing by him. 

1 Fid, I wiſh we get off with a whole Skin and a 
whole Fiddle, | 


Com. 
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Com. I have paid you off however. 

1 Fid. I wiſh your Honour would pay us off too, 
for we are oblig*d to play to ſome Country Dances. 

Com. Are not you impudent Dogs to ask any thing 
for ſuch Muſick ? - Pi] not give you a Souſe; you 
are a couple of wretched Scrapers, and play ten De- 
grees worſe than the Univerſity Waits: If you had 
your Merit, you would have your Fiddles broke about 
your Heads. 

1 Fid. Sir, you don't talk like a Gentleman. 

Com. Don't I, Sir? Why then I'll act like a Gentle- 
man. [Draws.] This is the Way, a Man of Honour 
pays Debts, you Dogs; [I'll let out your own Guts to 
make Fiddle-ftrings of. A couple of cowardly Dogs! 
run away from one. Blood! I have routed the whole 
Army: Hannibal could have done no more. What 
Pity it is ſuch a brave Fellow as I am ſhould be made 
a Parſon of! 


9 [ Link- Boy croſſes. 

Here, you, Son of a Whore, come here. Are you 
the Sun, or the Moon, or one of the Seven Stars ? 

Link. Does your Honour want a Light, Sir ! 

Com. Want a Light, Sir! Ay, Sir. Do you take 
me for a Diſſenter, you Raſcal; do you think I carry my 
Light within, Sirrah ? I travel by an outward Light. 
So lead on, you Dog, and light me into Darkneſs. 


A Soph, he is Immortal 
And never can decay, 

For how ſhould he return to Duſt 
Who aaily wets his Clay, 


S C EY N M6 
Rakel and Mrs, Softly. 3 
Mrs. Soft. Forget that Letter, it was the Effect 
of a ſudden ſhort- liv'd Anger which aroſe from a laſt- 
ing Love: Jealouſy is ſurely the ſtrongeſt Proof of 
that Paſſion. 
Rak. It is a Proof I always wiſh to be without, if 
all my Miſtreſſes were as forward to believe my Since- 
rity. Mrs. 
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Ars. Soft. All your Miſtreſſes—— Bravo. 

Rak. I _ of you, Madam, in the Plural Number, 
as we do of Kings, from my Reverence ; for if I have 
another Miſtreſs upon Earth may I be 8 

Mrs. Soft. Marry'd to her which would be 
Curſe enough on both. But do not think, Captain, 
that ſhould I once diſcover my Rival, it would give 
me any Uneaſineſs; the Suſpicion of the Falthood 
raiſed my Anger, but the Knowledge of it would on- 
ly move my Contempt: Be aſſur'd I have not Love 
enough to make me uneaſy if I knew you were falſe; 
ſo hang Jealouſy, I will believe you true. : 

Rak. By all the Tranſports we have felt together, 
by all the eager Raptures which this very Night hath 
witneſſed to my Paſſion. g 


- 


TOS. {Softly hems without. 
Mrs. Soft. Oh! Heaven! My Husband is upon the 
Stairs. | 

Rak. A Judgment fallen upon me before I had For- 
ſworn myſelf — Have you no Cloſet ? no Chimney ? 

Mrs. Soft. None, nor any Way but this out of the 
Room, he muſt ſee you———Say nothing but Bow, 
and obſerve me. 


SCENE TV. 


Mr. Softly, Mrs. Softly, Rakel. 
Mr. Soft. Sure, never Man was fo put to it to get 
rid of a troubleſome Companion. 
Lee et [ Hey-day what's here? 
Mrs. Soft. Sir, I aſſure you, I am infinitely oblig'd 
to you, and ſo is my Husband ; I am ſorry he is not 
at home to return you Thanks, 
[ She courteſies all this time to him who bows to her. 
Mr. Soft. What's the matter, Child? what hath 
the Gentleman done for me ? . 
Mrs. Soft. Oh | my Dear, I am glad you are come 
the Gentleman hath done a great deal for me, he 
hath guarded me home from the Play. Indeed, my 
Dear, I am infinitely obliged to the Gentleman. 


Mr, 


Ir, 
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Mr. Soft. Ay, we are both infinitely oblig'd to 
him. Sir, I am your humble Servant; I give you 
a great many Thanks, Sir, for the Civility you — 
conferrꝰd on my Wife. I aſſure you, Sir, you never did 
4 Favour to any who will acknowledge it more. 

Rak. The Devil take me, if ever I did: I have 
been as civil to ſeveral Wives; but thou art the firſt 
Husband that ever thank*d me for it. 

Mr. Soft. Sir, if you will partake of a ſmall Col- 
lation we have within, we ſhall think ourſelves much 
honour*d in your Company. 

Rat. Sir, the Honour would be on my. ſide; 
but I am unhappily engag'd to up with the Duke of 
Fleetftreet, 

Mr. Soft. 1 hope, Sir, you will ſhortly give us 
ſome other Opportunity to thank you. 

Mrs. Soft. Pray, Sir, do not let it be long. 

Mr. Soft. Sir, my Doors will be always open to you. 

Rak. All theſe Acknowledgments for ſo ſmall a 
Gallantry make me aſham'd : I was only fortunate in 
the Occaſion of doing what.no young Gentleman could 
have refuſed. However, Sir, I ſhall take the firſt Op- 
portunity to kiſs your Hands, and am your ok obe- 
dient humble Servant. — Not a Step, Sir. 

Mr. Soft. Sir, your moſt humble Servant, 


SCENE v. 
Mur. Softly, Mrs. Softly, 
Mr. Soft. 1 proteſt one of the civileſt Gentlemen 


] ever ſaw. 

Mrs. Soft. Moſt infinitely well-bred. 

Mr. Soft. J have been making a viſit to my Neigh- 
bour Wiſdom, where whom ſhould I meet with 
but that unlucky Rogue, my. Nephew Commons, 'who 
hath taken me to the Tavern, and, 1 proteſt, almoſt 
lluſter'd me. 

Mrs. Soft. He was here juſt as you went out, and 
as rude as ever, but I gave him a ſufficient Rebuff; 
fanſy hell ſcarce venture here again: And indeed, 


my Dear, he is fo very ſcandalous, I wiſh you would 
not ſuffer him. C Mr. 
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Mr. Soft. He will be ſettled in the Country ſoon, 
and ſo we ſhall be rid of him quite. But, my Dear, 
I have ſome News to tell you, my Brother Miſcdon 
hath receiv'd juſt ſuch another Letter as outs, thtear- 
ning to murder her in her Ohair «the/firft5tirhe ſbe 
goes abroad, unleſs ſhe lays twenty Guineas under 2 

tone. Indeed ſhe ſhews abundance of Prudence con 
this Occaſion by keeping at home; ſhe doth not go 
abroad and frighten her poor Husband as you do- 

Mrs. Soft. My Siſter Viſdom receiv'd ſuch a Letter, 
I am heartily glad you have told me of it, for I owe 

her a Viſit, and on this Occaſion it would be unpat- 
donable to neglect a Moment. Who's there 
order my Chair this Inſtant, and do you and the other 
Footman take to your Arms. f | 

Mr. Soft. Why, you would not viſit her at this 
time c fight» 7 | ett ver e et, 

Mrs. Soft. Ohl my Dear! it is time enough, it is 
not yet Ten. Oh! I would not for the World, when 
ſhe will be ſure too that I know it. My Dear, your 
Servant, I'll make but a ſhort Viſit, and be back 
again before you can be ſet down to Supper. 

Mr. Soft. Was ever fo untfortunate a Wretch as ! 
am! All my Contrivances to keep her at home, do 
but ſend her abroad the more. But I have a virtuous 
Wife, however; and truly virtuous Women are 6 
rare in this Age one cannot pay too dear for her — 
Oh ! a virtuous. Wife is a moſt prodigious Bleſſing. 

SCENE VI. Mr. Wiſdom's Houſe. 

Rakel, Mrs. Wiſdom, 

Rak. To rally again the fame Night after ſuch a Re. 
buff, is, I think, Madam, a ſign of uncommon Braver). 
Mes. Miſd. What is it in me to lead you to that 
Rally, Captain, when I muſt ſhare the chief Part of 
the Danger too? 6 

Rak. Why indeed, Madam, to ſend me Word cl 
this ſecond Retreat of your Husband, was a Kindneb 
I know but one way how to thank you for; and! 


-will thank thee ſo heartily, my dear, dear, lovely 
Angel. Bett) 


; 
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b Betty [Emring.] Oh! Madam! here's Mrs. Softly 
juſt coming up. 
7 Rak. Mrs. Softly ! 
7 Mrs. Wiſd. How came ſhe to be. nee 4 in, were not 
my Orders, Not at home * „ 

Bet. She ſaid ſhe knew you were at home, and 
would ſee her. She will be here this Inſtanr. 

22 [Offers to Lo into the Cloſet] The Door 1 
lock 

Mrs. Wiſd. And my Husband hath the Key 
It ſignifies not much if ſhe ſees you. 

Rat. Oh! Madam, I am tenderer of your Repu- 
— W cation.——;This'Table will hide me. (Gets under it. 


S CE NE VII. 


his Mrs. Wiſdom, Mrs. Softly. 

Mrs. Soft. Oh! my Dear, I am exceedingly, con- 
ts cern'd to hear of your Misfortune; I ran away the 
en very Minute Mr. Softly. brought me the News, 
our Mrs. Wiſd. Lam very much obliged, to you, my Dear. 
ack Mrs Soft. But I hope you are not .irighten'd, my 

Dear. 
s | Mrs. Wiſd. It is impoſſible to avoid a little Sur- 
do priſe on ſuch an Occaſion. 
1005 Mrs. Soft. Oh yes! a little Surpriſe at firſt ; but 
ſo when one hath ſufficient Guards about one there can 
-] be no Danger. Have not you heard that I receiv'd 
juſt ſuch another Letter about three Days ago? 


| Mrs. Wiſd, And venture abroad ſo late 
a Mrs. Soft. Ha, ha, ha! Have I not a vaſt deal of 
Courage ? 


Re- Mrs. Wiſd. Indeed, I think ſo. I am ſure I have 
ery. WW not ſlept one Wink theſe three —_ 
Mrs. Soft. I have not ſlept much — 
rt. oi two of them at a Ball. 

Mrs. Wiſd. Why, you venture abroad ove as 
d ol if no ſuch thing had happen'd. 
dneb Mrs. Soft. It is only the Expenſe of a Footman or 
nd I two the more; no one would ſtay at home for that, 
ore you know: Sure you don't intend to confine your- 
ES ſelf 


for I was up 
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ſelf any longer on this account, 1 would 07 ſtay at 
home three Days, if I had receiy d as mad) y Le ers 
as go by the Poſt in that time, 

Mrs. Wiſd. You have more - Covrag E than I: The 

Apprehenſion of the Danger, with Tal wou . Quite 
extinguiſh the Pleaſure. 
Mrs. Soft. Oh! you cowardly Creature, there is 
no Pleaſure without Danger; but I thank Heaven my 
Thoughts are always ſo full of the former, that I leate 
no room for any Meditation on the latter! I 


$ GB: E VIII. 
Mr. Wiſdom, Mrs. Wiſdom, Mrs. og Conſtablt, 


Servants, 

John. I'll take my Oath I faw him go in 

Mrs. Wiſd. Bleſs me, my Dear, what's the Matter? 

Mr. Wiſd. Don't be frighten'd, Child; this Fellow 
hath ſeen the Rogue that was here to Day get into 
the Houſe again. Mr. Conſtable, that is the Cloſel- 
Door; you have the Key, therefore os DO enter firſt, 
and we'll all follow you. 

John. Ay, ay, let me alone; Fi you but lay Hand 
on him, and Pl knock his Brains out. 

Mrs. Soft. Lud, Siſter, how you tremble *? ? Take 
Example by me and don't be frighten'd. ——Here, 
John, Thomas, bring up your Blunderbuſſes, | 
Mrs. Wija. Support me, or J faint. 


TT: n 
| Riſque [diſeover'd.) 
Conf You may as "vel ſubmit, Sir, for we are too 
ſtrong for you. 
John. Confeſs, Sirrah ! confeſs, How many are 
there of you ? 
Mr. Wiſd. Search his Pockets, Mr. Conſtable. 
Mrs. Wiſd. What do I ſee! _ .. 122 
Mrs. Soft. Captain Rakes Man 
Mr. ae. It is ſufficient! the Goods are found 
upon kim. Sirrah! confels your Accomplices th 
Moment, you have no other way to ſave your Life 
than by becoming Evidence againſt your Gang. 70 
obn 
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John. Learn to betray your Friends. Sirrah! if you 
would rob like a Gentleman and not be hang'd for it. 
Mr. Wiſd. And fo, Sir, I ſuppoſe it was you that 
writ the threat'ning Letter to my Wife. Why don't 
ou ſpeak ? You may as well confeſs ; for you will be 
hang'd whether you confeſs or no. CORE 

Conſt. Would it not be your wiſeſt way to impeach 
your, Companions 3 fo you may not only ſave your Life, 


but get rewarded for your Roguery. 


Mr. Wiſd. Is the Raſcal dumb? We'll find Ways 
to make him ſpeak I warrant you. | 
59 CB'NB-X 
To them, Commons, drunk and finging. 
Com. Hey ! Uncle, what a Pox do you keep open 
Houſe at this time o'Night. Oons, I thought you 
uled to ſaeak to Bed at ſoberer Hours. 
Mr. Wiſd. How often muſt I forbid you my Houſe? 
Cm. Sir, you may forbid me as often as you pleaſe, 
when your Door is open I ſhall never be able to paſs by. 
Mr. MWijd. You ſhall find a very warm Reception. 
Com. As warm as you- pleaſe, for it is damn'd cold 
without : But come, where's your Liguor, you do not 
entertain all this Company without Wine, I hope. 
Why, what a Pox are all theſe ?——the Militia ! 
Mr. Wiſjd. Sir, if you do not go out of my Doors 
this Inſtant you ſhall be forc'd out. 
Com. Damn your Doors, Sir, and your Tables too, 
Il turn your Houſe out o' Doors, Sir. | 
[ Over-1urns the Table and diſcovers Rakel. 


S'C'E*N EB XI. 


Mr. Wiſdom, Mrs. Wiſdom, Mrs. Softly, Rakel, 
Riſque, Conſtable, Servants, | 

7obn, More Rogues! more Rogues! 

Conſt, J have him ſecure enough. 

Mr. MWiſd. This ſecond Viſit, Sir, is exceeding kind. 
I ſuppoſe, Sir, this is the honeſt Gentleman that con- 
veys away the Goods; we have ſtop'd the Goods and 
call convey you both to a proper Habitation. _ _ 
| GY. Rat, 
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Rat. Damnation! 

Mrs. Wiſd. Ruitn'd beyond Retrieval. Ml. 

Mr. Soft. May I believe niy Eyes? 

Mr. Wiſd. (ToRifgiie:] You witf have” br a ſho 
time to conſider o6n*t, ſo it were'gobd for you to reſolve 
on being an Evidence, and ſave your own*Netk at the 
Expence of his. " 

Kis. Well, Sir, if 1 muſt peach I muſt, I think. 

2 Wiſd. [To Rakel] Do you know this Gentle. 
man, Sir? 

Rat. Aſide, Conſuſion! Whit ſhall" Ide? 

Conſt. How the Rogues ſtare at one another ! What, 
did you never ſee one another before? 

Riſg. Pox take him, I win I had never ſeen him 
Tm fore; I am like to pay dear enough for his Ac. 
quaintance. 1 

Mr. Wiſd. You have no other way to prevent it 
than by ſwearing againſt him. 

Rig. Ay, ay, Sir, I'll ſwear againſt him; he 
brought me to this Shame, ſo let him look to it: 1 
never took theſe Courſes till I became acquainted with 
that Highway. man there WhO hath robb'd on all the 
Roads of England. 

Rat. Ha | 

Conft. And wilt you ſwear that this'Fellow wrote the 
Letter to my Maſter, to threaten to murder my Lady 
whenever ſhe went abroad. 

Rifq. Ay that I will, I ſaw him write it with my 
own Eyes. 8 . 

Mr. Wiſd. =—— You ſaw him write it? 

Riſq. Les, an't pleaſe your Honour. 

Mr. Wiſd. I find this Fellow will do our Buſineſs 


without any other Evidence. [ 4/ede. 
Mrs. Soft. Can this be poſſible ? [ A/ide. 


Mr. I iſd. And fo if my Wife had ventur'd abroad, 
you had put my Defign in Execution. 

Rifg. She would have been murder'd the very 
frſt time, an't pleafe your Honour. 

Mr. Wiſa. See there now Did I not adviſe you 


like a Friend. tn Mort, J. know not when 0 
wi 


| X this Gentleman 
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will be: ſafe for you to ſtir without your own, Doors. 
Mrs. Wiſd. And was I to haye fallen by the Hands 


* 


A e derten ; be whs e wunder Your 
Ladyſhip, and I was to have robb'd you. * 
Rab. Dog l ; Villain U. | 


” 


Riſq. Don't give ill Language, Tom, I. have often 
told you what your Rogueries would come to. told 
you, you would never leave off Thieving but at the 
Gallows. 3 5 

Rab. Villain, be aſſur' d, I will be reveng'd on thee. 

Riſq. I deſire of your We that we may not be 
put together, I do not care for ſuch Company. 

Mr. Wiſd. Mr. Conſtable, convey them to the 
Round-houſe, let them be kept ſeparately, and in the 
Morning you ſhall hear from me. Ms 

Rak., To iſd.] Sir, ſhall I beg to ſpeak one Word 
will = if 

Ma. WJiſd. You are ſure he hath no Arms about him, 
Mr. Conſtable. 3 . 
Conſt. No, Sir, he hath no Arms about him nor any 
thing elſe. 3 „ 

Rak. This Proſecution will end in nothing but your 
own Shame; [ Apart to Viſd.] ſo you had beſt ſęet me 
at Liberty: Be aſſur'd that I am not the Perſon you 
take me for, my Character will make it evident that my 
Deſign was neither to rob nor to murder you; my Crime, 
Sir, will appear to be ſuch as (Heaven be praiſed). our 
Laws do not hang a Man for. As for that Fellow 
there, he is my Servant; but how, or with what De- 
ſign he came here I cannot tell. - Ss 

Mr. Wiſd. And is this what you have to ſay, Sir? 

Rifqg. Don't believe a word he ſays, Sir; for he is 
one of the damnedit Liars that ever was hang'd: Hell 
tell you he kept a Juſtice of Peace for a Servant, if you 
will believe him. „ e | 

Mr. Wiſd. He fays he kept you as ſuch. 

Riſg. Ay, there it is now. Art thou not a ſad Dog, 
Tom s But thou wilt pay for all thy Rogueries 
ihortly, [Wiſdom points 4 Ib Conſtable. 

33 N © Conſt, 


— * 
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Conſt. Come, bring them along; march, you poor 


beggarly Raſcal—you a Rogue and be damn'd to you, 
without a Penny in your Pocket. | hh 


| SCENE A |; 
Mr. Wiſdom, Mrs. Wiſdom, Mrs. Softly. 
Mr. Wiſd. Don't be frighten'd, my dear, while 
you are at home; you are in no Danger. Siſter Softh, 
I am forry you find my Family in ſuch Diſorder. 
Mrs. Soft. J am heartily ſorry for your ſake; dear 
Brother; but Heaven knows how ſoon it may be our 
own Fate; for I ſuppoſe you know we have receiv'd a 
Letter too. 79805 1 
Mr. Wiſd. We muſt find ſome way to break the 
Neck of this Trade. Here's my poor Wife will not be 
able to ſtir abroad this Winter, | 
Mrs. Soft. Not ſtir abroad this Winter ! Marry for- 
bid it; ſhe hath ſtaid at home longer already than [ 
would have done, had the Danger been ten times greater : 
I would rather loſe my Life than my Liberty 
where's the Difference, whether one be lock'd up in 
one's own Grave, or one's own Houſe ? My Soul is 
fuch an Enemy to Confinement, that if my Body were 
confin*d it would not ſtay in it. 1 
Mr. Wiſd. Oh lud! here's Doctrine for my Wie. 
May your Body never enter my Doors again, I pray 
Heaven. [A ſide.] But if you have no more Fears for 
yourſelf, I hope you would have ſome for your Huſ- 
band. | | 
Mrs. Soft. Oh! dear Sir, the Wife who loves her 
Husband as well as herſelf is an exceeding good Chriſ- 
tian. That Man muſt be a moſt unreaſonable Crea- 
ture, who expects a Woman to abſtain from Pleaſures 
for his ſake. | 
Mr. Wijd. Hoity-toity ! I hope you'll allow that a 
Woman ought to avoid ſome Pleaſures for the ſake of 
her Hueband. | 
Mrs. Soft. Oh! certainly! Ought, no doubt or't. 
But to ſpeak freely, I am afraid when once a Woman's 
Pleaſures run counter to the Intereſt of her Husband 3 
| when 
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when once ſhe finds greater Pleaſures Abroad than at 
Home, I am afraid all che threatning Letters in Europe 
will not keep her from them. 

Mr. Wiſd. Oh lud! oh lud! 

Mrs, Soft. But to ſhew you that I am of a contrary 
Opinion, 1 will leave the moſt agreeable Company in 
the World to go home to my Husband. ——— No 
Ceremony. Ca. 

Mr. Fiſd. ] will ſee you into the Chair. 

Mrs. Soft. Siſter, your Servant. | 

Mrs. Wiſd. My Dear, I am yours. —— What ſhall 
I think! Rake] cannot be guilty of ſuch Villany. But 
then how came his Servant here ? He ſent him to break 
the Windows — and he exceeded his Commiſſion — 
It muſt be ſo and what he hath ſaid was only forg'd 
to excuſe himſelf. 


SCENE XIIL 


Mr. Wiſdom, Mrs. Wiſdom. 


Mr. FYiſd. J wiſh you well home, Madam; and 

may you never come abroad again. My Dear, I am 
afraid ſhe hath quite ſtruck you dumb with Surpriſe : 
This Woman is a walking Contagion, and ought not 
to be admitted into one's Houſe. She is able to raiſe a 
univerſal conjugal Rebellion in the Nation. 
Mrs. Wiſd. Alas! my Dear, I wiſh this Affair had 
not happen'd. I vow, I feel a ſort of Pity for theſe 
poor Wretches, whom Neceflity hath driven to ſuch 
Courſes, One of them ſeems fo young too, that if he 
were forgiven perhaps he might amend. 

Mr. Wiſd. His Method of robbing, perhaps, and 
the next time cut our Throats. ; 

Mrs. Wiſd. Strict Juſtice ſeems too rigorous in my 
Opinion; and tho' it may be a womaniſh Weakneſs, I 
could wiſh you would forgive them. 

Mr. Wiſd. Be aſſur'd, my Love, it is a womaniſh 


| Weakneſs which makes you plead for the Life of a 


young Fellow. By the Womens Conſent, we ſhould 
have no Rogues hang'd till after they are Forty. 

Mrs. Wiſd. In one fo young, Vice hath not ſo ſtrong 
a Root. | Mr. 
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Mr. Niſd. Lou lye, my Dear, Vice hath often the 


ſtrongeſt Root in a young Fellow. So, fay no more, 
Jam determin'd he ſhall be hang'd; 1 will go take, my 
Meſs of Sugar-Sops and to bed. In the Morn early 
Iwill. go to a Juſtice of the Peace. | |, 5 
Mrs. Wiſd. But conſider, my 2 0 not 
provoke the reſt of the Gang to Revenge? 
Mr. Wiſd. Fear nothing, my Dear, 


Pn 
nods” 73 


1 74 


While in your Husband's Arms you keep your Treaſure, 
You're free from Fear of Hurt. 
Ars. Wiſd. — ON Hope of Plealure, 


The End of the Second As. 


A C T III. SCENE "oo 
SCENE, AnInner-Roominthe Round hot, 


1806 6 


Commons, Rakel. ee 


Com Rithee, Tom, forgive me. | 

Rak. Forgive thee | Death and Pamnati- 
on! Doſt thou inſuft my  Misfortunes ?  Doſt thou 
think 1 am come to the Tree, where. I am to. whine 
out of the World like a good Chriſtian, and forgive all 
thy Enemies. If thou wilt hear my laſt es 00 
thee heartily, heartily. 

Com. Amen, if I defigntd thee aby Miſchief. 

Rak. Rat your Deſigns; it is equal to me whether 200 
deſign'd it or not, and I will N 7 and that Raſcal 
Riſque at the ſame time. 1 2. h 

m. 
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Com. Nay, but dear Tom, why the Danger is not ſo 
reat as thou apprehendeſt; it will never be believ'd 
that tliou didſt intend to rob my Unele: Thy Reputa- 
tion will prevent that. | | 
Raf. But it will be beliew'd that I intended to cuck- 
old your Uncle; my Reputation will not prevent that: 
And T would rather ſacrifice the World than my Miſ- 
treſ v. Ovns? believe thou didſt intend to dif- 
cover me, to ſave the Virtue of thy Aunt. | 
Com. To fave the Devil, you ſhould lie with'all my 
Aunts, or with my Mother and Siſters: Nay, I will 
carry a Letter for you to any of them. 
Rak. Carry a Letter! If thou wilt get me two Let- 
ters that were taten out of my Pocket when I was 
ſearch'd, I will forgive thee It is in vain to keep it 
a Secret. Your Uncle Viſdom hath in his Poſſeſſion a 
Letter from each of your Aunts, which unleſs we get 
back moſt ruin them both. 
Com. But I ſuppoſe he hath read them already? 
Rak. Then they are ruin d already. 
Com. Prithee, what are the Letters? 
Raf. I believe, Sir, you may gueſs what Buſineſs is 
between them and me. 
Com. Harkee, Tom. There is no Smut in them. 
Rak. There is nothing more in them than from the 
one an Invitation to come and ſee her, and from the 
other a very civil Meſſage that ſhe will never ſee my 
Face again. | on 
Conft. [ Enters. ] Captain, you muſt go before the Juſtice, 
As for you, Sir, you have your Liberty to go where you 
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; pleaſe: I hope you will be as good as your Word, and j 
J remember to buy your Stockings at my Shop; for if I ; 
b had not perſuaded the Gentleman to make up the Af- Wy 
| fair, you might have gone before the Juſtice roo. 1 
K Rak. Mr. Conſtable, J am oblig'd to you, and the if 

next time you take me up I hope I ſhall have more | 
Money in my Pocket. Come, noble Captain, be not bf 
5 dejected, Pit ſtand by thee whatever be the Conſe- il 
| quence —— Mr. Conflable, we'll wait on you imme- "i 
5 diately. —— Harkee, I have a thought juſt riſen may N 
* bring 6 


— —— 
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bring the Ladies off in the eaſieſt manner inngi- 


nable. Alz 

Rat. Wbat hath the Devil inſpir'd thee with de 

Com. Suppoſe now I ſhould ſwear that I forg'd 
their Hands. Luckily for the Purpoſe. I have had a 
Quarrel this very Day with my Uncle Wiſdom, and 
another with my Aunt Sofzly; ſo that we may perſuade 
the old Gentlemen that I ſent the Letters to you 1n or- 
der to be reveng'd on them. Now, if we could per- 
ſuade them this. 

Rak. Which we might if they were as dendr to be- 
lieve any thing as thou art to ſwear any thing; but 
as the Caſe happeneth to be quite contrary, thy Stra- 
tagem is good for nothing; ſo fare you well. Nothing 
will proſper with me whilſt I keep ſuch a wicked Fel- 
low Company. 

Com. The Invitation muſt be from my Aunt Wiſdom 
by his being there—odd, if there be no Direction, it 
may do Thou art ſuch a dear wicked n I can- 
not leave thee in the Lurch. 


8 CE N E II. 
Mr. Wiſdom, Mrs. Wiſdom. 


Mr. Wiſd. Pray, no more of your Good-nature, my 
Dear. It is a very good-natur'd thing truly, to ſave 
one Rogue's Throat, that he may cut twenty honeſt 
People's. The Good-nature of Women is as furious 
as their Ill: nature; they would fave or deſtroy without 
Diſtinction. But by this time, I ſuppoſe, my Brother 
Softly is ready, So, Child, Good-morrow. 

Mrs. Wiſd. Nay, my Dear, I dare not truſt myſelf 
even in my own Houſe without you, now you have 
provok'd the Gang. So, if you are determin'd to go, 
you ſhall carry me to return my Siſter's Viſit. 

Mr. Wiſd. Indeed, my Dear, I will carry you to a 
Maſquerade as ſoon, No, no; no more viſiting there. 
If my Siſter's Husband's Brother marries a mad Woman 
ſhe ſhall not ſpoil my Wife; Vil carry you to no ſuch 


Lectures, She will teach you re Ne n 
alf 


A'New Way to keep a Wife at Home. 3 7 


half an Hour than half a dozen modern Comedies; nay, 
__ the lewd Epilogues to as many modern Trage- 
OE. 
Mrs. Wiſd. Which you never ſuffer me to go to, 
tho? you ſeldom miſs yourſelf. | 
Mr. Wiſd, Well, I muſt not loſe a Moment; Good- 
morrow.” 
4 Mrs. Wiſd. So you leave me behind to be mur- 
er' d. „ ; A | 
Mr. Wiſd. You'll come to no harm, I warrant 
ou. . 4 | 
4 Mrs, Wiſd. T cannot think that, when I know 
what you are going upon. If this generous Crea- 
ture ſhould have Honour enough to preſerve my 
Reputation, - ſhall I ſuffer him to preſerve it at the 
Expenſe of a Life, which was dearer to me than 
Fame before, and by ſuch an Inſtance of Honour 
will become ſtill more precious. No, ſhould it 
come to that, I will give up my Honour to pre- 
ſerve my Lover, and will be mylelf the Witneſs to 
his Innocence. Who's there. 


SCENE 


Mrs. Wiſdom, Betty. 


Mrs. Wiſd. Call a Chair. 
Bet. Madam | | 

Mrs. Wiſd. Call a Chair. 

Bet. And is your Ladyſhip reſolv'd to venture a- 
broad? | | 

Mrs. Wiſd. I begin to laugh at the Danger I ap- 
rehended. But, however, that I may not be too 
old, order the Footman to take a Blunderbuſs with 
-him: And d'ee hear, order him to hire Chairmen, 
and arm them with Muskets. I am reſolv'd to pluck 
up a Spirit, Betty, and ſhew my Husband that I am 
like other Women. 
Bet. I am heartily glad to fee your Ladyſhip hath 
ſo much Courage; I always lik'd thoſe Families the 
beſt where the Ladies govern'd the molt, Where 
Ladies 
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Ladies govern there are Secrets, and where there are 
Secrets there are Vails I liv'd with a Lady once 
who uſed to give her Clothes away * Month, and 
her Husband durſt not gppole it. 

Mrs. Wiſd. Go, do as I bid you in a Moment, 1 
have no Time to loſe; 4 will put put on my Man- 
tle and be ready. 


SCENE IV. Mrs. Sofily's Houſe. 
Mrs. Softly [Alone] 


Ars. Soft. That he ſhould convey himſelf under 
ber Table without her Knowledge is ſomething diffi- 
cult to believe. Nor can I imagine any Neceſſities 
capable of driving him to fo abandon'd a Courſe. 
Her · Concern ſeem'd to have another Cauſe than Fear. 
Beſides, I remember when we were at the Maſgue- 
rade together he talked. to her near an Hour; and if 
1 miſtake not, ſhe was fo pleaſed with his Conver- 
ſation that ſne gave him Encouragements which he 
was unlikely to have miſtaken. It muſt be 
ſo whatever was his Deſign, ſhe was privy to it. 
He is falſe, and o adieu, good Captain, 


8 CE NE V. 
Mr. Softly, Mrs. Softly. 


Mr. Soft. My Dear, your Servant: No News of 
my Brother Wiſdom yet; I have been conſidering how 
lucky it js that ours was not the Houſe attack d 
we might not ſo happily have diſcover'd it. (Poor 
2 aw little the ſuſpects who the Incendiaries 
were, 
Mrs. Soft. Heaven ſend the Gang be quite broke, 
I ſhall. be oblig'd to make more Ser vants mount the 
Guard now when ever I go out. 

Mr. Soft. It would be much more adviſeable for you 
to ſtay at home, and then no one need mount, Guat 
upon you but your; Husband. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Soft. Never name it, I am no more ſafe at 
Home than Abroad; for if the Rogues ſhould ſet our 
Houſe on Fire, I am ſure no one would wiſh to be 
in it. 

Mr. Soft. Still my Arguments retort upon me, and 
like Food to ill Blood promote the Diſeaſe, not the 
Cure. Well, my Dear, take your Swing, Lil give 
you no more of my Advice and I heartily wiſh 

ou may never ſtay at home. 

Mrs. Soft. Why do you wiſh fo? | 

"La Soft. Becauſe I am ſure you muſt be lam'd 
firſt. 

Mrs. Soft. Why indeed, my Dear, I think no 
one would ſtay at home who bad Legs to go a- 
broad. 1 | 
Ar. Soft. Truly, my Dear, if I were ſure ſhe 

would have ſtaid at home, I would have choſen a 

Wife without Legs before the fineſt legg'd Woman 

in the Univerſe; but ſhe who can't walk will be car- 

ry'd. I have no need to complain of your Legs, for 
they ſeldom carry you farrher than your own Door. 

And truly, my Dear, reckoning the Number of your 

Attendants, you go abroad now upon a dozen Legs. 

Servant | Enters.) Sir, Mr. Miſdom to wait on your | 
"Worſhip. 9 
Mrs. Soft. Shew him up: — Will you ſtay and il 
hear the Trial ? ; « 
Mrs. Soft. No, I have other Buſineſs ; by that { 

time I am dreſꝰd, I expect a Lady to call on me to il 

go to another Trial; I mean the Rehearſal of the ll 

new Opera, 


| 
SCENE VI. | 


| 
Mr. Wiſdom, Mr. Softly. l 


Mr. Soft. Brother Wiſdom, your Servant: My | 
Wife tells me you have made a Diſcovery of the In- | 
cendiaries. Ha, ha, ha! ſhe little thinks who wrote | 


the Letters, : 
Mr. 
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Mr. Wiſd. No, nor do you think who will appear 

to —4 written them. 2 
Mr. Soft. IJ hope we ſhall-not appear to have writ- 
ten them. 

Mr. Wiſd. No, no. One af the Fellows J have in 
Cuſtody offers to ſwear it on the other. 

Mr. Soft. How | but you know we cannot admit 
of ſuch a Teſtimony, whereof we know the Falſe- 
hood. 

Mr. Wiſd. And what then? you don't take the 
falſe Oath, do you ? Are you to anſwer for the Sins of 
another ? 


Mr. Soft. But will not the other Circumſtances do 


without that of the Letter ? 
Mr. Wiſd. Yes, they will do to hang him; but oat 
not have the ſame Terror on our Wives. 932 


Mr. Soft. Jam glad of it with all my Heart I am 


ſure I have ſeverely paid for all the Terrors I have given 
my Wife : If I could bring her to be only as bad as 
ſhe was before, I ſhould think myſelf entirely happy. 
In ſhort, Brother, I have found by woful Experience, 
that mending our Wives is like mending our Conſtitu- 
tions, when often after all our Pains we would be glad to 
return to our former State. 

Mr. Wiſd, Well, Brother, if it be ſo, I have no 
Reaſon to repent having been a Valetudinarian. — But 
let me tell you, Brother, you do not know how to g0- 
vern a Wife. 

Mr. Soft. And let me tell you, 3 you do 
not know what it is to have a Woman of Spirit to go- 
vern. 

Mr. Wiſd. A Fig for her Spirit, I know what it is 
to have a virtuous Wife; and perhaps I am the only 
Man in Town that know what it is to keep a Wife at 
Home. 

Mr. Soft. s do not upbraid me ak my 
Wife's going abroad: If ſhe doth, it is in the beſt 
Company. And for Virtue —— for that, Sir, my 
Wife's Name is Lucretia — Lucretia the Second ; 


and I don't queſtion but ſhe's as chaſte as the firſt was. 
Mr. 
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Mr. Wiſd. Ay, ay, and I believe ſo too — But 
don't let the Squeamiſhneſs of your Conſcience pur 
a ſtop to my Succeſs : And let me tell you, if you are 
not advantaged by the Stratagem, you will be diſad- 
vantaged by the Diſcovery ; for if you put ſuch a 
Secret into your Wife's Boſom, let me tell you, you 
are not Solomon the Second. 


SCENE VIL 


Mr. Wiſdom, Mr. Softly, Conſtable, Rakel, Riſque, 
Clerk, Servants. 


Servant, Sir, Here is a Conſtable with ſome Pri- 
ſoners. 

Mr. Soft. Bring them in. Brother Wiſdom, I will 
ſtretch both Law and Conſcience as wide as poſſible 
to ſerve you, | 

Conſt. Come, Gentlemen, walk in and take your 
Places. 

Mr. Soft. Are theſe the two Fellows, Mr. Conſtable, 
that you found laſt Night broke into Mr. Wi/dom's 

Houſe? 

Conſt, Yes, an't pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Riſq. We are the two Rogues, an't pleaſe your 
Worſhip. 

Mr. MWiſd. This Fellow is to be admitted Evidence l| 
againſt the other. | | i 

KR,, Yes, I am Evidence for the King. 15 

Mr. Soft. Where is my Clerk ? Mr. Sneaksby, let 
that Fellow be ſworn. 

Riſq. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, I have a ſort of | 
Scruple of Conſcience ; I have been told that you are ij 
apter to hire Rogues to ſwear againſt one another than | 
to pay them for it when they have done it. Therefore, 
ſuppoſing it te be all the ſame Caſe with your Wor- 
ſhip, I ſhould be glad to be paid before-hand. 

Mr. Soft. What does the ſimple Fellow mean? 

Mr. Wiſd. Perhaps we ſhall not want his Evi- 
dence ; here are ſome Papers which were found in the ll 
other's Pocket, I have open'd one of them only, i 
which I find to contain the whole Method of their 0 

Conſpiracy. * * 
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Mr. Soft. Mr. Sneaksby, read theſe Papers. 
' Sneaks. reads) To Enſign Rakel. Parole, Plunder, 


Mr. Yd. Plunder's the Word, agad! 
Snatch For the Guard To-morrow Enfgn Rake), 
% Serjeants, two Corporals, ene Drum and fix and 


thirty Men. of 


Mr. Soft. Why, the Rogues are incorporated, they 
are regimented —— we ſhall ſhortly have a ſtanding 
Army of Rogues as well as of Soldiers. 1 
Mr. Wiſd. Six and Thirty Rogues about the Town 
To- day: Mr. Softly, we mult look to our Houſes, I ex- 
pet to hear of ſeveral Fires and Murders before Night. 

Mr. Soft. Truly, Brother Wiſdom, I fear it will be 
neceſſary to keep the City Train'd- Bands continually 
under Arms. | 
Mr. Wiſd. They won't do, Sir; they won't do. 
Six and thirty of theſe bloody Fellows would beat 
them all. — Sir, ſix and thirty of theſe Rogues 
would require at leaſt one hundred of the Foot- Guards 
to cope with them. | h 

Mr. Soft. Mr. Sneaksby, read on, we ſhall make far- 
ther Diſcoveries Il engage. 

Sneaksby, Here's a Woman's Hand may it pleaſe your 
Worſhip. 

Mr. Soft. Read it, read it. There are Women Rob- 
bers as well as Men. 


8 | F Sneaksby reads, 

E Here at the Time you mention, my Husband is lucki- 
ly out of the way. I wiſh your Happineſs be, as you 
ſay, entirely in the Power of ; 
ELIZABETH WISDOM. 


Mr. Wiſd. What's that? Who's that? 

Sneaksby, Elizabeth Wiſdom. 

Mr. Wiſa. ¶ Snatches the Letler.] By all the Plague 
of Hell, my Wife's own Hand too. 3 

Mr. Soft. I always thought ſhe would be diſcover'd 


one time or other, to be no better than ſhe ſhould 


be. Aldt. 
Mr. Vid. I am confounded, amaze * 
Mr, 


yd he, © 
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Mr. Soft. What's the Matter, Brother Viſdom ? 
Syre, your Wife doth not hold Correſpondence with 
theſe People; your Wife! that durſt not go abroad 
for fear of them; who is the only Wife in Town that 
her Husband can keep at home. 

Mr. MWiſd. Blood and Furies, I ſhall become the Jeſt 
of the Town. 


Sneak. May it pleaſe your Worſhip, here is one 
Letter more, in a Woman's Hand too. 


Mr. Soft, The ſame Woman's Hand, I warrant you, 
| [ Sneaksby reads. 


IR, Your late Behaviour hath determin'd me never 
to ſee you more : If you get Entrance into this Houſe 
for the future, it will not be by my Conſent ; for I 
deſire you would henceforth imagine there never was any 
Arquaintance between you and Lucretia Softly. 
Mr, Wiſd. Ha | 
Mr. Soft. Lucretia Softly ! give me the Let- 
ter. Brother Y/;/dom, this is ſome Counterfeit; 
Mr. Wiſd. It muſt be ſo, Sure it cannot come from 
Lucretia the Second ; ſhe that is as chaſte as the firſt 
Lucretia was. She correſpond with ſuch as theſe, 
who never goes out of Doors but to the beſt Company 
in Town. | 
Mr. Soft. *Tis impoſlible ! | 
Mr. Wiſd. You may think ſo ; but I who underſtand 
Women better will not be ſo eaſily ſatisfy'd Pl 
go fetch my Wife hither, and if ſhe doth not acquit her- 
ſelf in the plaineſt manner, Brother Softly, you ſhall 
commit her and her Rogues together. — Ha! 
What do I fee? An Apparition ! | 


S SCENE VM: 
To them. Mrs. Wiſdom guarded. 
Mrs. Wiſd. Let the reſt of my Guards ſtay without 


my Dear, your Servant. 


Mr. Wiſd. This muſt be ſome Deluſion, this can't 
be real, 


Mrs. Wiſd. I ſee you are ſurpris d at my Courage, 
my Dear; but don't think I have ventur'd hither 
D 2 3 alone, 
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alone, I have a whole Regiment of Guards with me, 
Mr. Wiſd. You have a whole Regiment of Devils 


with you, my Dear. 
Mrs. Wiſd. Ha, ha, ha. 


EC EN 5 I 


To them, Mrs. Softly. 


Mrs. Soft. Joy of your coming abroad, Siſter Vi, 
dom; I flew to meet you the Moment my Servants 
brought me the agreeable News you were here. 

Mrs. Wiſd. I am extremely oblig'd to you, Madam; 
but I wiſh this Surpriſe may have no ill Effect on poor 
Mr. Wiſdom; he looks as if he had ſeen an Apparition. 

Mrs. Soft. Nay, it will be a great Surpriſe to all 
your Acquaintance; you muſt have made a hundred 
Viſits before it will be believ'd. 


Mrs. Wiſd. Oh! my Dear, I intend to make al- 


moſt as many before I go home again. 
Mr. MWiſd. Plagues and Furies 


Mr. Soft. I fancy, Brother Viſdom, you begin to 
be as weary of the Letter-Project as myſelf. 


Mr. Wiſd. Harkee, You, Crocodile — Devil! | 


Come here, do you know this Hand? 

[Softly ſhewws Mrs. Softly her Letter at the ſame time. 
Mrs. Wiſd. Ha ! [Starts, 
Mr. Wiſd. You counterfeited your Fear bravely, 

you were much terrify*d with the Thoughts of the 
Enemy while you kept a private Correſpondence with 


him, 
SCENE the Loſe. 
To them, Commons. 


Com. So, Uncles, I ſee you take Turns to keep the 
Rendezvous. Uncle Z/iſdom, J hope you are not an- 
gry with me for what I ſaid laſt Night. When a Man 
is drunk, you know his Reaſon is not ſober 4 and when 
his Reaſon is not ſober, a Man that acts according to 
his Reaſon cannot act ſoberly. There's Logick for 


you, Uncle; you fee I have not forgotten all my Uni- 
verſity Learning. 
Mr. 


w Er. 


* „r * 
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Mr. Wiſd. I ſhall take another Opportunity, Sir, to 
talk with you, ; | 

Com. Well, Aunt Viſdom, I hope you will recon- 
cile my Uncle to me, I ſhould have waited on you 
laſt Night according to your Invitation when my 


Uncle was abroad, but I was engag*d, I receiv'd 


your Letter too, Madam. | 


Mrs. Soft. My Letter, Brute. 

Com. Yes, Madam, did you not ſend me a Letter laſt 
Night that you would never ſee my Face again, deſiring 
me to forget that I had ever any Acquaintance with 

ou: Nay, I think you may be aſham'd to own it; 

ere's a Good-natur'd Woman that tries to make u 
all Differences between Relations. — Ha! what do 
I ſee! Captain Rakel. g | 

Rak. You ſee a Man who is juſtly puniſh'd by the 
Shame he now ſuffereth for the Injury he hath done 
you. Thoſe two Letters you mention I took Jaſt 
Night from your Bureau which you accidentally left 
open: And fir'd with the Praiſes which you have ſo 
often and ſo juſtly beſtow'd on this Lady, I took that 
Opportunity, when ſhe told me her Husband would 
be abſent, to convey myſelf thro' the Window into 
the Cloſet. What follow'd, I need not mention any 
more than what I deſign'd. | 

Com. Rob my Bureau, Sir! 

Rak. Nay, Dear Fack, forgive me, theſe Ladies 
have the greateſt Reaſon to be offended, ſince the Let- 
ters being found in my Pockets had like to have cau- 
fed ſome Suſpicions which would not have been to 
their Advantage. 

Mrs, Wiſd. Excellent Creature. 

Rak. But, Gentlemen, it you pleaſe to look at 
theſe Letters, you will find they are not directed to me, 
Mrs. Wiſd. They have no Direction at all. 

Mr. Soft. I told you, Brother My Wife could 
not be guilty. 

Mr. Wiſd. I am heartily glad to find mine is not 
—— you ſee, Madam, what your Diſobedience to 
my Orders had like to have occaſion*d How often 


have I ſtrictly commanded you never to write to that 


Fellow! Mrs. 
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Mrs. Wiſd. His Careleſneſs hath cured me for the 
future. | 1 5 

Mr. Wiſd. And ſo, Sir, you keep Company with 
Highway-men, do you? 

Com. What do you mean, Sir? | 

Mr. Wiſd. Sir, You will know when your Ac- 
quaintance is ſent to Newgate. Brother Softly, 


I deſire you would order a Mittimus for theſe Fellows 
inſtantly, 
Com. A Mittimus! for whom? 


Mr. Wiſd. For theſe honeſt Gentlemen, your Ac- 


quaintance, who were broke into my Houſe. 

Com. Do you know, Sir, that this Gentleman 1s an 
Officer of the Army ? „ 

Mr. Wiſd. Sir, it is equal to me what he is. If he 
be an Officer, he only proves that a Rogue may be 
under a red Coat, and very ſhortly, you will prove 
that a Rogue may be under a black one. 

Com. Why, Sir, you will make yourſelves ridiculous, 
that will be all you will get by it. I'll be the Cap- 
tain's Witneſs, he had no ill Deſign on your Houſe. 

Mr. MWiſd. And 1 ſuppoſe, Sir, you will be his Wit- 


neſs that he did not write the Letter threatning to 


murder my Wife. | 


Ars. Soft. That I will. If any one be convicted as 


an Incendiary, I am afraid it will go hard with you 
two. II over-heard your fine Plot, — Siſter 
Wiſdom, do you know this Hand. This is the 
threatning Letter ? [ Shewing a Letter. 

Mrs. Wiſd. Sure it cannot be my Husband's. 

Mrs. Soft. As ſurely as that which you receiv'd 
was written by mine. 1 ; 

Mrs. Wiſd. Amazement! What can it mean? 

Mrs. Soft. Only a New Way to keep a Wife at 
Home; which, I dare ſwear, mine heartily repents of. 

Mr. Soft. Ay, that I do indeed. 

Mrs. Wiſd. And is it poſſible that theſe terrible threat- 
ning Letters can have come from our own dear Hus- 
bands ? 

Mrs. Soft. From thoſe very Hands that ſhould de- 
fend us againſt ail our Enemies, - Mr. 
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Mr. Soft. Come, Brother Miſdom, — 
we are fairly detected; we had as good plead Guilty 
and ſue for Mercy. I aſſure you, my Dear, I ſhall 


think myſelf very happy if you will return to your old 


way of Living, and go abroad juſt as you did before 


this happen'd. 


Mr. Wij/d. Truly I believe it would have been ſoon 


my Intereſt to have made the ſame Bargain. 


Mrs. Soft. Lookee, my Dear, as for the Blunder- 
buſſes, 1 agree to leave them at Home: But I am re- 
ſolv*d not to part with the additional Footman, he muſt 
remain as a ſort of Monument of my Victory. 

Mr. Soft. Well, Brother Wiſdom, what ſhall be done 
with the Priſoner ? This Fellow's Oath will have no 
great Weight in a Court of Juſtice. 

Mr. Wiſd. Do juſt what you will; I am fo glad and 
ſorry, pleas'd and diſpleas'd, that I am almoſt out of 


my Senſes. 


Raf. I told you how the Proſecution would end, Up- 
on my Honour, Sir, I had no Deſign upon any thing 


that belongs to you, but your Wife. 


Mr. Wiſd. Your very humble Servant, Sir. I do 
believe you by the Emptineſs of your Pockets; but 
this Gentleman ſeem'd to have ſome other Deſign by 
the Fulneſs of his. 

Mr. Soft. With what Conſcience, Sirrah, did you 
preſume to take a falſe Oath ? 

Rig. With the ſame, Mr. Juſtice, that you would 
have received it; when you knew it to be falle. 
Lookee, Gentlemen, you had belt hold your Tongues, 
or I ſhall become Evidence for the King againſt you 
both. As for my Maſter, he, I hope, will forgive 
me ; for I only intended to get the Reward, and then 
I would have ſworn all back again - Sir, if your 
Honour doth not forgive me, Ill confeſs that I brought 
you the Letters from the Ladies, and ſpoil all yet. 

Rak. By your Amendment, I know not what I may 
be brought to do till get you to the Regiment. 


Con. Well, Dicle Miſdom, you are not angry, are 
YOu ? 


Ars. 
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Mrs. Wiſd. Let me intercede, my Dear. 

Mr. Wiſd. You always are interceding for him, I 
wiſh his own good Behaviour would. I think, for the 
fake of Religion, I will buy him what he deſires, a 
Commiſſion in the Army ; and then the ſooner he is 
knock'd in the Head the better. | 

Rak. Well, Brother, if thou doſt come among us, 
it may be ſome time or other in my Power to make 
thee Reparation But to you, Madam, I never ſhall 
be able to give any Satisfaction for my bold Deſign 
againſt your Virtue. 

Mrs. Wiſd. Unleſs by deſiſting for the future. 

Mrs. Soft. Be aſſur'd if my Siſter forgives you the 
Injury you intended her, I never will. 

Mr. Soft. Come, come, my Dear, you mult be of 
a more forgiving Temper ; and ſince Matters are like 
to be amicably adjuſted, you ſhall entertain the Com- 
pany at Breakfaſt and we will laugh away the Frolick, 

Rak. Prav Ladies, let me give you this Advice : If 
you ever ſhould write a Love-Jetter, never ſign your 
Name to it And, Gentlemen, that you may pre- 
vent it Think not by any Force or ſiniſter Stra- 
tagem to impriſon your Wives. The Laws of England 
are too generous to permit the one, and the Ladies are 
generally too cunning to be outwitted by the other, — 
But let this be your Maxim, | 


Thoſe Wives for Pleaſures very ſeldom roam, 
Whoſe Husbands bring ſubſtantial Pleaſures home, 


